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THE RESPONSIBLE PARTIES 

“ T AM supposed to be descended from Macduff” said Shaw to 
I me, “ and although I am not subject to feudal feelings it 
, ^ pleases me that an ancestor of mme is a character m one o£ 

Shakespeare’s plays.” 

It occurred to me that he might not have been equally pleased 
if his ancestor had been, say, the Drunken Porter m the same play, 
. but I said nothmg; and here we are only concerned with his less 
.remote forebears. 

Seldom do human beings inherit their main characteristics 
directly from their parents, and Shaw is probably the only famous 
man in history whose outstandmg mental traits were clearly 
apparent m liis father and mother. From the first he derived his 
humour, from "the second his imagination. 

His father, George Carr Shaw, came of a family that had first 
set foot m Ireland towards the close of the seventeenth century. It 
was a respectable family, which produced bankers, clergymen, 
stockbrokers, civil servants and even baronets, all of whom had a 
‘ strong pedigree-sense and talked of “ the Shaws ” as a race apart. 
George Carr was unlucky : he was.brought up along with tliirteen 
brotliers and sisters by a widowed mother whose poverty kept the 
household on short rations But tlie knowledge that they were 
“ Shaws ” enabled them to face the future with cquammity and in 
due time then gentility was rewarded, George Carr obtammg a 
smecure in the Four Courts (the Dublm Courts of Justice). The 
office was abolished in 1850, but as no member ofliis family could 
be allowed to suffer merely because there was no longer an excuse 
to pay him a salary, he was given a pension of a year. Tins he 
j sold, bought a wholesale com business—^thc Shaws being too 
respectable for retail trade—and confidendy hoped that he would 
spend the rest of Ins hfe in comfort on the profits He knew nothing 
whatever about four, his partner was equally ignorant, and as they 
acted on the assumption that the busmess would make money 
while they looked on, it did not prosper. 

George Carr was bom with a kind heart, a sense of humour,and 

' II 
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a total lack of professional aptituae or commercial ability. His 
humour took the form of a sense of comedic ana-climax so keen 
that disasters that would have reduced another man to tears reduced 
him to helpless laughter. Not long after he had mvested m the 
com busmess one of its clnef customers went bankrupt owing it a ' 
lot of money. The blow prostrated liis partner, but although 
George Carr was well-mgh rumed his son declares that he lomid 
the niaf^mtude of the catastrophe so irresistibly amusing that he had 
to rctrS^t hastily from the office to an empty corner of the ware¬ 
house and laugh until he was exhausted ” This sense of anti-climax, 
plcntcously bequeathed to liis son, was so much a pait of Ins nature 
that though a Protestant he could not suppress it when discussmg 
the Bible. “ The more sacred an idea or a situation was by edn- 
venuon,” wrote his son, “ the more irresistible was it to him as the 
jumping-off place for a plunge into laughter. Thus, when I scoffed 
at die Bible he would instantly and qmte smeerely rebuke me, 
telling me, with what little stermiess was in Ins nature, that I should 
not speak so ; that no educated man would make such a display of 
ignorance; that the Bible was universally recognised as a literary 
and instoricai masterpiece ; and as much more to the same effect 
as he could muster. But when he had reached the point of feeling 
really impressive, a convulsion of internal chuckimg would wrinkle ' 
up his eyes, and (I knowmg all the time quite well what was 
coming) he would cap lus eulogy hy assurmg me, with air of' 
perfect iaimcss, that even the worst enemy of religion could say no 
worse of the Bible than that it was tlie damndest parcel oi lies ever 
written. He would then rub his eyes and chuckle for quite a long 
time. It became an unacknowledged game-between us tliat 1 
should provoke him to cxliibitions of this kind.” 

But he did not require much provocation. When he took his 
small son for a first dip m the sea, he gave the lad a senous talk on 
the vital necessity of Icammg to swim. “When I was a boy of only 
fourteen, he ended impressively, “ my knowledge of swimming 
enabled me to save your Uncle Robert’s life.” After a pause to let 
this sink m, he added confidentially, “ And to tell you the truth I 
never was so sorty for anything in my life afterwards." He then 
vdimgcd into the sea, had a.good swim and chuckled all the way 

He was m fact a thoroughly amiable fellow with an agreeable 
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appearance m spite of a squint. Sir William Wilde liad tried to 
correct tWs squint by an operation; but “ overdid the correction so 
much that my father squinted the other way all ihe rest of his life.’' 

^ Having bought the flour business that was going to keep the wolf 
from the door, George Carr Shaw fell in love with Elizabeth Guriy 
and asked her to marry liim. He was past forty, about twice her 
age. 

It is doubtful whether she loved him. It is doubtful whetlier she 
ever loved any one. But George Carr provided a means of escape 
from^ an ^intolerable position. After her motlier’s death she had 
been reared by a little humpbacked angel-faced tyrannical aunt, who 
scolded, pumshed and bullied her in order to make her a paragon 
of good-breeding, to marry her to someone of distinction, and to 
keep her in compjete ignorance of everything tliat could be left to 
the doctor, the sohcitor and the servants. In return for this Spartan 
training Ehzabeth Guriy was to inhent the fortune of the sweet- 
visaged old witch. George Carr Shaw was not on the list of dis- 
' tinguished men eligible for marnage witli Miss Lucinda Elizabeth 
(Bessie) Guily. He was amusmg, but he was middle-aged; he 
was a gentleman, but he had no money. His own view was that 
all objections against the match were invahdated by the simple fact 
that he was a Shaw and that in any case his flour business, coupled' 
with the witch’s-fortune, could make life genteel enough. But 
Bessie Guriy’s relatives thought they held a trump card and the' 
moment she announced the engagement they played it. “ He’s a 
- drunkard,” they said. She promptly tackled her fiance on the 
' subject^ He was shocked by the accusation and eloquently assured 
. her that he was a fanatical teetotaller, though he omitted to add 
that his hatred of alcohol was due to the agonies of remoise he 
V always suffered after his frequent bouts of intoxication. 

They were married, and to celebrate their wedding the hump¬ 
backed aunt cut her disobedient niece out of her will. During the 
lioneymoon the youthful Mrs. Shaw had an unpleasant surprise. 
Wlule staying at Liverpool she found a number of empty botdes in 
a cupboard. Putting two and two together she concluded that her 
-* husband had emptied them. She rushed from the house and made 
for the docks, where it occurred to her that she might become a 
stewardess on some liner and place the ocean between herself and 
the thirsty teetotaller. But the drunken and eloquent dock-hands 
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fnskened bei far more than the haiinless gcartlcman she had left 
hS fo she fled back to make the best of Inm. By temperament 
she was well equipped for such a situation She was able to widi 
draw into herself and exist m a world of her own imagination 
which was mcoinparably better dian the world of reality that had 
treated her so harslily. Her mental uidcpendcnce, imaginative 
self-sufficiency, and ability to live m the domain of the spirit, were 
inherited by her son, Gcoige Bernard Shaw, who w^as born on 
July 26th, 1856, at 3 Upper Spge Street (afterwards changed to 
33 Synge Street), Dubhn. 

He had two sisters older than liimself. None of uicm received 
much attention from their parents, spendmg their earliest days 
almost exclusively m the company of nurses and servants, except 
when playing with chcir father on liis return from Ins office every 
evening. When they grew out of tins clnldish phase tiicrc were no 
displays of affection in the family; no one seemed to care for or to 
he dependent upon any one else ; it was a perfect atmosphere for 
the development of anarchic self-determination, and the boy 
became “ a Frecthmker before I knew bow to tliink ” ; wliich 
accounted for the lack of ordinary emotion in die later Shaw, for 
his mtensc individualism and his longing for communism. “Though 
I w'as not ill-treatcd—my parents being quite incapable of any sort 
of mliumamty—die fact that nobody caicd foi me parncularly 
gave me a frightful sclf-suSiaency, or rathci a power of srarnng 
on imaginary feasts, that may have delayed my development a 
good deal, and leaves me to this hour a treacherous brute in matters 
of pure affection." 

Another influence that helped to form the future Socialist was 
not appreciated at the time: “ I had my meals hi the kitchen, 
mostly of stewed beef, which I loathed, badly cooked potatoes, 

might be, and much too much tea out 
of brown delft teapots left to draw ’ on the hob until it W'as pure 
taimm.^ Sugar I stoic I,was never hungry, because my father, often 
imumciently fed m his childhood, had such a horror of child hunger 
that he insisted on unlimited bread and butter being always witmn 
our reach. When 1 was tioublesome a servant thumped me on tlic 
head until one day, greatly daring, 1 rebelled, and, on fmdnig her 
collapse abject y, became thenccfbrth uncontrollable. I bated tlie 
servants and hked my mother because, on the one or two rare and 
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’ -.deiiglitful occasioiis when, ste buttered my,"bread for me^ she but¬ 
tered It tliickly instead of merely •wiping a Imife on it. Her almost 
-complete neglect of me had die advantage that I could idolise her 
' to* the utmost pitch of my imaginanon and had no sordid or 
.' disillusioning contacts -vntli her. It was a privilege to be taken for 
a walk or a visit with her, or on an excursion. 

• "My or dinary exercise winlst I was still too young to be allowed 
. out by myself was to be taken out by a servant, who was supposed 
to air me on the banlts of the canal or round the fashionable squares 
' where the atmosphere was esteemed salubrious and the surround- 
' ' ings gentlemanly. Actually she took me into the slums to rnsit her 
private friends, who dwelt in squahd tenements. When she met a 
- generous male acquaintance who insisted on treating her she took 
me into the public-house bars, where I was regaled with lemonade 
' and gmgerbeer; but 1 did not enjoy these treats, because my father’s 
eloquence on the evil of drinlc had given me an impression that a 
' public house was a -wicked place into which I should not have been 
:'' taken. Thus were laid the foundations of my lifelong hatred of 
' poverty, and die devotion of all my public life to the task of 
exterminating the poor and rendering their resurrection for ever 
impossible." 

’ He received liis first moral lesson from liis father, who expressed 
' such a horror of alcohol that the boy made u|) his mind never to 
touch it and became a convinced teetotaller. ‘ One night, when I 
' was stiU about as tall as his boots, he took me out for a walk. In 
', the course of it I conceived a monstrous, incredible suspicion. 
When I got home I stole to my mother and in an awestruck wliisper 
said to her, ‘ Mamma, I tliink Papa’s drunk.’ She turned away widi 
impatient disgust and said, ‘When is he ever anything else ? ’ -1, 
have never believed m anydiing since : then the scoffer began.” 

, The father’s habits had two considerable effects on bis fanuly : diey 
'were cut off from the social life of the numerous Shaw clan ; and 
in self-defence they had to develop a sense of humour. “ If you 
, asked lum to diimer or to a party, he V7as not always quite sober 
when he arrived ; and he was invanably scandalously drank when 
^ he left. Now a conviirial drunkard may be exliilarating m convivial 
' ' company. Even a quarrelsome or boastful drunkard may be found 
entertaining by people who are’ not particular. But a miserable 
■ drunkard~ahd my father, in theory a teetotaller, was racked with 
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shame and remorse even in his aips—is unbearable. We were finally 
dropped socially. After my early childhood I cannot rcmcnjci 
ever paying a visit at a relative s bouse. If my mother and fatlici 
had dmid out, or gone to a patty their children would have b^n 
much more astonished than if the house had caught fire. LwUy 
the intoxication of Shaw senior did not tuin him into a fiend : He 
was a lonely drinker at tlie grocer-publican s He was never earned 
out blind ^; drink did not affect him that way, nor did he drink 
enough to take him quite off his legs But he was quite unmistak¬ 
ably drunk, stupefied, apparently sleep-walking, and if icmon- 
strated with, apt to fly into sudden momentary rages ni which he 
Would snatch something up and dash it on the floor.” Drunk or 
sober, he was usually amiable; but “ the drunkenness was so 
humiliatuig that it would have been unendurable if we had not 
taken refuge m laughter. It had to be either a family tragedy or a 
, family joke; and it was on the whole a hcaldiy instinct that 
decided us to get what nbald fun was possible out of it, wbicb, 
however, was very little indeed. . . A boy wlio bad seen ‘ the 
governor,’ with an imperfectly wrapped-iip goose under one arm - 
and a ham in the same condition under the otlicr (both purcliascd 
under heaven knows what delusion of festivity), butting at the 
' garden wall of our Dalkey cottage m the belief hat he was pushing 
open the gate, and transforming his tab liar j concertina in die 
■process, and who, instead of being O'-'crwhcimcd with shame and 
anxiety at the spectacle, has beert oO disabled by merriment (up¬ 
roariously shared by the maternal uncle) tliat lie has hardly been 
able to rush to the rescue of the hat and pilot its wearer to safct;,^ 

IS clearly not a boy who will make tragedies of trifles instead of 
making trifles of tragt-dies. If you cannot get rid of die family 
skeleton, you may as well make it dance.” 

The only member of the family who did not extract an ounce 
^ of fun out of all tins was Mrs. Shaw. She was born without 
‘‘ comcdic impulses ” ; and when we remember diat she had been 
brought up with county lady strictness to occupy a Icadmg position 
in social hfe with the necessary money to keep it up, and that 
betore she was thirty she liad found herself a social outcast tied to a 
drunkard vath diree clnldrcn and a dwindling income, we arc' 
bound to admit that only a female Falstaff could have revelled in 
her position and prospects. Under the circumstances it was almost 
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" inevitable tliat she should have ignored her husband and neglected 
her clnldren. Believing that correct behaviour was inborn, “too 
- htimane to inflict what she had suffered on any child,” not realising 
that they needed guidance and not caring what diey ate or drank,, 
?he abandoned Her offspring to the promptings of nature, regarding 
-tlicm as phenomena which “ occurred,” like the milkman. She, 
was incapable of unkindness, capable of sohtude to any extent, long- 
suffering but conclusively unforgiving if an offender overstepped a 
' certain line, profound and reserved, humane but not quite human, 
and in later years her son would sometimes wonder how she had 
ever managed to become the mother of three children. 

'The M^orld into which she retreated from the responsibilities 
' she would not shoulder was the world of music, “She possessed a 
! mezzo-soprano voice of exceptional purity of tone and she began 
to take singing-lessons from a strange person named George John 
Vandeleur Lee, who hved in the next street. Lee was “ a man of- 
mesmeric vitality and force,” whose sole interest m hfe was vocal 
music. After many years of experiment and observation, he had 
discovered a method of teaching singmg wliich was entirely unlike 
any other mediod then in vogue. This “ method ” became his 
religion and he devoted his life to it. Naturally he was hated by all 
the orthodox teachers, who voted liim a quack and a charlatan, and 
as liis method was entirely successful they had every reason for ' 
running him down. He was a tireless organiser of concerts and 
operas, and as a conductor he could hypnotise amateur orchestras 
into giving passable performances of overtures, “ selections ” and 
scores of opera and oratono. He imparted his “ method ” to Mrs. 
Shuw, who was soon converted to the new faith; and he trained 
her voice so well that she became liis leadmg singer. She al§o 
became his “ general musical factotum ” and when his brother died 
he shared a house with the Shaws at No. i Hatch Street. " The 
arrangement was econoimcal; for we could not afford to hve in 
a fashionable house, and Lee could not afibrd to give lessons in an 
unfashionable one, though, being a bachelor, he needed only a 
music room and a bedroom.” lee also bought a cottage in Dalkey 
and presented it to Mrs. Shaw. It was situated “ high up on Torca 
HiU, with all Dublm Bay from Dalkey Island to Howth visible 
from the garden, and all Killiney Bay with 'the Wicklow moun- 
tainsln the background,from the hall door.” ’ 
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Thus Lee’s advent in the household of his dncf pupil had a great 
influence on the life of the youthful Shaw. Nature and inubic were 
to play the chief parts in his education. In health andjiygicnc, too, 
Lee’s views left their mark on the mind of the boy *. He said that 
people should sleep with their \wndows open. The daring of this 
appealed to me ; and I have done so ever since. He arc brown brc.ad 
instead of white: a starthng cccenmaty. He had no faith in 
doctors, and when my mother had a serious illness took her case in 
hand unhesitatmgly and at the end of a week or so gave my trcni- 
bhng father leave to call in a leading Dublin doctor, who simply 
said, ‘ My work is done,’ and took Ins hat.” On the other hand the 
youngsters did not care for him personally : “'When my mother 
introduced him to me, he played with me for the first and last tunc ; 
but as his nonon of play was to decorate my face vuth moustaches 
and whiskers m burnt cork in spite of the most furious resistance I 
could put up, our encounter was not a success; and the defensive 
attitude m which it left me lasted, though without the least bitter¬ 
ness, until tlie decay of his energies and the growth of mine put 
us on more than equal terms.” 



A DEVIL OF A CHILDHOOD!” 

|ABY Shaw was christened by a clerical urclc ; his godfather 
w^ too drunk to turn up at the ccrcmoti}', so the sexton was 
, 1 renounce the devil and all his works on the child’s 

behalf. Gomg hail for the future G.B.S. might be recrarded as 
about the nsbest midertaking in the history of the Established 
Church,-but one baby looks very much Uke another and the sexton 
never wavered Thennfant’s godmother shouldered her responsi- 
Mny m the same spmb After givmg him a Bible with a gilt clasp 

because Ins sex 

entitled lum to a heavieiN book just as it necessitated heavier boots 
he practically dropped h^acquamtance, only saw him about four 
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times in the next twenty years, and never once alluded to the affair 
at the font. 

He first became conscious of events in the outside world when 
in 1861 he noticed the black borders of the newspaper columns 
annomicmg the death of die Prince Consort. Later he was impressed 
by the headlines deahng with the American Civil War, die Yclverton 
-divorce case and the court-martial on Captain Robertson. He had 
the usual cluldish conception of the umverse : “ I thought of the 
earth as being an immense groimd floor with a star-studded ceding 
which was the floor of heaven, and a basement wliich was hell.” 
But scepticism was quickly stirred in Inm. Havmg been told tliat 
a parricularly nasty medicine was deheious, he never thereafter 
allowed himself to be persuaded that he was enjoymg liimself when 
the evidence of Ins senses proved the contrary. And he objected to 
nursery language : “ Certain persons used to adapt themselves to 
my childishness by patting me on the head and talkmg m what they 
thought a cliddish way to me ; and I remember how I resented the 
personal liberty and despised the unbecoming and oSensive iinpos-, 
turc. They all made the same mistake. Instead of bemg natural, in 
wliich condition they would have been quite childish enough to 
put me at my ease, they affected imbecility—a very different tiling 
to childislniess, and open to instant detection by any sane infant,” 

Young Shaw’s religious training was eitlier uncomfortable or 
sketchy. In the pre-Lee days his father read family prayers; and 
for a few years the tliree children attended a Sunday school in order 
to learn texts, and went to church in order to fidget. At a later 
date he thought of that church as tlie house of Satan : " In my 
small boyhood I was a victim of the mhuman and absurd custom 
of compelling young cliildreii to sit out morning service every 
Sunday. To sit motionless and speechless in your best suit in a 
dark stufty church on a morning that is fine outside the budding, 
with your young limbs aclimg with unnatural quiet, your restless 
imagination tired of speculatmg about tire same grown-up people 
Ml the same pews every Sunday, your conscience heavy with the 
illusion that you are the oidy reprobate present sufficiently wicked 
-to long for the benediction,/and to wish tliat they would sing 
something out of an opera instead of Jackson in F, not to mention 
hating die clergyman as a sanctimonious bore, and dreading the 
sexton as a man hkely to turn bad boys out and possibly to Imow 
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them at sight by ofFiaal inspiration : all this is enough to lead any 
sensitive youth to resolve that when he grows up and can do as he 
likes, the first use he will make of his liberty will be to stay away 

from church.” • i, u 

Tliis weekly penance preyed upon his mmd and one night he 

dreamt that he was dead and about to meet liis Maker ; The pic¬ 
ture of Heaven which the efforts of the then Established Church of 
Ireland had conveyed to my childish imagmation, was a waiting- , 
room with walls of pale sky-coloured tabbinet, and a pew-hke 
bench running all round, except at one comer, where there was a 
door. I was, somehow, aware that God was m the next room, 
accessible through the door. I was seated on the bench with my 
anldes ughtly mterlaced to prevent my legs dangling, behaving 
myself v/ith all my might before the grown-up people, who all 
belonged to the Sunday congregation, and were either sitting on the 
bench as if at church or else moving solemnly in and out as if there 
were a dead person in the house. A grimly-handsome lady, who 
usually sat in a comer seat near me in church, and whom I believed 


to be thoroughly conversant with the arrangements of the Almighty, 
was to mtroduce me presently into the next room—a moment 
vdiich I was supposed to await with joy and enthusiasm. Really, 
of course, my heart sank like lead withm me at the thought; for I 
felt that my feeble affectation of piety could not impose on Omni- 
sacncc, and that one glance of that all-searching eye would 
discover that I had been allowed to come to Heaven by mistake. 
Unfortunately for the interests of tins narrative, I awoke, or wan¬ 
dered off into another dream, before the critical moment arnved.” 

The boredom he had endured in church was never forgotteirand 
twenty years after he had been forced to sit through a service he 
made a suggestion for relievmg the tedium of rehgious observances: 
“ If some enterprising clergyman with a cure of souls in the slums 
were to hoist a board over his church door with die inscription. 
Here men and women after working hours may dance without 
getting drunk on Fridays; hear good music on Saturdays; pray on 
Sundays; discuss pubhc affairs without molestation from the 
police on Mondays ; have the building for any honest purpose diev 
ptec-tl«mcals. if dcsirca-on Tuesdays; brmg the didteu for 

for a tC™? Wednesdays; and volunteer 

a thorough scmbbmg down of the place on Thursdays ’—well 
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-it would be all very shocking, no doubt"f but after all, it would not 
interfere with the Bishop of London s salary.” He did not extend 
this licence to cathedrals, which he valued as places where, for most 
of the time, persons of all rehgions or of no religion could “ make 
their souls ” in silence, undisturbed by any sectarian performance. 

Both in church and at Sunday school he was taught to beKeve 
that God was a Protestant and a gentleman and that all Roman 
Catholics went to hell'when they died, neither of wliich behefe 

.^placed the Almighty in a very favourable light. At home his reli¬ 
gious instruction was left to the nurse, “ who used to tell me that 
if I were not good, by which she meant that if I did not beliave with 
a single eye to her personal convenience, the cock would come down 
the chimney. . . . This event seemed to me so apocalyptic that I 
never dared to provoke it nor even to ask myself in what way I 
should be the worse for it.” Certain doctrines aroused his immediate, 
antagonism. For example, he was told that the dog and die parrot 
were not creatures hke lumself but were brutal while he was reason¬ 
able. Bemg on intimate terms with both of them he rejected the 
distinction. His father was not senously concerned over such 
matters and allowed him to be present at religious discussions when 
incidents in the New Testament were subj'ected to what might be 
called the Lower Criricism. On one occasion the raising of Lazarus 
was desenbed by the boy’s maternal uncle as a clever ruse on the 
part of Jesus, who had arranged with Lazarus to sham dcadi and 
then come,to life at the nght moment. This view of the incident, 
appealed to the youngster’s sense of humour Rchgion could be 
treated hghdy by the elder Shaw, but not respectability, for when 
he found his son playing in die street with a schoolfellow whose 
father sold nails in a shop, he gravely warned liim that it was un¬ 
dignified and indeed dishonourable ” to associate with persons 
engaged in retail trade.” 

In view of die fadier’s comparative indifference to religion, of 
the mother’s steadfast determination to spare her children the pious 
horrors of her own upbringing, and of the boredom inflicted on a 
sensitive youth by the services m a Protestant church, it is remark- 
'able that the boy Shaw should have voluntarily embiaccd the 
rehgious formality of pnvate prayer. But it was the only outlet 
for his bidding hterary genius : " I cannot recall die words of die 
final form I adopted ; but I remember that it was in three move- 
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mcnts, like e sonata, ana in the best Cbutdi of Irdana stj-fc. It 
ended with the Lord’s Prayer ; and I repeated it every night m bed. 

I had been warned by my nurse that warm prayers were no use, ■ 

that only by kneehng by my bedside m the cold could I hope tor a 
hearing ; but I criticised tliis admonition unfavourably on various 
grounds, the real one being my preference for warmth and comtort. 

I did not disparage my nurse’s authority in these matters because 
she was a Roman Catholic : I even tolerated her practice of spnnk- 
hng me with holy water occasionally. But her ascctiasm did not 
fit the essentially artistic and luxurious character of my devotional 
exploits. Besides, the penalty did not apply to my prayer ; for it 
was not a petition. I had too much sense to risk my faith by beggmg 
for thmgs I knew very well I should not get; so I did not care 
whether my prayers were answered or not: they were a literar}’’ 
performance for the entertamment and propitiation of the 
Almighty ; and though I should not have dreamt of daring to say 
that if He did not hkc them He nught lump them (ijcrhaps 1 was 
too confident of their quality to apprebend such a rebuif), I ccr- 
tamly behaved as if my comfort were an indispensable condition 
of tnc performance taking place at all. The Lord’s Prayer I used 
once or twice as a protective spell. Thunderstorms are much less 
common in Ireland than in England ; and the first two 1 remember 
fnghtened me horribly. During the second I bediought me of the 
Lord’s Prayer, and steadied myself by repeating it.” 

His secular educauon was equally senseless and quite as useless. 

It began with a governess. “ She puzzled me with her attempts to 
teach me to read ; for I can remember no time at which a.page of 
print was not intelhgible to me, and can only suppose that I was 
bom htcratc ^ She tried to give me and my two sisters a taste for 
poetry by reciting ‘ Stop ; for thy tread is on an empire’s dust ’ at 
us, and only succeeded, poor lady, in awakening our sense of deri¬ 
sive humour. She punished me by httle strokes with her fingers 
that would not have discomposed a fly, and even persuaded me that 
ought to cry and feel disgraced on such occasions,' She gave us 
judgment books and taught us to feel jubilant when after her 
deyrture we could rush to the kitchen ci7mg ‘ No marks to-day ’ 
tnt? if ^ ashamed when tins chum could not be substan- 

tcachJ. f f multiply, but could not 

ach me division, because she kept saying two into four, diree into 
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,, ' six, and’ so fortli without ever explaining what the word ‘ into ’ 
‘; .meant'in this connection. Tliis was'explained to me on my first 
' day at school; and I solemnly declare that it was the Only dung I 
‘ ever learnt at school.” After tlie governess he was taught for a while 
'y -by lns clerical uncle and “ to such purpose that when his lessons were 
ended by my bemg sent to school, I knew more Latin grammar than 
’ any other boy in die First Latui Junior, to which I was relegated. 

, After a few years in that estabhshment I had forgotten most of it.” 

' , - "“That estabhshment” was the Wesleyan Coimexioiiai School 
(now Wesley College) in Dublm, wliich he entered at the age of 
' iten and where he remained for a while, a complete failure as a 
schoolboy. “ Our-places in class were alphabetical and therefore 
immovable,” he told me. ** The master of the First Latin Junior 
.practised what we called ‘ going up ’ in my first days at school, 

; , with the result that, thanks to my derical uncle, I shot at once to 
' die top ; but this was my only experience of it. The advantage of 
. the alphabetical arrangement was that if I could 'snatch a look at 
the book before the dass began I could guess the part of the lesson 
^ ' at which the questions would arrive at the letter S and prepare 
. accordingly at the cost of reading a dozen Imes. I never did any 
/ prep ’ at home for die Wesleyan, being an incorrigibly lazy shirk 
^ ' at that age,,and a shameless liar in making ' excuses Most of 
, the boys belonged to the Church of Ireland, but as the Wesleyan 
' -teaching was not Roman Cathohe (the only distinction tliat counts 
in Irekmd) no parent worned about the different doctrinal tint. 
Shaw’s utterly undistinguished record m his class, except for first 
- places in “ Composition ” (childish essay-writing apparendy), was 
, explained by lum at a later date : “ I cannot learn anydiing that 
does not interest me. My memory is not indiscruninate : it rejects 
“ and selects'; and its selections are not academic. I have no competi¬ 
tive instinct; nor do I crave for prizes and distinctions : conse¬ 
quently T have no interest in competitive examinations: if I won, 
the disappomtment of my competitors would distress me instead 
■ of gratii^ong me : if Most, my self-esteem would suffer. Besides, I 
, have far too great a sense of my own importance to feel that it could 
be influenced by a degree or a gold medal or what not. There is 
only one sort of school that could have qualified me for academic 
success.; and that is the sort in wliich the teachers take care that the 
pupils shall be either memorismg their lessons continuously, with 
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all tKc desperate strenuousness that terror can inspire, or else crying 
^vith severe physical pain. I was never in a school where the teachers 
cared enough about me, or about their ostensible profession, or 
had time enough to take any such trouble ; so I learnt notlnng at 
school, not even what I could and would have learned if any attempt , 
had been made to interest me. I congratulate myself ’’ 

I am firmly persuaded that every unnatural activity of the bram is 
as misclucvous as any unnatural activity of the body, and that 
pressing people to learn things they do not want to know^ is as 
unwholesome and disastrous as feeding them on sawdust.” He 
further asserted diat even “ cxpencnce fails to teach where there 
is no desire to learn.” 

In after years he declared : ” I am very sorry ; but I camiot learn ' 
languages. I have tried hard, only to find that men of ordinary 
capacity can leam Sanscrit m less time than it takes me to buy a 
German dictionary.” Yet he was willing to admit that he would 
probably have picked up as mudi Latm as Fiench ” if Latin had not 
been made die excuse for my school imprisonment and degrada¬ 
tion,” the memory of wliich provoked an explosion from him when 
he was asked to allow a scene from Samt Joan to be published m a 
schoolbook: “ NO. I lay my eternal curse on whomsoever shall 
now or at any time hereafter make schoolbooks of my works and 
make me hated as Shakespeare is hated. My plays were not designed 
as instruments of torture. All the schools tliat lust after them get tins 
answer, and will never get any other from G. Bernard Shaw.” 

Mathematics also failed to allure him and remamed for him a 


mere concept: ” I never used a loganthm m my life, and roiddiiot^' 
undertake to extract the square root of four wuk U/bgiving.” 
"When I have to make an aridimetical calcula“'^n. T hivAo do it '* 
step by step widi pencil and paper, slowly, rdurinntiy, and with.' 
so litdc confidence m the result that I dare not act on it withoiic 
‘ proving ’ die sum by a further calcuJa'^fon mvolviiig more apher- 
“.You propound a complicateu aritimaetical problem : say 
the cubing of a number contaming four digets. Give me'a slate 
and half an hour’s nme, and I can produce a wrong answer.” " My 
own incapacity for numerical calculation is so marked that I reached ' 

5 ?? J a hemng 

-un a half fetched three halfpence. ® 
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' Even if he had wished to icam Latin and mathematics, a school 
was the last place in which to acquire knowledge because it was 
worse than a prison : “ In a prison, for instance, you are not forced 
to read books written by the warders and the governor (who of 
course would not be warders and governors if they could write 
readable books), and beaten or otherwise tormented if you cannot 
remember their utterly unmemorable contents. In the prison you 
are not forced to sit hstening to turnkeys discoursing without charm 
or interest on subjects tliat they don t understand and don’t care 
about, and are therefore incapable of making you understand or 
care about. In a prison they may torture your^body ; but they do 
not torture your brains ; and they protect you against violence and 
outrage from your fellow-prisoners. In a school you have none.of 
“ diese advantages.” 

The futility of treating boys as criminals and' expecting them 
’ to behave as Christians was shown when they were left to them¬ 
selves : ” I remember once, at school, the resident head master was 
brought down to earth by the sudden iUness of his wife. In the 
confusion that ensued it became necessary to leave one of the school¬ 
rooms without a master. I was in the class that occupied tliat, 
schoolroom. To have sent us home would have been to break the 
.fundamental bargain with our parents by which the school was" 
bound to keep us out of their way for hnf the day at all hazards. 
Therefore an appeal had to be made to our better feelings : that is, 
to our common huraamty, not to make a noise. But the head 
master had never admitted any common humanity with us. We, 
had been carefully broken in to regard him as a being quite aloof 
from'and above us; one not subject to error or suffering or death 
or illness or mortahty. Consequently sympathy was impossible; 

‘ and jf the unfortunate lady did not perish, it was because, as I now 
conifort myself ■ndth guessing, she was too much preoccupied with 
her own painS, and possibly making too much noise herself, to be 
conscious of the pandemonium downstairs.” Such scenes made him 
‘ sceptical as to the value of school disaplme, and when in after years 
^ he was asked to do something for the school in the village where he 
hved he hardly knew what to reply : “ As the school kept the chil¬ 
dren quiet'during my working hours, I did no t for the sake of my 
_own personal convenience want to blow it up with dynamite as I 
should like to blow up most schools. So I asked for guidance. 

* < 


i 
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‘ You ought to give a prize,’ said the lady. I asked if there was a 
prize for good conduct. As I expected, there wjis r for the 
best-behaved boy and anotlter for the best-behaved girl On rcfiec- 
tion I offered a handsome prize for the worst-behaved boy and girl 
on condition that a record should be kept of their subsequent careers 
and compared with the records of the bcst-bchavcd, in ordci to ascer¬ 
tain whether the school criterion of good conduct was valid out or 
school My offer was refused because it would not have had the 
effect of encouraging the children to give as little trouble as possible, 
which IS of course the real object of all conduct piizcs in schools.” 

He came to the conclusion that schools existed for the sake of 
die parents, who did not wish to be plagued with their children’s 
soaety yet were anxious to keep them out of mischief; for the 
sake of the masters, who had to earn their livings; and for the 
sake of the institutions themselves, because they made money out 
of the pupils. 

Shaw went to two or direc more schools after the Wesleyan 
Cormcxional, hut saw no reason to change lus opinion that “ those 
who have been taught most know least,” largely on account of the 
general assumption “ that any way of doing things chat is un¬ 
natural, laborious and painful is virtuous, and particularly good for 
dnldrcn.” He had however received considerable instruction in 
“ lying, dishonourable submission to tyranny, dirty srones, a 
blasphemous habit of treatmg love and marcmicy as obscene jokes, 
hopelessness, evasion, densiou, cowardice, and all the blackguard’s 
shifts by which the coward mtimidates other cowards.” And he 
summed up his days of pupilage m a pregnant phrase: “ Oh, a 
devil of a childhood ! ” 

Late in hfe he made one recantation. The Governess’s Bcnc- 

j I'^stitution sent him the usual appeal for a subscription. He 
suddenly realised the folly of his boast tliac he had been bom literate 
He was still quite posittvc that he had learned absolutely notlims 
at school, that school had only interrupted his real education and 
imprisoned him. But who, then, had taught him all that a child 
was capable of learning before he went to school ? Clearly his 
governess, Miss Caroline Hill, whom he had stupidly ridiculed. 

gave his bankers 

sideimf fho 1 too generous con- 

sicieimg the magnitude of his crime—to the G.B.L 
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B ut there were compensations for the misery of school. There 
were, for example. Ins relations, who provided him with 
Enough “ comic relief” to serialise in the class-room behind 
the master’s back and gain Ihm the reputation of a first-class liar. 
From these relations we may select two tmcles and read his 
descriptions of them. 

Uncle Walter, his mother’s brother, was a surgeon on board 
an Atlantic hner, and often stayed with the Shaws in the periods 
between nis sea-tnps. He “ had an extraordinary command of pic¬ 
turesque language, pardy derived by memory from the Bible and 
Prayer Book, and pardy natural. The conversation of the naviga¬ 
ting staffs and pursers of our ocean services was at that time 
(whatever it may be to-day) extremely Rabelaisian and profane. 
Mstaff himself could not liave held Ins own with my uncle in 
obscene anecdotes, unprintable limericks, and fantastic profamty ; 
and it mattered nothing to him whether liis audience consisted of 
his messmates on bqard ship or his schoolboy nephew: he per¬ 
formed before each with equal gusto. To do him justice, he was 
always an artist m liis obscenity and blasphemy, and dierefore never 
sank to the level of illiterate blackguardism. His efforts were con¬ 
trolled, deliberate, fastidiously chosen and worded. But they were 
all the more effective in destroying all my inculcated cMdish 
reverence for the verbiage of rehgion, for its legends and personi¬ 
fications and parables. In view of my subsequent work in the world 
it seems providential that I was dnven to the essentials of religion 
by the reduction of every factitious or fictitious element in it to 
the most irreverent absurdity.” 

Uncle William, his father’s brother, was not intentionally funny, 
but the bald facts of his life were sufficiently curious to make ms 
nephew admit: “ Though I can always make my extravaganzas 
appear credible, I cannot make the truth appear so.” Uncle William 
was a digmfied and amiable person: “ In early manhood he was not 
only an inveteiate smoker, but so insistent a toper that a man who 
made a bet that he would produce Barney Shaw sober, and knocked 
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: him W at six in the ** t',' Ae ■ 


blow. 
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aeidc. In this harmless and gentle pursuit he conmiucd, a blametos . 
old bachelor, for many years, and tlicn, to the amazement or Dublin, 
renounced the opliicleide and all its works, and married a lady or 
distinguished social position and great piety. She declined, natur- 
ally, to have anything to do witli us; and, as far as I know, treated 
the rest of the family m the same way. Anyhow, I never saw her, 
and only saw my uncle furtively by the roadside after his marriage, 
when he would make hopeless attempts to save me, in the pious 
sense of the word, not perhaps witliout some secret Shavian enjoy¬ 
ment of the irreverent pleasantries with which I scattered my patli 
to perdition. He was reputed to sit with a Bible on his knees, and 
an opera glass to his eyes, watching die ladies’ badiing place in 
Dalkey *, and my sister, who was a swimmer, confirmed diis gossip 
as far as the opera glass was concerned. ^ 

“ But tins was oidy the prelude to a very singular conclusion, or - 
rather catastrophe. The fantastic imagery of die Bible so gained 
on my uncle that he took off his boots, explaining that he expected 
to he taken up to heaven at any moment like Ehjah, and tliat he’; - 
felt that his boots would impede his celestial flight. He then went a 
step further, and hung his room with all the white fabrics he could 
lay hands on, alleging that he was the Holy Ghost. At last he 
became silent, and remained so to the end. His v/i'x. warned that 
his harmless fancies might change into dang^. , f-nes, had liim' 
removed to a private asylum m the north of Dubhn. My father^' 
thought that a musical appeal might prevail with iiim, and went in 
se^ch of the ophicleide. But it was nowhere to be found. He took- 
a flute to the asylum instead; for every Shaw of that generation 
.seemed able to play any wind instrument at sight. My uncle, still 
ODstinately mute, contemplated the flute for a while, and then, 

' played Home,Sw^t Home ’ on it. My Either had to be content- 
^ wth this small succ&s, as nothing more could he got out of his, - 
^ day or two later my uncle, impatient for heaven," 
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'.without the Sliavian originaKty. They had left him somehow' 
-within reach of a carpet bag. He put his head into it, and in a ^ 
strenuous effort to decapitate or strangle Inmself by closing it oh 
his neck, perished of heart failure. I should be glad to beheve 'that, 

, like Elijah, he got the heavenly reward he sought; for he was a 
'fine upstanding man and a gentle creature, nobody’s enemy but 
his own, as the saying is.” 

Comedy in one form or another seemed to be inseparable from 
the Shaw clan, the most famous member of which'has explained 
how he came to wnte a umque mterpretation of the funeral march . ’ 
■ - in Beethoven’s “ Eroica ” Symphony : “ I was born witfi an 
, unreasonably large stock of relations, who have increased and 
. multiplied ever smce. My aunts and uncles were legion,' and my 
cousins as the sands of the sea without number. Consequently, 

; ' even a low death-rate meant, in the course of mere natural decay, 
a tokrably steady supply of funerals for a by no means affectionate 
' but exceedingly clamush family to go to. Add to this that the town 
- we lived m, being divided in religious opinion, buned its dead in 
two ^ great cemeteries, each of winch was held by the opposite 
' faction to be the antechamber of perdmon, and by its own patrons 
, to be the gate of paradise. These two cemeteries lay a mile or two 
outside the town ; and this circumstance, insignificant as it appears, 
had a marked effect on the funerals, because a considerable portion 
^ of the journey to the tomb was made along country roads. Now 
the sorest bereavement does not cause men to forget wholly that 
time is money. Hence, though we used to proceed slowly and sadly 
enough thr'ough the streets or terraces at the early stages of our 
progress, when we got into the open a change came over the spirit 
in which the coachmen drove. Encouragmg words were addressed " 
to the horses; wlups were flicked ; a jerk all along the line warned 
us to shp our arms through the broad elbow-straps of the mourning- 
coaches, which were balanced on longitudmal poles by enormous 
and totally melastic springs; and then the funeral began in earnest. 
Many a clinking run have I had through that bit of country at the 
. heels of some deceased uncle who had himself many a time eiy oyed 
' the same sport. But in the immediate neighbourhood of tlie ceme¬ 
tery Ae houses recommenced ; and at that point our grief returned 
f upon us widi overwhelming force : we were able barely to crawl 
, along to the great iron gates where a demoniacal black pony was 
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8 sort of primitive gun-camagf a to convey,: 
our burden up the avenue to tlic mortuary chapel, looking as if* 
he miaht be expected at every step to snort fire, spread a pair oh. 
«ganac hat‘s \wngs, and vanish, coffin and all, m thunder 
Inmstonc. Such were die scenes which have disqualified me tor 
life from fcchng the march of the ‘Eroica ’ symphony as others do.’ 
Jt is that fatal episode where the oboe carries the march into me 
major key and the vholc composition brightens and steps out, so 
to speak, that rums me. The moment it be^ns, I instmctively look 
beside me for an elbow-strap ; and die voices of die orchestra pe 
lost in those of three men, all holdmg on tight as wc jolt and swing 
madly to and fro, the yoimgcst, a cousin, telling me a romantic- 
talc of an encounter with the Lord Lieutenant’s beauriful consort ^ 
in the hunting-field (an entirely imaginary incident); the eldest, 
tautick, my uthcr an intcrnimablc accoimt of an old ver^e ■ 
watdi which cost five shillings and kept perfect time for forty years 
subsequently ; and my father speculating as to how far the deceased 
cm short by his wife’s temper, how far by alcohol, and how 
far by ss'bat might be called natural causes. When die sudden and 
somewhat unprepared relapse of the movcnicnt mto the minor key 
takes place, dicn I imagine diat we have come to the houses again, 
I'inally 1 wake up completely, and realise that for the last page or 
two of die score I have not been listening critically to a note of the;, 
pctfotaunot, I do not defend my conduct, present or past: I • 
merely describe it so that my infirmiocs may be duly raHen into 
account in ss'cighing my aitical verdicts Boyhood tabs its ^ 
wlicm it finds it, without looking beneath die ; and,«since 

s^ety chose to dispose of ns dead wnli ' pagiearit out 

o* which fardcal incidents sprang nat . ’ mevh ably at every ’ 

turn, it is not to be wondered at l . ^^rak made me laugh 
whm I svas a Imy nearly as much is thq’ disgust me now that I 
sm oket.... 
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*T HOME Shaw’s growth was uiiimpg.ded by discipline : “We 
' /\ as children had to find our way in a household where there 
■, j[ neither hate nor love, fear nor reverence, but always 

' personality.” Unlike most boys he disliked games. For him 
' “ cricket, save in its humorous, brief, and only tolerable form of 
•tip and run, was a grosser bore than anything else ”,except football. 

' And he was adult enough not to gorge himself sick when he got 
the chance : “I remember stealing about four dozen apples from 
the.orcliard of a relative . . . and retinng to a loft with a con¬ 
federate to eat diem. But when I had eaten eighteen I found, though 
I was still in robust health, that it was better fim to pelt the hens 
•with the remaining apples than to contniue the banquet.” But he 
" possessed the normal boy’s curiosity. On being told that a cat 
always fell on its legs when dropped from a height, he tried the 
expenment from a window on the first floor with complete success. 
Though humane, he was mischievous when anything m the nature 
' of a harlequinade was feasible. One day, perceiving an inhabited 
, ' but unattended perambulator outside a house, he and another youth 
rushed it as fast as diey could run to the end of the street, where 
diey turned it at right angles so suddenly that the baby was shot 
into die middle of the street, when they fled in panic from the 
scene. They never heard what became of the baby, and they made 
no inquines. There were many more outbreaks of animal spirits,, 

' for when I asked iiim, “Were you often in hot water as a young- 
, ster ? ” he replied, “ 1 was always m hot water.”. 

Among Ins schoolmates he was chiefly notable as a romancer, 
for which Ins early love of literature was to some extent respon¬ 
sible. “ I have no recollection of bemg taught to read or write,” he 
. once declared. “ The whole vocabulary of English hterkure, fi:om 
• "'Shakespear to the latest edition of 3ie Encyclopaedia Britannica: but, 
excluding the articles in Nature: of winch I often do not understand 
, =• a smgle sentence, is so completely and instantaneously at my call 
! that I have never had to consult a thesaurus except once or twice 
■ , when for some reason I wanted a third or fourth synonym.” This 
'' extraordmary gift, wliich in Shakespeare has ’ led to the, quamt 
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assumpuon that his pkys must have been written by someone with 
a classical education, might have been divined by any one who had 
taken the trouble to notice what Shaw as a boy of five or six was 
r'eaduw. He dishiced all “ cluldren’s books,” such as Smss Family 
Rohimoii, winch he drought dull and dishonest. He liked Robinson 
Crusoe. He loved Pilgrttns Progress, which he read aloud to Ins 
fatlicr, who told him that “grievous” was not pronounced 
“ gnev-i-ous.” He was momentarily pleased with a book con¬ 
taining coloured plates of gorgeous and fantastic beedes, but found „ 
that the pictures quickly palled “ for die mind soon thirsted for a 
new idea.” He discovered The Arabian Nights in the country house 
of his mother’s aunt, and was so enthralled by the stories diat when 
lie awoke each morning and saw the stnps of sunshine between 
die window-shutters he jumped out of bed, threw them open-and 
read in bed until he W'as called When he mentioned his treasure 
to the aunt, who thought notliing of equipping Inm with spurs 
and mounting him on a frisky pony of which he was mortally 
afiaid, and which ran away wudi him finally, she “ hid it away frorTi 
me lest it should break my soul as the pony nught have broken my 
neck. Tliis way of produchig hardy bodies and timid souls is so 
coimnon in country'’ houses that you may spend hours in them 
listening to stories of broken collar-bones, broken backs, and broken 
necks, without commg upon a suigle spiritual adventure or daring 
thought.” But the aunt reckoned without her nephew,, who was 
intent on spmtual adventures. He fomid the volume, which she 
h.id hidden perfunctorily m the clodies-press, and kept it henceforth 
safe beneath the mattress of his bed. 


^ At an age wdien most children arc just mastering their alphabet, 
this one w as deep in bound volumes of All the Year-Round, in winch 
he discovered A Day’s Ride by Charles Lever, findmg in the hero’s 
unsuccessful encounters with the facts of life, a poignant quality 
that ron^tic fiction lacked.” He grappled with Dickens’s Great 
Fxpectations at about the same period and gained his first knowledge 
of tlic French Revolution from A Tale of,Two Cities. “I also 
struggled with Little Dorrit at tins time. I say ‘ struggled ’ ; for die 
hoo.NS oppressed my imagmation most fearfuUy, so real were they 
^35 Jiot until I became a c>mical blase person of twelve or 
Amrai tlut I rad mwkk, Bkak Home, and the intervening 
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' , He first caine across Shakespeare in Cassell’s montUy parts 

' illustrated by Selous, under whose plates were printed scraps of the 
, text. Later he iead_“tlie longer hits left out” and gained Ins; 
' knowledge of EngUsh history from Shakespeare as he had learned. 

^ French loistory from Dumas: “ I was satuiated with the Bible 
and with Shakespear before I was ten years old. . . . Stung by die 
..airs of a schoolfellow who alleged diat he had read Locke On the 
Human Understanding, I attempted to read the Bible straight dirough, 
and actually got to the Pauline Epistles before I broke down in dis¬ 
gust at what seemed to me their inveterate crookedness of mind.” 
Incidentally his altogether misuspected knowledge of the Bible thus 
acquired enabled him to make such a promising beginning at a 
Scripture examination in school that the master told him that he 
could win second place if he would work for it. His reply was that - 
second place would let every one know that there was one boy who 
knew more than himself. He came out as an Also Ran. 

The depth and diversity of liis reading quickened his imagina¬ 
tion. He began to create a world of Ins own which was full of 
fantastic and burlesque happenings. He w'as the hero of every 
incident, fighting duels, conducting battles against kmgs and coh- 
querhig them, making love to their queens and wimiing them. He 
was all-powerful and always victonous, supreme in war, irresistible 
in love. There were no relations, no friends in liis dreams; he 
-stood alone, a foundling, a superman. In the world of reahty he 
was excessively sensitive, diffident and shy, quickly reduced to tears 
and wretchedly timid, but extraordinarily impudent. “ The impu¬ 
dence was quite genume and unconscious,” he said to me. “T 
suppose I was born free from many of the venerations and inliibi- 
tions which restrain the tongues of most small boys.” The contrast 
between lus imagmed existence and Ins actual lot was pamful, and 
he tried to hide ms want of courage with braggadocio. Sometimes 
his attempts were successful, at other times he failed miserably. “ I 
yvill strike you dead at my feet! ” he tlircatened a boy who had 
called his bluff. The boy remained calm, and the boaster fled in 
dismay. Such mortifications were dreadful and the victim remem¬ 
bered them' nearly forty years later when he spoke tlirough 
the mouth of one of his characters, Jolui Tanner: ” A sensitive 
boy’s humiliations may be very good fun for ordinary thick- 
skinned grown-ups; but to the boy himself they are so acute, 
B.S, ' 'B 
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Sliaws, gave'them humorous versions of episodes m the Iliad and 
the Odyssey^ and invented an extraordinary character named Lohjoit 
(a sort of “ i^s.' ’Arns ”) whose adventures kept them in fits of 
laughter and probably lowered the standard of education at the 
Wesleyan Connexion^ throughout the period of his fanaed bemg. 


THE TESTAMENT OF ART 

“ TTT IS surely a better cducauon for a boy to know Beethoven s 
. I sonatas well enough to whistle them than to know the Odes 
Xof Horace well enough to reate them,” remarked Shaw. I 
agreed, adding quiedy, “ Or the works of Khrl Marx well enough 
to quote them ” 

The musical activities of his family were the most important 
part of Shaw’s education. His mother’s partnership with Lee had a 
tremendous effect on his life. Operas, concerts and oratorios were 
constandy bemg rehearsed at home and before he was fifteen he 
knew by heart many works by the great masters, from Handel and 
Beethoven to Vefdi and Gounod, and could whisde them from 
begmmng to end or smg them in a language that would have been 
mistaken for Italian by an Irishman, for Irish hy an Italian. Above 
all he loved Mozart, whose opera Don Giovanni taught him how 
to ,wnte senously without being dull: " In my small-boyhood I 
by good luck had an opportumty of learning the Don thoroughly, 
and if it were only for the sense of the value of fine workmanship 
which I gained from it, I should still esteem .that lesSon the most 
important part of my education. Indeed, it educated me artistically 
in all, sorts of ways, and disquahfied me only in one—that of 
criticising Mozart fairly.” 

It was through music that he became sceptical concerning die 
teachmgs of the Estabhshed Church and the religion of gentihty 
inculcated by his father • “ My first childish doubt as to whether 
God could really be a .good Protestant was suggested by my 
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observation of tlie acplorablc fact that the best voices available 
combination with my mother’s in the works of the great composes ./j 
had been unaccountably vouchsafed to Roman Catliolics. Evei^^r- 
the divine gentility was presently called in question, for some of c 
these vocalists were undemably connected wiui retail trade. ^. » • If ^ 
religion is tliat which binds men to one another, and irrcligiott mat j 
winch sunders, then must I testify that I found the religion ofitiyj’ 
country in its musical genius and its irreligion in its churches, and 
drawing-rooms.” 

Though Shaw’s musical culture was derived entirely from thef- 
serious activities of Iiis modicr and Lee, his father's family, though 
comparatively illiterate musically, had a strong turn that way.. * 
Every sort of instrument was played by uncles, aunts and cousins.'^’ 
“My father destroyed his domestic peace by immoderate indut-T'; 
gence in the trombone,” though it is reasonable to infer diat his ’ 
good health was due to it: “ The chief objection to playing wind-'" 
instruments is that it prolongs tlic life of the player beyond all ^ 
reasonable limits. If you want to become phthisis-proor, drink- < 
proof, cholera-proof, and, m short, immortal, play the trombone' 
well and play it constantly,” Apparently Shaw senior, not content', 
with destroying his domestic peace, carried tlic matter fiirthcr, forj 
when bs son became a critic of music he treated liis readers to a-: 
reminiscence : “ My own father, armed with a trombone, and in ’ 
company with some two dozen others of ascertained gentility, used' 
to assemble on summer evenings on a riverside promenade oni-the. 
outsMrts of my native town, and entertam their fcllov'-citizcns witli 
, public-spirited mbstrelsy. In fact, my fatlicr not odly played his* 
trombone part, but actually composed it ^ "'c werit along, being' 
an mdifferent reader-at-sight, but an ' ^ c.t at wliat used to be 
as vampmg.’ What my fai- son might have said.hai 
he been compelled to criticise these performances in liis prcscrit 
capacity is a point upon wHch I shall pursue no imfilial specula- 
- tion. suffice it that such music must nave been hifinitcly betmir. 
and more hopeful than no music at all.” 

_ The member of a household 

' nothing else of 4ny importance, 

^ ^8® when most 

/I did not then blow whattan 
' good'deal of opera music. I hat 


where music was all-important and' 
young Shaw was natuiMy taken to* 
boyj go to liieir first pantomime ^' 
opera was, though I could wMsdcn' 
1 seen m my mother's album photo- 
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graphs of all the great opera singers, mostly in evening dress. In 
the theatre I found myself before a gilded balcony filled with persons 
-in evening dress whom I took to be tlie opera singers. I picked out 
’ one massive dark lady as Alboni, and wondered how soon she would 
stand up and sing. I was puzzled by the fact that I was made to sit 
with my back to the singers, instead of facing them. When the 
curtam went up, my astonishment and delight were unbounded.” 

After that he went opera-mad ; not even the pirates and lugh- 
waymen in fiction were so fascmating as the leaduig tenors and 
sopranos on the stage ; and he explored a new and more wonderful - 
world of fable and adventure. Some years later, after he had bought 
a vocal score of Loheugrin, compared with which the operas of 
Donizetti seemed commonplace, liis romantic illusion was shattered 
by a peep behind the scenes : “ My earliest reminiscence of an 
eminent operatic artist off the stage dates from a certain perform¬ 
ance of Lucrczia Borgia, at wliich I, then in my teens, managed to 
'^get behmd the scenes. The tenor was a fine young man from the 
sunny South, who was going to be tlie successor of Mario. At that 
time everybody was going to succeed Mario. The particular child 
of Nature in question made a deep impression on me as he went on 
to sing the interpolated aria Deserto sulla terra between the last two 
-acts. As he passed me he cleared his throat demonstratively, and m 
the most natural and spontaneous way imaginable spat right into 
the midst of a group of women who were seated cliattenng just 
beliind the proscenium. Immediately the question presented itself, 
Can a man look like Lohengrin, sing like Lohe'ngrui, feel like Lohen- 
grm,* raise the Donizetti-ridden stage to the level of Lohengrin, 
before he has himself reached the phase of having misgivings as to 
the considerateness of promiscuous expectoration? . . . Anyhow I 
made up my mmd that no demand for a more serious view of the 
'lyric stage would come-from the Itahan tenors.” ' 

Before that disillusion he had also been captivated by the theatre, 
where he saw on Ins first visit a couple of farces, a tliree-act play by 
iTom Taylor, and a complete Clinstmas pantomime, then an 
ordmary evening’s programme winch must have trained the play¬ 
goers of that day to sit tlirough anythmg, from a Wagner opera to 
. a revivalist meetmg, with cheerful complacence ; though we must 
remember that long waits in -pit queues were not in fashion, tlie 
audience obtaining entrance to the theatre in a scrimmage : “ In 
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my barbarous youth, when one of the pleasures of theatrc-gomg£| 
was the fierce struggle at die pit-door, I learnt a lesson whicli I hA’ye),^, 
never forgotten: namely, that the secret of getting m was to wedge^ 
myself mto the worst of the crush. When nbs and bre^tbonc 
on die verge of collapse, and the stout lady in front, after pa^ion^i-j 
ateiy calhng on her escort to take her out of it if he considered ^ 
himself a man, had resigned herself to death, my hopes of a piaoi 
the front row ran bgh. If the pressure slackened I knew I was being ^ 
extruded mto the side eddies where the feeble and half-hearted were a1 
throwing away their chance of a good scat for such paltry ^indul-,'j 
genccs as freedom to breathe and a fully expanded skeleton." , i,' 
The greatest actor of those days was Barry Sulhvan, whosO^ 
fascination, grace and force made a deep impression on Shaw J ,‘i 
“ His stage fights in Richard HI and Macbeth appealed irresistibly 
to a boy spectator like myself: I remember one dehghtful evening £‘ 
when tsvo inches of Macbeth’s sword, a special fighting sword f- 
earned m that scene only, broke off and whizzed over tlic heads 
the cowering pit (tliere were no stalls then) to bury itself deep hi^ 
the front or the dress circle after giving those who sat near its>^: 
trajectory more of a thrill than they had bargamed for. Barry 
Sulhvan was a tall powerful man with a cultivated resonant voice. 
his stage walk was the perfection of grace and dignity; and hisir- 
lightning swifmcss of action, as when m the List scene of Hamld% 
he shot up the stage and stabbed the king four times before yoti* 
could wink, all provided a physical exliibition which attracted** 
audiences quite mdependendy of the play.” He was a tf'uring “star’r ^ 
but as a rule he only toured Inmself and had to make the best of the-i 
local stock company for all the other parts m the plavs. Shaw’s^' 
critical faculties must have been highly developed even as a boy^ 
because a local Ophelia reduced him to o jch paroxvsms of lauchtef' '' 
tkt he ” narrowly escaped ejection from the thc^e,” and he wdsi 
able to tell when Sulhvan’s actmg was below par, ' 

Sulhvan was the last of a famous school or iuperhuman actorsj* ’ 
ana Shaw became conscious of a new histrionic epoch when ‘thb ■ 
^„Undon production of Albery’s Two Roses visited Dublin, Thb- 
;^;suc^ss of this play^was due to an actor whose performance.w^l 
.tot^yunhkeanytog seen before. He had a tail thin figure; his« 

; .yet there was a weird.dignity. about him. aSd he.w5c 
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different from the others; he was “ modem.” Shaw felt instinc- 
" tivciy that a new drama inliered in this man, though I had then 
no conscious notion that I was destined to write it ” ; and the fact 
that “ tins man ” never saw himself in the new drama was respon¬ 
sible for Shaw’s later attacks on him. His name was Henr)' Imng. 

The bare suggestion that he was going to be a writer, still less a 
playwright, would have been laughed at by tlie youthful Shaw. It 
never dawned on one who had not even been conscious of learning 
tlie alphabet that writing was an attainment, or that the gift of 
dramatising hfe was in any way exceptional. Writing and telhng 
stones were as natural to Inm as breathmg. He no more wished to 
write than a duck to swim, for ” you camiot want a thmg and have 
, it too.” Following the normal desire of a boy to be a pirate, a 
highwayman and an engine-driver, he longed to play wicked bari¬ 
tones in operas ; which phase was followed by his highest ambition • 
to be another Michael Angelo. He never missed an opportunity of 
looking at the pictures in me National Gallery of Ireland, where he 
often found lumself alone witli the officials. “ It was by prowling 
in tills gallery that I leamt to recognise the work of the old masters 
at sight.” He occasionally bought but mostly borrowed books 
about pamting and spent hours studying reproductions of the great 
Itahan and Flemish pamters, more profitable hours than those spent 
in Dublin’s two cathedrals, restored out of the profits of the drink 
trade. He went through the routine of free-hand drawing, practical 
geometry, and perspective at the official School of Design subsidised 
by South Kensington ; but the instruction there failed to do more 
^than convince liim that he was a hopeless failure “on no better 
grounds than that I found I could not draw like Michael Angelo 
or paint like Titian at the first attempt without knowing how.” 

Although Shaw% unlike most people, was more impressed by 
the fine eighteenth-century buildings than by die diit and drabness 
ofDublm, he did not care for the city, and the happiest day of his 
life was that on which his mother told him diat they \vcrc going to 
live at Dalkey. He had been there already on an excursion, had 
clambered “ dl over Kilhncy hill looking at the endless pictures 
nature painted for me,” but from his tenth to his fifteenth year the 
family spent the summer months there. He was keenly susceptible 
to natural beauty and die Dalkey scenery tvas a revelation to him. 

There is not two penn’orth of Alpine mountain or tree in that 
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landscaoe, but I have never seen more beautiful skies, even in 
Venice ; and I always look at the sky.” He felt that the glories 
unfolded to him m every direction were his persona possession 
for ever, like the books he had lead, the mysic he had heard, the 
pictures he had seen; and thus was his voluntary education 
completed. 


GROWTH 

T he contrast between the freedom of Dalkey and the 
rcstncaon of Dublin, between the airy commons and the 
fetid slums, provided the later Shaw with one of his pictur¬ 
esque proposals for the improvement of the human race : “ Of the 
many wild absurdities of our existing social order perhaps the most 
grotesque is the costly and striedy enforced rcsen'ation of large 
tracts of country as deer forests and breeding grounds for pheasants 
wlnlst there is so little provision of the kind made for children. I 
have more than once thought of trying to introduce the shooting 
of children as a sport, as the cliildren would then be preserved very 
carefully for ten months m the year, diereby reducing tk.eir death 
rate far more than the fusillades of the sportiJinen during the other 
two would raise it. At present the kill-'Uj, , .f a fox except by a 
’ pack of foxhounds is regarded with horio'*; but you may and do 
kill cluldren in a hundred and fifty ways provided you do not shoot 
them or set a pack of dogs on them, ft must he admitted that the 
foxes have the best of it; and indeed a glance at our pheasants, our 
deci, and our children will convince the most sceptical that the 
children have decidedly the worst of it ” 

It happened that the man who wrote that passage first became 
conscious of Ins nature when W'andering through the furze bushes 
iic^ Ills Dalkey home. Before that moment of self-realisation he 
had been a healthily destructive lad, playing “ the boy buccaneer 
witli no more conscience than a fox in a poultry farm.” In Man and 
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Superman there is a scene m which Ann accuses Tanner of having 
done a lot of damage m his youth : “ You ruined all the young fir 
trees by chopping off their leaders , with a wooden sword. You 
broke all the cucumber frames with your^ catapult. You set fire to 
the common ; die police arrested Tavy for it because he ran away 
when he couldn’t stop you.” Tanner answered: “ These were 
batdes, bombardments, stratagems to save our scalps from the red » 
Indians.” The episode of settmg fire to the common struck me as 
' probably autobiographical, so I asked Shaw for det ail s. He replied ; 

' “At the age of i2^or thereabouts I was widi two other boys on ‘ 
the seaside slope of Torca Ehll, Dalkey, when the question arose 
whether it womd not be a lark to set the gorse on fire. Boy number ,, 

3 remonstrated strongly, but, being miable to prevail, bolted down 
die hill to the road, where he was arrested by the police, who saw 
a terrific conflagration raging and a boy rumung away. It is die 

- innocent who suffer. I and boy number 2, appalled by the burst of 
flame which sprang from our match, bolted up the hill (we both ' 
lived lugher up), where I learnt presendy that number 3 was m 
custody. 

“ It was outside my code of honour to let another bear the 
burden-of my guilt; so I put on my best jacket and called on the 
landlord of die hill, Mr. Hercules Macdonell, who received me on 
the terrace of his villa with a gravity equal to my own. I orated on 
the thoughdessness of youth with an eloquence beyond my years, 
and finally received a letter to the police inspector to say that the 
matter could be let drop. I duly delivered diis, and found that 
number 3 had been released. The fire had meanwhile been extin¬ 
guished by die neighbours’ gardeners. ' ‘ 

“ I have no doubt that my fondness for long words and my 
budding hterary gift stood me in goo'd stead with Hercules’s sense 
of humour.” 

This was Shaw’s first speech. Had he explained to Hercules that 
the blazing lullside was due to die curiosity of G.B.S. radier thaii 
the thoughdessness of youdi he would have been nearer the mark. 
Not a few of his letters and articles in the press were written pardy 

- with a desire to make the sparks fly, and nothing could quench his 
thirst for knowledge : “ I have always despised Adam because he 
had to be tempted by the woman, as she was by the serpent, before 
he could be induced to pluck the apple firom the tree of knowledge. 


^ bernarbshaw 

I should have swallowed every apple on the tree the moment the 

owner’s hack was turned.” , • 

Self-knowledge came to him suddenly, out or the dark, not long 
after his interview with Hercules Macdonell: One evening, as I 
was wandermg through tlie furze bushes on Torca Hill m the dusk, 

I suddenly asked myself why I went on repeatmg my prayer every 
mght when, as I put it, I did not beheve m it Being thus brought 
to book by my intellectual conscience I felt obliged in common 
honesty to refrain from superstitious practices; and that mght, for 
the first time smee I could speak, I did not say my prayers. I missed- 
them so much that I asked myself another question Why am I so 
uncomfortable about it? Can this be conscience ? But next night 
die discomfort wore ofi* so much that I hardly noticed it, and the 
mght after I had forgotten all about my prayers as completely as if 
I had been bom a heathen ” Having no longer Ins prayers to fall 
back on, having to stand on his own feet, he started thmkmg things 
out for himself: “I began to have scruples, to feel obhgadons, to 
find that veracity and honour were no longer goody-goody expres¬ 
sions in the moutlis of gro%vn-up people, but compelling prmciples 
m myself. . . .,,The change that came to me was the birth in me 
of moral passion ; and I declare that accordmg to my experience 
moral passion is the only real passion. ... All die other passions, 
were in me before ; but they were idle and aimless—mere childish 
greedmesses and cruelties, cunosities and fancies, habits and super- 
sndons, grotesque and ridiculous to the mature mtelhgence. When' 
they suddenly began to sinne hke newly lit flames it was by no 
light of then own, but by die radiance of the dawning moral 
passion. That passion dignified them, gave them conscience and 
meaning, found them a mob of appetites and organised diem into 
an army of purposes and prmaples. My soul was, bom of that 
passion.” 

^<^fof^3^don seemed to be in die air just then because Shaw’s 
his teetotalism from theory to practice when a 
mild fit, which felled him on our doorstep one Sunday afternoon, 
convuiced him that he must stop drmking or perish.” He stopped 
drinking and remained sober for the rest of Ins hfe. But drunk or 
sober he could not evoke die sympathy of his wife, who broke up 
the horne m 1872 and went to London, whither Lee had aheadv 
repaired m the belief that his musical gifts would gam him a repu- 
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tadon and a fortune. Mrs. Shaw, anxious to earn a living as a 
"teacher of singing, took her daughters with her. One of them died 
of consumption at Venmor shortly after leaving Ireland : she “ had 
hair of a flaming red seen only m the Scottish Highlands.” The 
otlier, a brunette, was a promising singer, and the family hoped 
that with Lee’s'assistance she would become a prima donna. 
G.B.S. and liis father settled in lodgings at 6i Harcourt Street, 
Dublin. 


“LIFE IS REAL” 

T he family had been getting poorer and poorer while the 
head of it had been fighting a losing battle in a decaying 
business, and when G.B.S. was about diirteen an effort was 
made to turn him into a source of income. A fnend of the family 
got him an introduction to Messrs. Scott, Spain & Rooney, a firm 
of cloth merchants. The lad would have preferred to interview 
Spain, whose'name was more romantic, but he was ushered into 
'the presence of Scott, who looked him over briefly and would have 
engaged him but for the arrival of Rooney, a much older man, who 
catechised him and decided that he was too young for the job. He 
never,ceased to be grateful to Rooney. 

' But the family did not appreaate Rooney’s sympathy with 
youth and a year or two later, through the influence of an uncle, 
the boy became a clerk in a first-class and mtensely snobbish firm 
of land agents at i8s. a month, thus committing what he afterwards 
described as “ that sin against my nature,” the attempt “ to earn 
an honest hving.” It was an excellent start for any one who wished 
to become a land agent, which in those days was a remunerative 
profession in Ireland, but it. was a poor start for one who wished ' 
to b&ome a wicked bantone, and whenever the principals were 
absent from the office Shaw taught operatic selections to the young 
gendemeh who had paid premiums for learning something else. 
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One day an apprentice was doing full justice to his tuition whert^ 
Uniacke Townshend, the senior partner of die firm, walked mA 
Instantly all the juniors became absorbed in their books except the^ 
vocalist, who was carried too far away by his song to notice me'= 
sudden abstraction of his audience. Townshend nearly had^ 4 j 
seizure, hastily sought refuge in his office, and remained there ton; 
some ume pantmg. Even after Iris recovery he could not bringj 
himself to comment on the scene, wliich he probably tliought Iie'J 

had imagmed. t • i i ' 

Young Shaw was still more troublesome on a less celestial plane,' 

and Townshend, getnng wmd of liis atheistical opinions, ordered 
him not to discuss rehgion during office hours. Townshend cannot 
be blamed for refusing to convert his land agency into a dehatm'g 
society, hut the effect of his order on a naturally communicatWe ^ 
youngster was repressive: Shaw simmered inwardly for a constdpf 4 |; 
able period and at length spouted coram populo. The immediate 
cause of liis first appearance in print was the visit to Dublin of theC 4 
evangebcal revivahst firm of Moody and Sankey, die first of whom, . 
preached, the second sang. Shaw went to tlieir performance, and'?^ 
wrote a letter printed in Public Opinion on April 3rd, 1875, 
which he attributed the success of the undertakmg, not to,a,Y: 
revival of religion, but to pubheity, curiosity, novelty and excite-?]* 
ment. The effect of the revival on individuals, he asserted, hadf^ 
“a tendency to make them highly objectionable members df': 
society.” 

This was not by any means Sliaw’s first literary' composition I'i 
before he was ten he had wntten a short story about a man with^f 
a gun attackuig anotlier man, presi'aiably widiout a gun, in 
Glen of the Downs; on severed occasions he had sent reams of 
manuscript, expository or imaginativ?, to various journals,;' arid; 
throughout his business career he kept up a brisk correspondence of,' 
a highly romantic order with an old sclxool friend named Edward" 
^ M^ulty. But Moody and Sankey were responsible for liis first' 

. pwhc appearance as a laTiter ; and because he was bom with the!^ 
- gift of htcr^ self-expression and so took it for granted, he cxpen 4 ;i 
enced no thnU in seeing his printed words. “It was no morl^^ 
’''"Shi my mouth,” he said. Music 

h'throUgKj 




when his mother sold the household furniture and departed for 
London she left tlie family piano behind. “ I suddenly found myself 
in a house where there was no music and could be none imlcss I 
\ made it myself.” So he began to teach himself how to play the 
piano, not witli flve-jBngcr exerases but witli the overture to Don 
Giovanni, “ thinking rightly tliat I had better start with something 
I knew well enough to hear whether my fingers were on the right 
notes or not. There were plenty of vo^ scores of operas and 
oratorios in our lodging ; and although I never acquired any 
techmcal skill as a pianist, and caimot to this day play a scale witli 
any certainty of not foozhng it, I acquired what I wanted ; the 
power to take a vocal score and learn its contents as if I had heard 
it rehearsed by my mother and her colleagues. ... I bought more 
. scores, among them one of Lohengrin^ through which I made the 
revolutionary discovery of Wagner. I bought arrangements of 
Becdiovcn s symphonies, and discovered die musical legions that 
lie outside opera and oratorio. . . .When I look back on all die 
banging, wliisthng, roaring, and growlmg Inflicted on nervous 
neighbours' during this process of education, I am consumed widi 
' useless remorse. But what else could I have done ? ” 

While die residents in-Harcourt Street were suffering acutely 
from the sounds that came from Number 6r, Shaw was finding 
relief from the misery he endured as a land agent’s junior clerk, 
one of whose most unpleasant jobs it was to collect weekly rents 
’ from impoverished tenants, compared .widi wliich a voluntary 
visit to Moungoy prison was a jolly experience. His social con- 
, science was also awakened by the discovery, in going through the 
papers of an Irish crown solicitor, that many offences committed 
by drunken soldiers in a certam camp were overlooked because the 
law would have treated them as grave crimes and punished them 
with barbarous ferocity: “ The effect produced by these revela¬ 
tions on my raw youth was a sense of heavy responsibility for 
conmving at their concealment. I felt tliat if camp and barrack 
life involved these'things, they ought to be known. I had been 
caught by the great wave of saentific enthusiasm which was then 
' passing over Europe as a result of the discovery of Natural Selection 
by Darwin, and of the blow it dealt to the vulgar Bible-worship 
and-redemption mongering which had hitherto passed among us 
for rehgion. I wanted to get at the facts. I was prepared for the 
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facts being unflattering : bad I not already faced tlie fact that 
instead of bemg a fallen angel I was fust cousin to a monkey ? 

That he was distandy related to a monkey was further suggested 
by the fact tliat he was climbing in his profession ; By the time 
I had attained to thuty slullings a montli, the most active and 
responsible official in the office, the caslucr, vanished and as we 
were private bankers to some extent, our clients drawing cheques 
on us, and so forth, someone had to take his place widiout an hour s 
delay. An elder substitute grumbled at the strange job, and, thougli 
an able man in his way, could not make his cash balance. It became 
necessary, after a day or two of confusion, to try the office boy as a 
stop-gap whilst the advertisements for a new cashier of appropriate 
age and icsponsibihty were going forward. Immediately die 
machine worked agam quite smoodily. I, who never knew how 
much money I had of my own (except when die figure was zero), 
proved a model of accuracy as to die money of others. I acquired 
my predecessor’s very neat handwriting, my own bemg too sloped 
and straggly for the cash book. The efforts to fill my important 
place more wortlnly slackened. I bought a tailed coat, and was 
chaffed about it by the apprentices. My salary was raised to ,^48 a 
year, which was as much as I expected at sixteen and much less tlian 
the firm would have had to pay to a competent adult: m short, 
I made good in spite of myself, and found, to my dismay, that 
Business, instead of expelling me as the worthless impostor I was, 
was fastening upon me with no intention of letting me go.” 

For four years he remained a model cashier, detesting the job 
“ as cordially as any sane person lets Inmself detest anytlnng he cannot 
escape from ” By his twentieth year Ins salary was ^^84, and his 
employers had such a high opinion of his honesty and dfligcnce 
that they could not have guessed the measure of his discontent. At 
first his objection to a business career had been due to Ins boredom 
with It, his interest in music, pamtmg and literature. Then a rather 
curious thing happened : ” I never thought of myself as destined 
to become what is called a great man: mdeed I was diffident to 
tnc ^ost distressmg degree ; and I was ridiculously credulous as 
to the claims of others to superior knowledge and authonty. But 
one day in the office 1 had a shock. One of the apprentices, by 
name C. J, Smyth, older than I and moic a man of the world, 
remarked that every young chap thought he was going to be a 



^at mail. On a really modest youth this commonplace would 
have had no eiScct. It gave me so perceptible a jar that I suddenly 
'became aware that I had never thought I w.as to be a gteat mm 
simply because I had alwap taken it as a matter ot course. Tjie 
incident passed without leaving any prcoccup.ation with it to hamper 
me ; and I remained as didldcnt .is ever because I was still as in^ 0!n~ 
petent as ever. But I doubt whctiicr I ever recovered my fonm^r 
complete innocence of subconscious intention to devote myself tvi 
die dass of work that only a tew men ceca'l in. and to accept the 
responsibilities tliat attach to its dignit)*.” It followed as a matter 
of course that he had to leave Dublin : " hly business in life could 
not be transacted in Dublin out of an eecuerience confiut'd to Ireland. 

I h.ad to go to London just as my tatner had to go to the Corn 
Exchange. London was the literary centre for the English lan¬ 
guage, and for sudi artistic culture as the realm of the English 
language (in which I proposed to be king) could aflbid. There was 
no'Gaelic League in those days, nor any sense th.at Ireland had in 
herself the seed of culture. Ever)- Iiishman who felt that his busi¬ 
ness in life was on die Inghcr planes of die cultural professions felt 
that he must have a metropolitan domicile and an intcinatjonal 
culture: that is, he felt that liis first business was to get our of 
Irehmd. I had the same feeling.” 

Apart from this practical reason for going, Shaw had come to 
dislike Dublin : ” A certain flippant futile elension and bdittlcment 
that confuses the noble and serious witli die base .and ludicrous 
seems to me peculiar to Dublin.” Further : ” I am not enamoured 
of failure, of poverty, of obscurity, and of the ostracism and con¬ 
tempt which these imply ; and dicsc were all that Dublm oflcred 
to the enormity of my unconsdous ambition.” The inhabitants of 
Dublin, whether collccrivcly or individually, wcic not to his taste. 

“ Like all Irishmen, I dislike die Irish,” lie once told me. “ On 
prindplc ? ” I asked. “ No, on insrinct,” lie promptly replied, 
adding diatWilliam Moiris had been quite riglit in saying that the 
Insli Iwd all the virtues-but he hated them, tlfc Scotch ail riie vices 
but he loved th-' did not see his home Country again '’"j * 

nearly thirty ) \ dc no secret of his desire to kec ' 

fiom it, writin- ' shewed my own appictiati . i 

native land in vay by getting out of tt ’ " | 

possibly could *iy dint I have the smal ' * > 
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of settling there again as long as the superior attractions of^ St 
Helena (not to mention London) are equally available,” 

His method of leaving was abrupt. In March 1876 he gave his 
employers a month’s notice. They thought he was dissatisfied with 
his salary and declared their intention of makmg Ins position more 
eligible. “ My only fear was that they should make it so ehgible 
that all excuse for throwing it up would be taken from me. I 
thanked them and said I was resolved to go; and I had, of course, 
no reason in the world to give them for my resolution. They were 
a little hurt, and explained to my uncle that they had done their 
best, but that I seemed to have made up my mmd. I had.” His' 
father, with an eye to his future employment, got the firm' to 
write a testimonial to his efficiency as a cashier, and failed to under¬ 
stand why this kindly action should have thrown G.'B.S. mto a 
transport of rage. 

After enjoying the luxury of not having to go to the office for 
a few days, he packed a carpet bag and took the boat for England 
with no regrets, no senttmental farewells. Up to that time he had 
only fallen in love with dream-women. Music, books and paint¬ 
ings had spoiled him for ” anything so prosaic as a real woman,” 
and such lovc-mabng as he had indulged in may be inferred from 
a memor)' put into the mouth of one of his characters: “ Do you 
remember a daik-eycd girl named Rachel Rosetree ? I got up a 
love-affair vndi her; and we met one mght in tlie garden and 
walked about very uncomfortably with our arms round’ one 
another, and kissed at parting, and were most conscientiously 
romantic. If that love-affair had gone on, it would have bored me 
to death . . .” 
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Dickens had been dead for six y , streets tlirough which he 
^ „ov*fs creation and Ac rfCfc?ns. London, 

drdve seemed to come straight f™” ™ P^ot help feeling elated 
was at its best and the young 1“'“® H?had no notion 

^ as he surveyed the city ha ,Xo prognrnme, no plan. 

; of how to start Ae aimpaignhe^“Xa Lnotation of the : 
no method, no definite goal. r y },ove said and I confirm 
world I am the least ambitious ^ ^ i^nshino- and struggling, and 
It here, that I am so poor a hand ^ ^ Sfeerlravi- 

so httle interested m their working (I work 

tation, too industrious by acquired to ky hold of 

■ ; as my father drank), and too S^Zonvlnon.\iy 

L 'half the opportumtics or a tenth o -Tinouslv ” Without faith or 
. ambitioi/Lh would have 8[^^PtffJsiSno^ s--as a beaver 

,■ fepehe ioggedly wrombo^ks-fi-M j,, 

budds dams, and taskwork of Ins apprenticeship : 

- ' had written them. They , on doing somethmg. and 

he wrote because he knew he m ^ i „pnniless years of task- 
could do nodnng else. But those •, j ^yj^ntm^ gave him no 

; work left Inm diorougUj^rofosion ° onsoUtion he 

' trouble tlienceforth. • “ He who has never hoped 

later on put into the mouth ot usesar . 

: foun'dXrmother and sister m SS 

, Road called Victoria Grove, w ^ m ^ niarket-gardens. Here, at 
• air, being surrounded by ,, ,. was trying to earn a 

■■ Number 13 , a ^My Vather, IcftTin 

livelihood by tcaclnng, his sister by Singing ^ 
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sentimental songs With genuine emotion,” used frightful language, 
“ worked with a ferocious energy winch was out or all proportion 
to the actual result achieved,” refused to be slave-driven by any one 
but an American, thought Edison the greatest genius of all 
and had an utter contempt for the British workman who refused 
to hustle or to be hustled 

When the Company was swallowed up by tlie larger concern 
Shaw managed to get out of it, and except for an odd job two years 
later, when he made a pound or two by counting the votes at an 
election in Leyton, he never agam simied against Ins nature by^ 
attempting to earn an honest living. But thioughout the first years 
of Ins hfe m London he expressed various aspects of his nature in 
articles which he sent to all die leadmg papers and which were 
' regularly returned by them with pleasure, or, as they expressed it, 
with regret. All but one, wliich dealt with “ Christian Names ” 
and was published by G. R. Sims m his paper One and All. In this, 
the first of his innumerable bits of journalism to see die light, 
Shaw advised parents not to give their children pompous or stupid 
Christian names; “ Never confer an uncommon name . . wliich 


has been borne by any personage known to history. A person so 
christened resembles a jackdaw with a peacock’s tad, which he has 
not Inmself assumed, and winch he has, therefore, die grace to be 
ashamed of Constantly and consciously m a false position, the 
unhappy man, registered m comparison to a standard wliich he can 
never hope to reach, is soon looked on as a failure, and falls into 


contempt beneath die weight of lus own name.” Equally: ” Except 
in a few cases, where gemus exists so strongly that it caiuiot be 
stifled (though even then it can be modified), he who bears a fool’s 
name will be held m a fool’s estunation, which he will end by, 
j ustifyuig.” 

Shaw was so grateful for the 15s. .which he received for dij s 
article diat he sat down and wrote somethmg much better. It was 
apparendy much too much better, because its return was followed 
by the paper s demise, perhaps from the effect of lus “ brilhant 
coutnbuUon on the editonal staff. Altogether he earned ^6 with 
Ins .pen durmg the nine years 1876-85, the balance being made up 
^ AiS for wntmg a patent-medicine advertisement and 5s. for 
turning out some verses' mtended as a parody but talcen senously, 
comrmssioned by a fellow^-lodger. 
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Except for a Passion Play in blank verse, which he abandoned 
too near the,beginning to rank it as Opus I, having got no fartlicr 
than’a character sketch of Our Lady as a shrew, the years 1879-83 
were occupied by novel-writing. He wrote five, and the exercise 
of writing them did liim a lot of good. It may be said of thern 
(to adapt a remark of Oscar Wildes) that there are two ways of 
disliking the works of Bernard Shaw : one w’ay is to dislike them, 
the other is to like his novels. When he was forced to re-rcad them, 
long after ho had become famous as a dramatist, he thought them 
“just.readable enough to be intolerable and hated them. 
are .written in the classical style which now seems ridiculous])' 
stilted and self-conscious (it still survived almost vernacularly in 
.Ireland) and they lack his natural exuberance, though there are 
occasional touches of liis peculiar humour. For example, in his 
first novel Immaturity he pictures the youthful hero Smith, obviously 
hmiself, walkmg in die cloisters of Westminster Abbey with an air 
of deep appreciation, and he explains why the young man is so 
deeply appreaative : “ A discerning observer might have marked 
'him by his hushed step, impressed bearing, and reflective calm, as 

a confirmed freethinlcer.” , 1 1 c 

' As a matter of fact Shaw was then passmg through a phase ot 
bellicose atheism. He was present at a bachelor P^ty in Kensington 
when someone declared that a man wHo had scoffed at t le 
of Moody and Sankey liad been slam by a righteous y wra 1 u 
deity and earned home on a shutter. This started an argument, in 
the course of which “ it was alleged by the most eyaime ca ° 
disputants that Charles Bradlaugh, the most forinnkb e a leis 
‘the Secularist platform, had taken out his watch publicly and di^- 
lenged the Almighty to strike him dead in five n:mutcs 1 le ^ Y 
existed and disapproved of atheism. A member o ic p- 
instandy asserted that Bradlaugh had never doim any nng 
kind and had publicly repudiated the story. Upon w uc 
retorted that if Bradlaugh had not done so, he oug it o 
so : “ The omission, I added, was one which cou cast y 
died diete and then, as I happened to share Mr. Bra , 

as to the absurdity of the beuef in these j cunet- 

the order of nature by a short-tempered and tlini-s £.^1, 

. natural dcily. Therefore-and at that point I took 
' The effect was electrical. Neither sceptics nor c 
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prepared to abide the result of the cxpenmcnt. In vain did I urge 
file pious to trust m the accuracy of their deity’s aim with a thunder¬ 
bolt, and the justice of his discrimination between the innocent ^d 
the guilty. In vain did I appeal to the sceptics to accept the logical 
outcome of their scepticism: it soon appeared that when thunder¬ 
bolts were in question there were no sceptics. Our host, seeing 
that his guests would vanish precipitately if the impious challenge 
were uttered, leaving lum alone \wtli a solitarj' iii&dcl under sen¬ 
tence of extermination in five minutes, interposed and forbade the 
experiment, pleading at the same time for a change of subject. I 
of course complied, but could not refrain from remarking that 
though the dreadful words had not been uttered, yet, as the thought 
had been formulated in my mmd, it was very doubtful whether 
the consequences could be averted by sealing my bps. However, 
the rest appeared to feel that the game would be played according 
to the rules, and diat it mattered very httle what I thought so long 
as I said nothmg. Only the leader of the evangelical party, I 
thought, was a htde preoccupied until five minutes had elapsed 
and the weather was still calm.” 

A thoughtful fnend, anxious to save Shaw from hell-fire, 
begged Father Addis of the Brompton Oratory to attempt lus 
conversion to Roman Cadiolicism Quite willing to argue the 
matter out, and cunous to explore the mind of Father Addis, Shaw 
repaired to a cell in the Oratory: “ The universe exists, said the 
tamer; somebody must have made it If that somebody exists, 
said I, somebody must have made him. I grant that for the sake 
of argument, said the Oratorian. I grant you a maker of God. I 
^ ^ of the rnaker of God. I grant you as long a line 
and ^ please ; but an infinity of makers is undiinkable 

nnml-ipr r.r„. ^ million ; so why not accept 

will removp vr,i attempt to get behind him 

easy for me rn KpV difficulty ? By your leave, said I, it is as 

of lie OTiverse 

visibly exists and makes i6eif“^f 
j-s He rcTlTraid* 

be piisbmg It fonvard and I pushS ft LT I?™' 

pusmng pack, and cutting nothmg ; 
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but when we had dropped the subject and were walking tlirough 
the refector}% he returned to it for a moment to say that he should 
go mad if he lost his belief. I, glorying in tlie robust callousness of 
youth and the comedic spirit, felt qmte comfortable and said so ; 
though I was touched, too, by his evident sincerity.” 

This is clearly the hero of Immaturity, winch closes on die 
followmg note : “ As Smith recrossed the bndge, he stopped and 
stood in one of the recesses to meditate on his immaturity, and to 
look upon the beauty of die still expanses of white moonhght and 
black shadows which lay before him. At last he shook liis head 
negatively, and went home.” 

Immaturity was written ni 1879 and refused by every pubhsher 
in London. Chapman and Hall’s reader, George Mcredidi, just said 
“ No.” Macmillan’s reader, Jolin Morlcy, was sufficiendy im¬ 
pressed by the book to consider Shaw as a possible contributor to 
The Pall Mall Gazette which he edited Shaw called and Morley 
asked him what he thought he could do. Shaw thought he could 
wnte about art. “ Pooh ! Anybody can write about art,” rephed 
Morley contemptuously. ” Oh, can they ! ? ” was Shaw’s widier- 
mg retort, upon which Morley decided that he would be an 
impossible contributor. Half a century later Shaw published 
Immaturity himself, explaming that die character of the artist in the 
novel had been suggested by the landscape pamter Cecil Lawson. 
Having been introduced to the Lawson family by Ins mother, he 
sometimes went to their house m Che^meWaik on Sunday even¬ 
ings, die only house except Lee’s he ever visited in those early days. 
An abnormal shyness, which is die form vanity takes in youtli, 
tormented him on these occasions and made liim unmannerly and 
arrogant m social mtercoursc : “ I suffered such agoiues of shyness 
that I sometimes walked up and down the Embankment for twenty 
minutes or more before venturing to knock at the door : indeed 
I should have funked it altogedier, and hurried home asking myself 
what was die use of torturmg myself when it was so easy to run 
away, if I had not been instinctively aware that I must never let 
myself off in this manner if I meant ever to do anydiing in die 
world. Few men can have suffered more than I did in my youdi 
from simple cowardice or been more horribly ashamed of it. I 
shirked and liid when the penl, real or imaginar)% was of die sort 
that I had no vital interest in facing; but when such an interest 
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was at stake, I went ahead ?aid snflfered accordinglyv. The woKt o£ 
it was tiiat when I appeared in the Lawsons drawmg-rooni I did 
not appeal to tlie good-nature of the compaiw as a pardonably and 
even becomingly bashful novice. I had not then tuned tlie Shavian 
note to any sort of harmony ; and I have no doubt the Lawsons 
found me discordant, crudely self-assertive, and insufferable. 

His second novel was The 1 } rational Knot, which like its pre¬ 
decessor contains several good touches, such as I have^ been 
waiting ever since I knew Inm for an excuse to hate him, and 
went die round of die pubhshers without evoking die least sign 
of interest. “ 1 had no means of knowing, and was too young and 
inexpencnccd to guess, that what was the matter was not any lack 
of literary competence on my part, but the antagonism raised by 
my hostihty to respectable Victorian thought and society. I was 
left without a ray of hope ; yet I did not stop writing novels. . . 

His determination to fill five quarto pages of cheap white paper 
a day, wot or fine, whether he felt hke it or not, was made easier 
by Ins office traunng : “I had so much of the schoolboy and the 
clerk still in me that if my five pages ended in the middle of a 
sentence I did not finish it until next day. On the other hand, if I 
missed a day, I made up for it by domg a double task on tire - 
morrow.” "While writmg The It rational Knot it happened that 
Bizet’s opera Caiiuen was fresh to London and Shaw used it as a 
safety-valve for Ills romantic impulses. When tired of the atmo¬ 
sphere he was trymg to create, he tlirew down Ins pen, went to the 
piano and forgot the sordid rcahsm of his book “ in tlie glamorous 
society of Carmen and her crimson toreador and yellow dragoon.” 

Opus 3, Love Among the Aitists, was liis most carefully considered 
and individual novel For the first time he worked the,old Shake¬ 
spearean trick of making die woman go all-out for die man, while 
die hero, modelled on Beethoven, was die first of a hnc of historical 
characters whose imputed share in Shaw’s powers of entertainment 
niakcs them a good deal more pleasant than their origmals could 
liavc been. Tlie book marks a cardinal turning-pomt in Shaw’s 
development. The first two novels are confidently rationahstic, 
cspeaally The Irrational Knot, winch was wntten without hesitation ' 
almost impetuously, fiombegmning to end. The hero, a cultivated 
atusan, who in argument and force of character walks over the 
nmlc ladles and gendemen to whose society his musical 
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have ruined me.” Even without an adventurous publisher the 
book was serialised in tlie socialist magazine called To-dny, then 
put on the market in a shilling edition and duly pirated in America, 
making a lot of money for every one concerned except the author, 
who wrote it for liis own amusement but soon regretted diat he 
had given way to such a boyish frolic : “ The glove fight and the 
conventional hvcd-happy-ever-aftcrv'ards ending, to which I had 
never previously condescended, exposed me for the first time to 
the humiliation of extravagantly favourable reviewing and of 
numbermg my readers in some thousands. But long before this 
my self-respect took alarm at the contemplation of the things I 
had made. I resolved to give up mere character sketching . . . 
and at once to produce a novel which should be a gigantic grapple 
with the whole social problem.” 

His attempt to grapple with tire whole social problem proved 
exhausting. Having wntten two chaptc^ of phenomenal length, 
which merely cleared the ground before the serious busmess com¬ 
menced, he gave it up, and eventually tins prefator)' matter was 
serialised and pubhshed as a book entitled An Unsocial Socialist, 
concermng which we have an intcrcstuig autobiographical note 
on the author s creanve method : “ One day, as I was sittmg in the 
reading room of the Bntish Museum, begmning my fifth and last 
novel. An Unsocial Socialist, I saw a young lady with an attractive 
and arresting expression, bold, vivid, and very clever, Avorking at 
one of the desks On that glimpse of a face I mstantly conceived 
die character and wrote the dcscnption of Agatha Wylie. I have 
never exchanged a word with that lady ; never made her acquaint¬ 
ance j saw her again under the same circumstances but very few 
times; yet if I mention her name, which became well known in 
hteratuie (she too was wnting a novel then, and perhaps had die 
hero suggested to her by my profile), she will be set down as 
Agatlia Wylie to her dying day, with heaven knows how' much 
more scandalous invention added to account for my supposed 
intimate knowledge of her character. Before and since, I have 
used livmg models as freely as a pamter does, and in much the 
same way ; that is, I have sometimes made a fairly faithful portrait 
tounded on mtimate personal mtercourse and sometimes, as in 
Agatha s case, developed what a passmg glance suggested to my 
inagination. In the latter case it has happened sometimes that the 
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inadents I have invente<i on the spur of such a glance have hit the 
facts so nearly that I have found myself accused of unpardonable 
violations of personal privacy. I hardly expect to be believed when 
I say that I once invented a servant for one of my models and 
found afterwards that he actually had just such a servant. Between 
the two extremes of actual portraiture and pure fancy work sug¬ 
gested by a glance or an anecdote, I have copied nature vnth many 
degrees of fidelity, combining studies from hfe m the same book 
or play with those types and composites and traditional figures of 
the novel and die stage which are called pure fictions.” 

Shaw iiad no success with liis novels. He sent them to pub¬ 
lishers in England and America and collected about sixty refusals. 
The five heavy brown-paper parcels came and went, each of them 
raismg with its reappearance the grave financial question of how 
to get a sixpence to post it on to another publisher. His persistent 
failure to obtam a word of encouragement hardened him, made 
liim self-sufficient, bred in him an insensitiveness to praise or blame. 
Eventually all but the fiist were serialised in long-forgotten maga¬ 
zines and pirated by American publishers, so actively in one case 
diat Shaw, convmced that the firm thorouglily appreciated his 
woik, gave them the pubhshing rights of his later books. Another 
firm, Harper & Brothers, sent him a comphmeutary ^lO for an 
edition diey brought out in 1887, dius acquiring a moral copyright, 
no legal one beuig then possible. Years afterwards a rival publisher 
violated this moral copyright by bringing out a competmg edition. 
Shaw immediately returned the ^10 on the ground that the moral 
copynght had proved ineffective : “ Harper nearly dropped dead 
with astonishment on receiving his ^10 back. The firm has never 
been the same smee.” As for his own earnings, Shaw was able to 
announce m 1892 that die royalties on the sale of his novels had 
increased 170 per cent in the years 1889-91, a generous hint to any 
publisher in search of a fiction-writer whose popularity was 
advancmg by leaps and bounds: “ I doubt if any other hving 
novelist can show such a record,” he said. “ In fact 170 is an under¬ 
statement ; for the exact figures were two and tenpence for 1889 
and seven and tenpence for the year 1891.” 

For the first nine years of his life in London Shaw’s mother, by 
working as a music teacher, managed to supplement her husband’s 
cdntnbution, the remnant of her ^^4000, and the interest on an 
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Insli mortgage (say another pound a week) sufficiently to keep her 
son alive with a roof over his head but not too prescntably dressed. 

“ The true artist,” says Tanner m Man and Siipenuan, “ will let his 
wife starve, his children go barefoot, liis mother drudge for his 
living at seventy, sooner than work at anything but his art. Shaw 
acted up to that pnnciple and made no secret of it: ‘I was an 
able-bodied and able-minded young man in tlic strength of my 
youdi; and my fanuly, tlien heavily embarrassed, needed my help 
urgently That I should have chosen to be a burden to them 
instead was, accordmg to all the conventions of peasant lad fiction, 
monstrous. Well, without a blush I embraced tlie monstrosity. I 
' did not tlirow myself mto the struggle for life : I threw my mother 
' mto it. I was not a staff to my father’s old age ; I hung on to Ins 
coat tails. His reward was to hve just long enough to read a review 
of one of these silly novels wntten in an obscure journal by a 
personal fnend of my own . prefigurmg me to some extent 
as a considerable author. I think, myself, that tliis was a handsome 
reward, far better worth having than a nice pension from a dutiful 
son strugglmg slavislily fox his parent’s bread in some sordid trade. 
Handsome or not, it was the only return he ever had for the little 
pension he contnved to export fiom Ireland for Iiis family. My 
mother remforced it by drudgmg m her elder years at the art of 
music which she had followed m her prime freely for love. I 
only helped to spend it. People wondered at my heartlessncss. 
one young and romantic lady had the courage to remonstrate 
openly and indignandy with me, ‘ for the which,’ as Pepys said 
of die shipwnght’s wife who refused his advances, ‘ I did respect 
her. Callous as Comus to moral babble, I steadily wrote my five 
pages a day and made a man of myself (at my mother’s expense) 
instead of a slave.” ^ ^ 
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F rom 1876 to 1885 Shaw scarcely put his nose outside London 
and very nearly had to wear the same suit of clothes tlirough- - 
out that time. He was poor, “ as timid as a mouse ”, and 
frequently unpresentable in the daytime. “ I remember once 
buying a book entided How to Live on Sixpence a Day^ a point on 
wliich at that time circumstances compelled me to be pressinglf 
curious. I earned out its instructions faithfully for a whole after¬ 
noon ; and if ever I have an official biography issued, I shall 
certainly have it stated therein, in'illustration of my fortitude and 
self-denial, that I lived for some time on sixpence a day.” There 
was an clement of truth m a personal confession that appeared in 
one of lus dramatic criticisms, written in 1896 ; “ My mam reason 
for adopting literature as a profession was, that as die author is 
never seen by his chents, he need not dress respectably. As a stock¬ 
broker, a doctor, or a man of business, I should have had to wear ^ 
^starched linen and a tall hat, and to give up the use of my knees 
, and elbows. Literature is the only genteel profession that has no 
livery—for even your painter meets Ins sitters face to face—and so 
I chose literature. You, friendly reader, though you buy my ’ 

, articles, have no idea of what I look like in the street. If you did, - 
you would probably take m some other paper.”^ 

His impecuniosity durmg those mne years was such that “ for 
two acute moments ” he walked the streets m broken boots, and a - 
pan of trousers with holes worn m the seat, hidden by a tailed coat - 
whose colour had gradually turned from black to green with 
' “ cuffs whose edges were tnmmed by the scissors, and a tall hat so 
limp with age that I had to wear it back-to-front to enable me to " 
take it off without doublmg up the brim.” With his pale eyes, 
white face, straggly ginger beard, tall bony upright figure and 
stridmg resolute manner, he may have seemed formidable to str'eet- 
urcliins ; but he certainly did not conciliate the snobbery of 
pubhshers. Except when be could raise an occasional shilling for 
the theatre, he perambulated''the streets, becoming shabbier and 
shabbier in appearance as the years passed by, and at length 
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acWeving a condition of ” indescribable seediness.'’ His clnef 
recreauom were visits to tbe National Gallery (on free days) and 
Hampton Court. Like Samuel Butler he made a second home ot 
the readuig room m tbe British Musemn, where he began by 
studymg aU the books on etiquette he could discover m the cata¬ 
logue, bemg espeaally grateful to the author of The Manners and 
T%ie of Good Society. Until then his one remembered lesson in 
good manners had been admmistered by an aunt. In Ins boyhood 
he had demurred to the description of a certain girl as “ the pretty 
Miss So and So.” Whereupon Ins aunt had reproved Iiim : 

Remember always that the least plam girl in a house is the 
family beauty.” The books on polite behaviour winch he devoured 
m die British Museum explained among other grave matters die 
use of the finger-bowl; and diey freed him from die fear of 
bchavmg incorreedy which haunts the socially untrained. On 
more senous pomts he was less well advised ; “ As it never occurred 
to me to conceal my opinions any more than my nationahty, and 
as I had, besides, an unpleasant trick of contradictuig every one 
from whom I drought I could learn anydnng m order to draw 
him out and enable me to pick his brauis, I think I must-have 
impressed many amiable persons as an extremely disagreeable and 
undesirable yomig man.” 

Contrary to the legends that grew up round Iiim later on he 
defended evenmg dress as the most democratic of all attires, as he 
could look exaedy like a duke m it. It carried Inm through liis 
after-dinner appearances imtil one evening at the Opera it caught 
on some pi ejection and came to pieces. But by diat time he could 
afford a new one. Meanwhile he had tivo experiences that could 
not have happened to Inm m the hght of day; “ I remember one 
evenmg dunng the novel-writing period when nobody would pay 
a. fardmg for a stroke of my pen, -vs'alkmg along Sloane Street in 
that blessed shield of Hterary shabbiness, evenmg dress. A man 
accosted me vnth an eloquent appeal for help, endmg with die 
assurance diat he had not a penny in the world. I rephed, with 
exact truth. Neither have L’ He thanked me aviUy, and went 
away, apparently not in the least surprised, leavmg me to ask 
myself why! did not turn beggar too, smee I felt sure that a man 
who did It as weU as he must be in comfortable circumstances. 

Another reminiscence. A little past midmght, in the same 
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costume, I was turning from Piccadilly into Bond Street, when a 
lady of the pavement, out of luck that evening so far, confided to 
me that the last bus for Brompton had passed, and that she should 
be grateful to any gentleman who would give her a lift in a hansom. 
My old-fashioned Irish gallantry had not then been worn off by 
.age and England : besides, as a novelist who could find no pub¬ 
lisher,~I was touched by the similanty of our trades and predica- 
' ments, I excused myself very politely on die ground that my wife 
(invented for the occasion) was waitmg for me at home, and that 
I felt sure so attractive a lady would have no difficulty m findmg 
another escort. Unfortunately this speech made so favourable an 
impression on her diat she immediately took my arm and declared 
her willingness to go anywhere with me, on the flattering ground 
that I was a perfect gentleman. In vain did I try to persuade her 
that in commg up Bond Street and desertmg Piccadilly she was 
throwmg away her last cliance of a hansom : she attached herself 
so devotedly to me diat I could not without actual violence shake 
her off. At last I made a stand at the end of Old Bond Street.' I 
took out my purse ; opened it; and held it upside down. Her 
countenance fell, poor girl 1 She turned on her heel with a melan¬ 
choly flirt of her skirt, and vamshed.” 

After the deaths of Lee and Cecil Lawson he made no further 
raids on society, cutting hmiself off completely from the artistic 
and social life of London and deddmg after lunching at the Savile 
Club that he would never be a hterary man or consort witli such : 

' “ I might have spent my life sittmg watclung these fellows taking 
in e^acli other’s washing and learning no more of the world tlian a. 
tic in a typewriter if I had been fool enough.” Apparently it did 
not strike inm diat consorting with pohtiaans, actors, economists, 
musicians, plumbers, or any other class, was just as narrowing and 
certainly more nauseatmg. Just before taking this decision he met 
the most remarkable personality in the hterary world of Ins time. 
Possibly because of his sister, who sang beautifully, he got to know 
- Lady Wilde, at one of whose receptions Oscar Wilde went and 
spoke to him -with the evident intention of being specially kind : 
“We put each other out frightfully ; and this odd difficulty per¬ 
sisted between us to the very last, even when we were no longer- 
boyish novices and had become men of die world with plenty of 
skill m social intercourse. I saw him very kldom, as I avoided 
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literary and artistic coteries like a plague, and refused die fcwf 
invitations 1 received to go into society v«tli burlesque icrocity, sq.„~ 
as to keep out of it widiout offendingjeople past mcir wimngnc^^^ 
to indulge me as a privileged lunatic.’ , i 

There is no doubt that nearly everybody he met thought nim,A2 
if not mad, at least eccentric. In i88i, following a long course 6fl| 
Shelley, he became a vegetanan, and spoke of meat-eating 
“ canmbahsm with its heroic dish omitted.” He liad three main^^ 
objections to a carmvorous diet. Firstly, it was abominable: ^ 
were our feliow-aeatures, and he had a strong sense of;, 
kinslnp with them. “ It amuses me to talk to animals in a sort of i 
jargon I have invented for them ; and it seems to me tliat it amuscS'|^‘ 
diem to be talked to, and that they respond to the tone of die cqn,-;.?j 
versation, though its intelleaual content may to some extent escape*; 
them. I am quite sure, having made the experiment several 
on dogs left in my care as part of the furniture of lured houses, that. | 
an ammal who has been treated as a brute, and is consequentially 
undeveloped socially (as human beings remam socially unacvclopcd-ts 
under the same circumstances), will, on being talked to as a fcllowj^^;! 
aeature, become fnendly and companionable in a very short diuw^ 
... I find it impossible to associate with animals on any othcr^-^ 
terms. Further, it gives me extraordmary gratification to find i'. 
wild bird treating me with confidence, as rooms sometimes do.' Itj' 
pleases me to conciliate an animal who is hostile to me. What is| 
more, an animal who will not be conciliated offends me. There 
at the Zoo a morose maned hon who will tear you to pieces if hej 
gets half a chance. There is also a very handsome mancless lion with^^ 
whom you may play more safely dian with most St. Bernard do^i'l 
as he seems to need nothing but plenty of atten 'cn and admiratio^! 
to put him mto the best of humours. I do no*" feel rewards these; 
^o lions as a carpenter does towards two piocses of wood, one'; 
hard and knotty, and the other easy to work; nor as I do towards;' 
two motor bicydes, one troublesome and dangerous, and the oMicc' 
in perfect order. I feel towards the two lions as I should towards? 



'r 5 ^ say ‘ Serve the brute right!’ This is dearly; 
-Sr* that the plea of the humant’ 

tanauis a plea for widening die range of fellow-feeling.” This did' 
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not mean that the killing of animals or insects or even men was 
wrong. In mere self-defence human beings frequently had to 
destroy mice, rats, rabbits, wolves, deer, and snakes, just as they 
had to destroy habitual crimmals : “ We see the Buddhist having 
his path swept before him lest he should tread on an msect and kill 
it; but we do not see what that Buddlust-does when he catches a 
flea that has kept him awake for an hour.” In fact there was all 
the difference in the world between exterminatmg a pest and 
eating it. 

Secondly, flesh-eating was soaally harmful: “It involves a 
prodigious slavery of men to animals. Cows and sheep, with their 
valefaiUe of accoucheurs, graziers, shepherds, slaughtermen, 
butchers, milkmaids, and so forth, absorb a mass of human labor 
that should be devoted to the breedmg and care of human beings. 
Some day, I hope, we shall Hve on air, and get nd of all the sanitary 
preoccupations which are so unpleasantly aggravated by meat- 
eating.” 

Thirdly, there was the question of health and strength. “ I hale 
to see dead people walking about: it is unnatural,” he once wrote, 
and though he never pretended to enjoy perfect health he was 
“ seldom less than ten times as weU as an ordmary carcass eater.” 
The strongest of ammals, the bull, was a vegetarian , even the lion, 
when it tore open its prey, fed on the undigested vegetables in the 
stomach, not on the flesh ; whilst the finest athletes m the world 
never touched scorched corpses. Indeed the penalty of bemg a 
vegetarian was an accumulation of energy that could not normally 
be dissipated. Shaw required “ about an hour and a half ofnawy- 
ing every day to work off all my steam . . . What I want is a 
job of work. Tlnnning a jungle for preference. But wlntewashing 
wiU serve.” 

Vegetariamsm however was not solely responsible for his store 
of energy : “I am a teetotaller because my family has already paid 
the Shaw debt to the distfllmg industry so munificently as to leave 
me no further obhgations, and because my mind requires no arti¬ 
ficial stimulant. ... I flatly declare that a man fed on whisky and 
dead bodies cannot do the finest work of which he is capable.” 
Nevertheless he was willing to grant, when discussmg the subject 
with ine, “ that as most people are quite mcapable of five mmutes’ 
consecutive and constructive thought, very htde real harm is done 
B.s. C 
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and relision George switched me over to economics. I became 
very exated over his Progress and Povetty, which I got tor six¬ 
pence, so exated that I brought the subject up at a meeting or 
Hyndman’s Democratic Federation, where I was told that no one 
was qualified to discuss the question until he had read Karl Marx. 
Off I went to the Bntish Museum, where I read Das Kapital in 
DeviUe’s French translation—it had not then been done into 
English. That was the turning-point in my career, Marx was a 
revelation. His abstract economics, I discovered later, were wrong, 
but he rent the veil He opened my eyes to the facts of history and 
avilisation, gave me an entirely fresh conception of the universe, 
provided me with a purpose and a mission in life I went back to 
the Democrattc Federation, burmng with the new zeal, full of the - 
new gospel, only to find that not a soul there except Hyndman 
and myself had read a word of Marx ” 

As one who has not read Karl Marx, who has no intention of 
reading Karl Marx, and who would far rather die than read Karl 
Marx, It is a htde difficult for me to trace die prease nature of liis 
influence on Shaw , but that Das Kapital had a tremendous effect 
on Inm there is not the smallest doubt; it converted him to 
socialism, turned him into a revolutionary writer, made liim a 
pohtical agitator, changed bs outlook, directed his energy, influ¬ 
enced his art, gave bm a rehgion, and, as he claimed, made a man 
of bm I asked bm once whether he had adrmred any big figure 
in the pohtical world of his time. “ No one, after readmg Karl 
Marx, can be imposed on by Gladstones and such,” he answered. 
So we had better leave it at that. 


From the moment that Shaw imbibed the gospel according to 
Saint Marx he began to preach it on every possible occasion, under 
every sort of condition, though as time went on he corrected the 
errors in Marx s economic creed and worked out the distinctively 
British brand of socialism blown as Fabiamsm. For twelve years 
he spoke on the average tbee times a week at the street comer, m 
the market squares, m the parks, m the great provincial and metro- 
poUton town halls, in the City Temple, at the Bntish Association, 
in the humblest pohtical hole-and-corner assemblies—m short 
wherever he could get bs foot m—and soon found bmself in such 
demand as a pnnapal speaker that he was never at a loss for a 
platform. It was first come first served with the appUcants, how- 
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ever distinguished, however obscure. Not until a long illness 
disabled him when he was just over forty, and led to his marriage, 
was this weekly routine of public oratory broken and ended , but 
he remained m demand as a public speaker and could finally fill the 
largest halls and two streets with the overflow. He enjoyed the 
work as the average man enjoys golf or tennis. In fact it was his 
exerase and recreation as well as Ins business in life ; and so he was 
much happier than the man who spends half Ins life m searclnng 
for means to be happy. “ I first caught the ear of the British pubHc 
on a cart m Hyde Park to the blarmg of brass bands,” he wrote ; * 
which was true m both senses of the phrase, for one of his first 
open-air attempts was dehvered in Hyde Park to three loafers lying 
on their backs in the grass, one of whom without^getting up called 
out “ ’ear, ’ear ” whenever Shaw paused for breath. Another time 
in Hyde Park he spoke his best for an hour and a half m the peltuig 
ram to an audience of six pohcemen, who had been set to keep an 
eye on him. The water poured steadily down their capes all the 
time He tried to convert them, though he held that the only 
people who could not be made to listen were those who were 
paid to do it 

Twice Shaw was nearly landed in pnson. Any policeman can 
charge a speaker at a street meeting with “ obstruction ” by deposmg 
that if any pedestrian or vehicle had wished to exercise liis right to 
pass over the particular spot on winch the speaker or his audience - 
happened to be standing, their presence would have obstructed liim. 
WiUiam Morns’s comment on this when his Sociahst League fell a 
victim to It was that such obstruction was a crime winch we were 
all committmg from tlie cradle to the grave. Experienced and ' 
sensible pohcemen take care not to make trouble by interfering 
witli meetmgs held at customary pitches where they do no harm. 
But' from time to time a fanatically pious constable, to whom 
secularist street comer propaganda is mtolerable blasphemy, or a 
zealously conservative one, to whom sociahst denunciations of 
capitahsm are rank sedition, will bring a charge of obstruction. 
Then the fat is m the fire. The law is on the constable’s side ; and 
when he has rashly set it m motion it cannot be stopped, however 
heartily the authorities may execrate the excessive zeal of their 
agent. The Society holding the meeting raises the banner of Free 
Speech and contmues to meet in defiance of the law. The speakers 
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... arrested week after week. Crowds assemble to see tlic fun, and 
create a very real obstruction. The magistrates have to sentence 
die speakers to pay fines or go to prison To keep the agitation 
gomo- volunteer speakers willing to go to prison for Free Speech 
Lve to be found When the agitation becomes forinidablc, the 
rchgious boies, whose gospel meetmgs and collections in tire open 
air keep them in existence, wake up to the danger. The Govern¬ 
ment, quite willing to suppress atlieists and socialists, suddenly finds 
Itself up against the might of die Free Churches and the Church 
Army The Home Secretary hastily orders die poke to capitulate. 
The street comer triumphs, and everytliing goes on as befoie for 
some years, when some raw police recruit starts the process all over 
again with the same result Shaw volunteered for prison martyr¬ 
dom m two Free Speech conflicts with die police : “ As my luck 
would have it, on the first occasion the police capitulated on die 
eve of die day on winch I had undertaken to address a prohibited 
meeting and refuse to pay a fine*, and on the second a rival 
organisation put up a rival martyr, and, on a division, earned bis 
elecrion over my head, to my great relief” 

Havmg conquered the nervousness which agonised his first 
efforts as a pubhc speaker, Shaw became a tborougbly efficient 
mob orator, knowing all the objections and courting all the inter¬ 
ruptions for which he had rephes ready, cmshuig or concdiatory as 
the arcumstances might demand He never gave the expected 
answer if he could help it, as he soon leamt Robert Owen’s lesson t 
“ Never argue ; repeat your assertion.” But he took care to make 
the repetition sound like a good argument 

Hecklers were an easy prey for hun because, as drey always used 
die same arguments and asked die same questions, all he had to 
do was to draw on his stock of effective rephes, and dehver them 
with an air of impromptu spontaneity, havmg already made use of 
thern about a hmidred times. He was an adept at stealing his oppo¬ 
nent s thunder mstead of contradictmg Inm. When the capitalists 
tried to raise a scare by declaring drat soaalism would drive capital 
out ot die country, he made the most of the danger by citing the 
ciiormous foreign myestments of the capitahsts and challenging 
them to name a single soaalist proposal that would not have the 
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eloquence, he promptly tacked a bit-of his own on to it. A good 
example of this trick occurred in the course of a public debate with 
the leader of die Freethinkers, G. W. Foote, “ Let truth and false¬ 
hood grapple, wluchever be truth and wluchever be falsehood,” 
perorated Foote ; “ for as grand old Jolm Milton said, ‘Whoever 
knew trutli put to die worse in a free and open encounter ” 
Following the applause, Shaw rose and said ; “ I do not know, 
gendemen, what a free and open encounter might brmg about; 
but if John Milton asks me whoever saw truth put to shame in 
such an encounter with falsehood as it has a chance of havmg in 
the present state of society, then I reply to John Mdton that George 
Bernard Shaw has seen it put to shame very often ! ” 

Once, on Barmouth sands, where the orators of the Fabian 
Summer School were competmg with the Pierrots, a lady put a 
question to Shaw which completely floored hmi It was “ If I had 
^50 under soaahsm what would become of it ^ ” He was about 
to own that dus apparendy simple and practical question was un¬ 
answerable when a man shouted anodier question. Shaw answered 
it at sufficient length to make the audience forget the lady. He 
apologised to her privately afterwards. He treasured the question 
as one equally applicable to all the “ isms ” 

It was all done for The Cause: he never took a penny for a 
speech in his hfe, though he often handed round the hat for his 
party. He challenged questioning on any subject. At an election 
meeting in Dover a local journalist took up the challenge “ How 
much do they pay you for this job ? ” he shouted. Instantly Shaw 
offered to sell him his emoluments for The man hesitated. 
Shaw reduced his offer to ^^4. Still the man said nothmg, and the 
dutch-auction went on : One pound ? No bid. Five shillmgs ? 
No ? Half-a-crown ? A shilhng ^ Sixpence ^ But die man would 
not even give a pemiy for the spealcer’s fees, and Shaw remained 
master of the situation. 

The provincial Sunday Soaeties offered the usual ten gumeas 
on condition that he kept off rehgion and pohtics He thanked 
diem, regretted that he never lectured on any other subjects, and 
always dealt' with them in the most controversial manner, but 
added that Ins fee was Ins third-class return fare if the ticket cost 
more than he could afford. The reply was always the same. On 
those terms he nught lecture to them every Sunday m die year. 
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as they felt sure that his good taste would make all subjects inno¬ 
cuous in his hands. This was not mere dismtcrestedness on Shaw s 
part: quite the contrary. It was for The Cause. He knew that 
those who pay the piper call the tune ; and as he meant to call the 
tune Inmself he took care to be both paymaster and piper. 

What troubled Shaw was not opposition, but the lack of it. 
The stormy meetmgs at which he had to keep up a ruiming fight 
of repartee with a noisy and hostile audience were very exceptional. 
The rule was a full house, warm applause, unanimous consent. 
But nothing else happened. “ This,” said Shaw, ‘ is a little too 
hke Clinstiamty. They hsten piously : they agree : they follow me 
about from place to place to hear me say it again and again. But 
notlnng comes of it ” Such applause did not elate him ; he hardly 
noticed it Once he felt ashamed when, retiimmg from a successful 
meeting m Battersea, he found himself walking behind a respectable 
middle-aged man and wife. They had heard the lecture and were 
discussing it “ When I hear a man able to talk hke that,” said the 
man, “ I feel like a worm ” Shaw felt like the meanest of impostors. 
It was at tbs meeting that someone rose and said, “ I don’t agree 
(on such and such a point) with Bernard Shaw. Of course I know 
that he can argue me down and smash me to pieces; but does that 
matter to me ? I have my prmciples still ” Shaw praised this view ; 
warned the audience not to be taken in by clever speechifymg ; 
and confessed that he could put up just as good a platform case 
for the most reactionary toryism as tor socibism. 

Shaw learnt some useful lessons as an agitator. It is not easy 
now to imagme the atmosphere and circumstances m winch he 
began. In the early eighties one of the penodic slumps produced 
by competitive over-production had thrown masses of workers out 
of employment. In those days there was no dole, no employment 
insurance. Unemployment meant starvation ; and the Registrar-' 
General s returns ^ways contamed a column m which deatlis were 
ra^ly registered under that head. It was easy to organise meetings 
and processions of angry and hungry men, for whom no revolu¬ 
tionary gospel was too strong. Even the agents provocateurs —the 
elopers narks ’ with their stock proposals to set fire to London 
in nve places (one of them was always the Tower)—seemed 
reasonable to dicir audiences When Morris said that as far as he 
cou see the only hope for the workers was m revolution, nobody 
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thought that revolution was impossible- Even the churches were 
invaded by “ church parades ” of the unemployed, organised by 
Hyndman’s Democratic Federation. Shaw atteiided one at St. 
John’s Church in the Waterloo Road, where the Bishop of London, 
astounded at havmg his sermon mterrupted by the cnes of question- 
mg and dissent proper to noisy election meetings, stopped, and 
said, “ This is a church.” It was an exciting time for young 
sociahsts; and Shaw felt himself bemg earned along by a fierce 
popular movement full of the promise of change. The London 
west end clubs had their wuidows broken. Matters seemed to be 
at boiling pomt when suddenly trade revived, and once more there 
was thirty shilhngs a week for everybody who wanted a job 

The effect was magical. The mcipient revolution vanished m a 
night. The hot gospellers, who had had crowds of many hundreds 
listening eagerly to their msurrectionary eloquence, foimd them¬ 
selves with audiences of ten, mosdy “ comrades ” The dreaded 
revolutionary Democratic Federation became as negligible as the 
three tailors of Tooley Street; and the respectable constitutional 
'■ wire-pulhng Fabian Society stole the front of the stage from it. 
The lesson was not lost on Shaw. “ You can buy any revolution 
off for tliirty bob a week,” he concluded. The capitalists took tlie 
lunt. Hence the dole. 

Meanwhile, another change was takmg place which led to his 
droppmg his regular weekly activity as a platform and street comer 
preacher. The httle soaeties callmg themselves Leagues and Federa¬ 
tions, with their local branches, mosdy in debt over rent, subsisted 
on precarious penny-a-week subscnptions and coppers collected in 
their hats at their meetmgs, with scraps of profit from the sale of 
Justice (Hyndman’s paper). The Commonweal (Morris’s paper), and 
sundry tracts. For some years they provided Shaw with the 
audiences he wanted : weekly wage-earning workmg-class folk in 
the open air or m cheap httle halls where the seats were aU free 
But they sooner or later made the discovery that when Shaw was 
the attraction not only were the little halls too small for the 
audience, but that most of these were not heroes of the homy 
hand and the fustian coat (an obsolete description formerly current 
among the Chartists) but people who were quite well able to pay 
half-crowns and even five shillings for reserved seats Shaw, to his 
disgust,^ found himself speaking in fashionable concert halls to 
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rows of ladies m cart-wheel hats, escorted by very obvious young 
city men and professionals, with shopkeepers m the shilling scats 
and die proletariat uncomfortable and shy in the free scats (it any) 
at the back. Some of the local soaetics lived for years on a single 
Shaw lecture. He had to drop the poorer workers, and put forward 
a new set of arguments for socialism m the middle classes 
had no fancy for being used m this fasluon as a money-maker. He 
threw Ins whole budget of apphcations for lectures into the waste 
paper basket; and from that time (about 1898) abandoned^ his 
weekly pulpiteering, thenceforth spcal^g only on special occasions 
like any other pohtician. 


THE FABIAN SOCIETY 

F or some time Shaw was at a loss for an organisation to work 
with for his new faidi There was a Georgitc Society called 
the England Land Restoration League, He joined it, but 
resigned on fmdmg that it regarded capital as sacred and was 
defuutely anti-Marx, The Guild of St. Matthew, a Christian 
Sociahst body formed and dommated by Stewart Headlam, a 
“ silenced ” Church of England clergyman, made much of Shaw 
as a lecturer, but was not open to him as a member because, to put 
It mildly, he did not accept the Thirty-Nme Articles, and told the 
Chnstian Soaalist parsons diat they were chaplains of a pirate sliip. 
There seemed notliing for it but tlie Democratic Federation, formed 
and dommated by Henry Mayers H)mdman, a Victonan cosmo¬ 
politan gentleman (the type, never numerous, is now extmet) who 
had been converted by Karl Marx in person, but had been dis¬ 
owned by him because he had puhhshed a Marxist pamphlet 
entided England For AH in which he had used Marx’s arguments 
without mentioning his name. Marx was then known as a very 
wicked man who m 1861 had organised a Subversive and dreaded 
conspiracy called “ The International,” and in 1871 had actually 
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defended the Commune of Paris, which, as every English politician 
' thought he knew, was an organisation of female mcendiaries called 
petroleuses In 1881 Hyndman had taken up the Marxist running 
with Ins Democratic Federation, which subsequently committed 
itself up to the iidt by changing its name to the Social-Democratic 
Federation, and professed to be a revived International. Hyndman’s 
culture, imposing presence,^ eloquence, literary skill, and sincere 
conviction, backed by the insurgent imemployed, made such an 
impression that the members of the Federation were estimated in 
the capitalist press at 4000, when 40 would have been much nearer 
the mark, just as die 1861 Red International was credited with 
fabulous revenues when its annual income amounted in fact to 
eighteen shillings. 

^ Shaw was on the point of joining/n»/e de mieux wdicn a tract 
entitled “ Why are the Many Poor ? ” fell into his hands. It was 
published by the Fabian Society, the name of wliich appealed to 
him, for it suggested an educated group. He got the Society’s 
address from the tract and turned up at their next meeting. 

The Fabian Society, like so many organisations devoted to 
f human welfare, began with a liigher conception of man than was 
warranted by the facts. A Scottish Rosmiman plnlosophcr named 
. Thomas Davidson, havmg spent many years of travel in Europe 
and America, presumably with his eyes shut, came to London and 
founded a Fellowslnp of die New Life. An origmal member was 
Havelock Ellis, and in view of the fact that it mcluded a future 
Bntish Prime Mimster, J. Ramsay MacDonald, there is little need 
to add that Its object was to reconstruct society “ in accordance 
with the highest moral possibihtics.” Its method was to found a 
colony of supenor persons somewhere m South Amenca and 
realise diose possibilities as an example to die rest of mankind. 
Certain members, notably Hubert Bland, were not convinced that 
Brazil was a more eligible field than England for the highest moral 
possibihties ; and some of them knew that dozais of such colonics 
had been founded in America and had either been absorbed by 
, capitahsm hke the Mormons and the Oneida Perfectionists or else 
been failures With a less elevated view of human nature, they split 
die Davidsonian circle and seceded from die Fellowship as a new 

1 Shaw told me that “ the description of Tanner in Man and SuJ'cman is a 
pen portrait of tire external Hyndman.’* 



body calling itself the Fabian Society, which explained its name on-; 
the title-page of its first tract: “ For the right moment you must 
wait, as Fabius did most pauendy, when warrmg against Hannibal,' 
though many censured his delays; but when the time comes youf 
must strike hard,' as Fabius did, or your waitmg will be in vain , 
and fruitless ” There is no Instoncal authonty for tins quotation.; 
It was mvented ad hoc by Frank Podmore, an emment member of- 
the Society for Psychical Research; and it was followed by the 
uncompromismg statement that “ the Fabian Society consists of 
Sociahsts ” 

In 1884 the Fabians were meetuig in the house of E. R. Pease, ^ 
also a Psychical Researcher. He later became die Society’s secretary^ 
and histonan •, and his address was 17 Osnaburgli Street, N.W. - 
Shaw lived just opposite. His first appearance at No. 17 was on-^ 
May 16th of that year (“ Tins meeting was made memorable by. 
the first appearance of Bernard Shaw,” he wrote m pencil beneadi.;; 
die minutes at a later date); and 1 ned the Society, then about. 
eight months old, on Sepf-nber eing elected to its Executive 
Committee die followmg) aiuar . he Fabians, thoughtful, clever,*; 
full of social compuncuon, wcF read, critic ab deadly serious but 
able to laugh at dienes-1 ,’ss on occasion, and all converted and\ 
avowed sociahsts, were ex_cdy the people whom he could work'; 
with and lead Their second tract, unnnst. -cably wntten by Shaw,' 
could have come from no other soaalist society. The language j 
and humour of n ..re not those of “ the many poor.” They- 
are “ educated ” and bour^rcoib to the last degree. Witness the' 
following extr.nrts: ■* ■ 

Under existtng circumstances, wealth cannot be enjoyed’ 
without dishonour, or foregone without misery.” j; 

The most striking result of our present system of farming out' 
the national land and capital to private individuals has been the- 
division of soaety into hostile classes, with large appetites and no 
d^ere at one extreme, and large dinners and no appetites at tlie^. 

The practice of entrusting the land of the nation to private, 
persons in me hope that they will make the best of it has beenr 
discredited by the consistency with which they have made tfie' 
worst of It. ^ 
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“ The established Government has no more right to call itself 
the State than the smoke of London has to call itself the weadier/' 

f 

But Shaw knew that the Fabian Society, to follow up Marx, 
must drop literary fireworks, and engage in a fact and figure war ; 
and for tliat he had already picked Ins man. 

Among the debaters at the Zetetical Society’s meetings in 1879- 
was a broad-browed fellow of 21, short, with small hands and feet, 
whose features reminded people of Napoleon III. He was a Millite 
in politics, an upper division civil servant by profession, and his 
name was Sidney Webb. “ The most fortunate thing that ever 
happened to me was finding Sidney Webb at a debating society and 
forcing my acquaintance on him,” Shaw told me recently. “'Each 
of us was the other’s complement. He knew cver^ahing that I 
didn’t know ; and I knew everydiing he didn’t know, which was 
precious little He was competent: I was incompetent. He was 
English • I was Irish. He was pohticaUy and administratively 
experienced : I was a novice. He was extraordinanly able and quite 
respectable : I was a futile Bohemian. He was an indefatigable 
investigator : I was an mtuitive gucsscr. I was an artist and a 
metaphysician : to him I was in both capacities a freak, but a 
clever, amusing and curable one Above all, he was simple, single 
and sohd, always true to Inmself: I was dramatic and as selflcssiy 
able to adopt five hundred different characters as Shakespear or 
Mohere, Dumas or Dickens. He was at all |)oints the very colla¬ 
borator I needed ; and I just grabbed liim.’’ 

This Macaulayish string of contrasts might be continued to 
show that the advantage was not all on one side. Shaw’s theatrical 
qualities made for publicity. They advertised themselves so cffcc- 
’ tivcly diat he has been described too often as an inveterate self- 
advcrtiscr. Webb’s qualities had no limelight on them. He could 
not or would not get into the papers ; Shaw could not keep out of 
them Webb could not dramatise himself and act the part; but 
Shaw could dramatise him even for himself. It was impossible to 
be close to Shaw without getting into his spodight. Nobody could 
say of Webb what Shaw said to liimself in those early days when 
he had done notliiiig but perpetrate novels wliich no publislicr 
would touch ; diat liis reputation grew with every failure. Later 
on he boasted of having fifteen reputations. Webb had none until 



bernardshaw 

he had one and one only, founded on a prodigious output of unique 
achievement But Shaw foresaw the achievement and anticipated 
it hy inventing die great Sidney Webb before the great Sidney 
actually existed. He had panache enough for two ; and panadie 
was something to which Webb could not stoop, it being imnatural 
to him, whilst it was part of Shaw s nature. Webb had sulficicnt 
sense of humour ; but he was not a bit of a buffoon ; and when 
comic rehef was needed to ease a situation Shaw’ ivas useful to him- 

On die whole dicy made an ideal couple. And there was the 
bond between them that umted all the Fabians : social compunc¬ 
tion, and the craze v/lnch Tolstoy’s children called JVcllt'crbcssc-' 
runoswahn ; die desne to make a better job of human socict)’ than 
capitalism w'as making of it. 

Shaw' told Webb about liis discover)' of die Fabian Sodety. 
They perambulated Whitehall togcdicr for hours on several suc¬ 
cessive days, dieir discussions ranging over—whatever such discus¬ 
sions range over. Webb w'as easily persuaded to attend a meeting 
of the new Society. Like Shaw he felt at home there, and joined. 

The new recruit was a human cnc^'clopicdia. His career as a 
young man had been dotted with prizes, cxliibitions and scholac- 
slnps Widi an ability to take m die cpitirc contents of a printed 
page at a glance and to photograph it uidchbly on liis mmd, widi 
a memory that retamed every smglc dimg that interested him, and 
a mental orderUiiess so precise diat no addition to Ins vast stores of 
knowledge could produce congestion, it was hardly surprising diat 
he should have been first m every examination for which he had 
entered As he w'as never bored, had a passion for knowledge and 
an ardour for service, the Fabian Society was as glad to receive 
him as he was glad to he received. The fact diat he could not use 
his hands, being unable to deal with a tyre puncture or drive in a 
nail was quite unimportant The fact that he could use Ins head, 
deal with an argument and dnve in a fact, w'as all-important. 

Ohvier w'-ere resident clerks in the Colonial 
Cftice, and Ohiier, a handsome revolutionar)' anstocrat, was also 
lopcd _m The Soaety, run so far by Bland and Ins talented and 
attraemre wife Edith Nesbit, was soon dominated by four men : 
Shaw, W,b, Ohvier, and die latter’s coUege friend, Graham 
WaUas. These four became members of the Hampstead Historic 
Club, which had grown out of a Marxist rcadmg circle, wdicrcui 
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** a young Russian lady used to read out ‘ Capital ’ in French to us 
until we began to quarrel.” Shaw, Webb and Olivier always 
walked together to Hampstead and back to attend the meetings of 
the Club which were held fortmghtly, at first m pnvate houses and 
later at die Hampstead Private Subscription Library^. There they 
discussed the economic evoludon of Europe and analysed all the 
gospels of soaal reform from More to Marx and Proudhon ; there 
too they worked out what came to be knovm as Fabian Sociahsm. 
All the members were on “ quite ruthless terms ” with one another, 
though It took them some time to get used to Shaw, whose method 
of settling any friction that arose was to betray the confidences of all 
die parties to it openly in a wildly exaggerated fonn, the effect of 
winch was that die grievance was forgotten m the general reproba¬ 
tion and denial of Shaw’s revelations Probably his peculiar appear¬ 
ance helped him as a humorist: lus complexion was dead white, 
his check and dim were decorated with orange patches of whisker, 
and someone likened his face to “ an unskilfully poached egg.” 

. The original Fabians were all over the shop as plidosopliical 
anarchists, barricade msurrectiomsts, atheists, currency cranks, 
Cliristian Sodahsts, single taxers, converts made by rcadmg vanous 
books, mcludmg the second part of Goethe’s Faust, and the Utopias ; 
but Bland, a typical suburban Tory'Democrat, had led the Fabian 
secession as a parliamentarian ; and when he was reinforced by the 
Shaw-Webb contingent the flood tide of constitutionahsm became 
irresistible, and aU compromises with the anarclusts were aban¬ 
doned. Shaw, when he was asked how long it would take to get 
socialism into working order, no longer rephed that “ a fortnight 
would be ample for the purpose ” He hammered m the wammg 
that the insurrcctiomst notion tliat capitalism m full swing on 
Monday, could be changed mto sociahsm in full swmg on Wednes¬ 
day by stormmg die Bastille on Tuesday was a delusion and a 
snare. Against the catastropluc and apocalyptic hot gospellers he 
appealed to the Fabian sense of humour, which effectively pre¬ 
vented diem from takmg themselves too senously. In fact the 
Shavian levity,^ irreverence, and occasional outbreaks of sheer 
nonsense, alienated many passionate reformers, who thought ” the 
drawmg-room sodahsts ” callous and cynical; but the new leaders 
were glad to be nd of them, and they went. 

. ^In Stanley House, High Street, Hampstead, \ 
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Shaw’s first reported public speech was made m January 1885 
before the Industnal Remuneration Conference, at wliich the 
Fabian Soaety, represented by two delegates, emerged from its 
drawing-room obscunty. Shaw opened Ins address in the following 
manner : “ It is the desire of the President that nothing shall be 
said diat might give pam to particular classes. I am about to refer 
to a modem class, burglars, and if dierc is a burglar present 1 beg 
him to beheve that I cast no reflection upon his profession. I am 
not unmindful of his great skill and enterprise ; liis risks, so much 
greater than those of the most speculative capitalist, extending as 
they do to risk of liberty and life, or of his abstinence ; nor do I 
overlook his value to the commumty as an employer on a large 
scale, m view of the cnmmal lawyers, policemen, turnkeys, gaol- 
builders and sometimes hangmen tliat owe their livelihoods to his 
daring undertakings. ... I hope any shareholders and landlords 
who may be present will accept my assurance tliat I have no more 
desire to hurt dieir feehngs than to give pain to burglars : I merely 
wish to point out that all three mflict on the commumty an mjury 
of precisely the same nature.” 


BLOODY SUNDAY 
IN TRAFALGAR SQUARE 

T rade depression culminated in the years 1886-7. The 
unemp^yed got out of hand. The Democratic Federation 
made the most of their opportumty and on a February day 
m '86 marched with the workless from Trafalgar Square to Hyde 
Park, passmg through Pall Mall whilst the pohee, through a 
Intake whmh cost their chief his place, were waitmg for them 
.ekewhere. The rich men gathered m their club wmdows to see 

IroWi. fancying that they were bemg mocked, 

broke the club windows, and went on to the Park, where they held 
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their meeting. Some of the stragglers looted a shop or two and 
held up the carriage of a lady by the Achilles Statue. Hyndman, 
John Bums and two odiers were arrested and tried as nngleaders ; 
but by good luck the foreman of the jury was an imposing Christian 
Socialist in whose hands die rest were sheep ; and die four were ■ 
acqmtted. This beginning of msurrection grew until it centred on 
a supposed right to hold meetings in Trafalgar Square. The cry of 
Free Speech rallied all the workers to die socialists. A grand mass 
meeting in the Square was amiounced for the 13th November, 
1887, thereafter to be known as Bloody Sunday. The pohce pro¬ 
hibited it under an Act which empowered them to “ regulate ” 
processions. Shaw read the Act (nobody else gave tuppence for 
it), and contended that a power to regulate was not only not a 
power to prolubit, but was a statutory recogmtion of the nght to 
process. On diis he held that the prohibition should be ignored 
•and the nght asserted. It was characteristic of the legal streak in 
liim that he should put himself technically m order m this way. 
He accordingly took part m the procession and was one of the 
speakers on ClerkenwcU Green, where the northern contingents 
assembled for the march. 

With him were Wilham Morris and Amue Besant, whom he 
had persuaded to jom the Fabians. She was easily the greatest public 
speaker in London, and possibly in Europe. No audience could 
resist her eloquence. Shaw spoke on the Green, exhorting the 
people to be orderly but resolute as they marched in dieir irresis¬ 
tible numbers to the Square. Shelley’s “ Ye are many : they are 
few ” was stiU able to delude him. 

It never did again. Morns went to a place at the head of the 
procession. Shaw took a more modest place just where he stood. ' 
Mrs. Besant asked Shaw, to whom she was deeply attached, whether 
she might march with him. He objected strongly to her r unning 
the nsk of a conflict with 'the police, and said that if she insisted 
she must look after herself; but her aggressive courage and deter¬ 
mination were not to be demed ; and die two marched together. 

All went well until they reached Bloomsbury. There, m the 
open space at the west end of High Holbom, they were astonished 
to meet the forward section of die procession ui frantic flight, 
pursued and bludgeoned by a handful of pohce.. 

It is possible that Mrs. Besant may have expected Shaw to do 
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He was listened to in dead silence, tlic audience hating hini. Shaw 
rose and seconded the amendment. He had not studied the history 
of the Pans Commune in vain. He explained m detail wliat a 
fight with the authontics meant. It meant, as they had just found 
to their cost, barricades. Barricades did not build themselves. Tlicy 
had to be made from overthrown buses and drays, and piles of 
furniture taken from the neighbouring houses and shops. Were 
they seriously prepared for all that ^ And the fire they had to face 
was not that of old-fashioned muzzle-loading muskets but of the 
new machine guns that sprayed bullets at the rate of 250 per 
minute. He, too, was listened to in uneasy silence. The audience 
loathed him. But they knew that the two cowardly defeatists were 
right. When the division was counted it was Mrs. Besant who 
was in a minority of one, deserted even by her seconder. 

Shaw had the satisfaction, such as it was, of carrying his legal 
point against the Government. In the prosecution of Graham and 
Burns the Crov/n dropped the Act under which the procession had 
been prohibited and proceeded under another statute. Finally it 
turned out that there was no right of meeting in Trafalgar Square, 
as It was legally the property of the Commissioner of Woods and 
Forests. By that time every one was sick of the subject, and glad 
to have this excuse to be rid of it. 

The last incident in the affair delighted Shaw. Leaving a 
Fabian meeting in the hall which is now the New Gallery, at 
which he had delivered a lecture, he found liimsclf close behind 
Cunninghamc Graham. A man said to Graham, “ Who is this 
Bernard Shaw anyhow ? What has he done ^ “ He v/as the 
first man to run away from Trafalgar Square on Bloody Sunday,” 
replied Graham with perfect ^gravity. 

Shaw told the story to every one except Graham. His comment 
v/as: “ He flattered me. I had not even that much sense.” 

He was sometimes reminded by the more pugnacious comrades 
that mobs do not always run away : liistory records their victories. 
How about the French Revolution, for instance ? On such occa- 
sions Shaw would reply by asserting that the French monarchy 
cou d have crushed the revolution if it had not been foolish enough 
to believe that Marie Antoinette’s gambling debts were more 
important than the wages of its soldiers, who did not fraternise 
with the mob until their pay was four years in arrear. The pay of 
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a London police constable in 1887 was only twenty-four shillings 
a week ; but it was never m arrear, and the pension was certain. 
Consequendy, though the constables were all proletarians, not one 
of them ever fraternised with the people or hesitated to knock 
diem about or do their worst against diem m the magistrates’ 
courts. It was true, he admitted, that though insurgent mobs began 
by running away, the defeat and humiliation started m them a 
suUen rage which, if the provocation continued long enough, made 
them murderous, destructive, even fearless He had felt die begin- 
nmgs of It m lumself But what good would their destructiveness 
do them ? If they murdered die police they destroyed their own 
security. If they burnt houses they would bum palaces and man¬ 
sions instead of burmng their own wretched slums If they 
demoUshed Buckingham Palace and the Houses of Parliament, and 
massacred the royal family and all the M P s, they would only be 
at die mercy of the first competent and ambitious adventurer who, 
in the character of a saviour of society, should collect enough 
money to hire, tram and equip an army and pay it regularly. Idee 
Cromwell, Napoleon, and the rest No : God save the people 
from themselves ! 

There was an important moral for Shaw 111 the whole affair, 
insignificant as it now seems A day or two after it occurred a man 
who had listened to Shaw’s speech on Clerkenwell Green stopped 
him in the street and reproached him bitterly for leadmg poor men 
into a defeat from which he could do nodung to rescue them. He 
had no defence agauist this accusation. He had never thought of 
himself as a leader nor felt the responsibilities of one Like all the 
nineteenth-century democrats he had assumed that “ the people ” 
had leadership, mitiative and pohtical wisdom in themselves, and 
that he was a person of no importance except as a mouthpiece of 
soaahsm. He now recalled how in the middle of the rout the other 
man had come to him with his “ Shaw : give us a lead. TeU us 
what to do,” only to unmask lus utter futility, and the helplessness 
of the crowd. It was not a pleasant awakening ; but it was a salu¬ 
tary one He broke away at once from Lincoln’s formula of 
government of the people by the people for the people Govern¬ 
ment of the people for the people by all means; that was demo¬ 
cracy ; and he was still a democrat But government by the 
people, no. “ Let them try writing their own plays first,” he said. 
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“ Govcmment is not everybody’s job. It is a h^bly skilled voca¬ 
tion ” He might have called himself a Tory Democrat had not 
that title been just taken by Lord Randolph Churclnll, who was 
not a sociahst. Shaw was convinced that democracy without 
soaolism is nonsense He would not even have the pcopc chooy 
their leaders “ They always choose the second best, he said. 
Later on he was to propose a scheme for allowing the people to 
choose, but restrictmg their choice to the competent. 

This hardening of Ins realism was the work of the police batons 

m Trafalgar Square 


THE UPSHOT AND END 
, OF FABIANISM 

Fabians were not in their element in the street fighting. 

I It was not their job. , As orators many of them eschewed the 
. 1 . street pitches, though Shaw liked the open air because the 
ventilation was good and “ you cannot have an unwillmg audience.” 
They were, said Shaw, “ overlooked m the excitements of die 
unemployed agitation ” Besides, it called for martyrdom, wliich 
he described as “ the only way m winch a man can become famous 
without ability.” They knew “ that property does not hesitate to 
shoot, and that now, as always, the unsuccessful revolutionist may 
expect calumny, perjury, cruelty, judicial and mihtary massacre 
witliout mercy ” ; and they fully intended to be at the State end 
of the gun if there was going to be any shooting Their philosophy 
expressed then personal feelmgs “ I am a tlnnker, not a fighter,” 
said Shaw. ” When the shootmg begins I shall get under tlie bed, 
and not emerge .until we come to real constructive business ”, a 
remark^ which show's that he was also an optimist because Ins 
revolutionary firiends would have begun constructive business by 
taking out their revolvers and if necessary lookmg for him under 
every bed in die kingdom 
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' At any rate, by 1887 the Fabians had got rid of their anarchists 
and odier irreconcilables, if indeed any such had ever existed. 
Henceforth their metliods were to be constitutional; tliey aimed 
at making sociahsm genteel. Thus Shaw would carefully explain 
that the principles of commumsm had already been accepted ui 
England : “ Most people will teU you tliat communism is known 
only in tliis country as a visionary project advocated by a handful 
of amiable cranks. Then they will stroll off across the common 
badge, along tlie common embankment, by the Hght of the 
common gas lamp shimng alike on the just and the unjust, up the 
common street, and into the common Trafalgar Square, where, on 
the smallest limt on tlieir part tliat communism is to be tolerated 
for an instant in a avilised couiitr)% they wiU be handily bludgeoned 
by the common policeman, and haled off to the common gaol. 
When you suggest to these people that the apphcation of commun¬ 
ism to the bread supply is only an extension, mvolvmg no nev/ 
principle, of its application to street hghtmg, they are bewildered.” 

The Fabian method of permeating every kind of organisation 
witli socialist principles was certainly more successful than the 
intransigent policy of tlie Democratic Federation, winch wanted 
to enhst the proletanat under its banner, start a revolt and then 
run the show itself. “ I could not carry on,” said Hyiidman, 
“ unless I expected the revolution at ten o’clock next Monday 
morning.” Though Shaw himself embraced the Fabian method, 
recognising that England was not npe for revolution, he was 
sceptical as to its ultimate sufficiency and rather despised the slow 
and cowardly alternative Addressing die Economic Section of die 
Biidsh Association at Bath m September ’88, he said what he felt; 
“ I venture to claim your respect for those enthusiasts who still 
refuse to beheve that millions of their fellow creatures must be 
left to sweat and suffer in hopeless toil and degradation wlnlst 
parhaments and vestries grudgingly muddle and grope towards 
paltry instalments of betterment. The nght is so clear, die wrong 
so intolerable, the gospel so convincing, that it seems to them that 
it must be possible to enlist the whole body of workers—soldiers, 
policemen, and all—under the banner of brotherhood and equality; 
and at one great stroke to set Justice on her nghtful throne. Unfor¬ 
tunately, such an army of hght is no more to be gathered from the 
human product of mneteenth-century civilisation than grapes are 
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to be gathered from thistles. But if we feel glad of that impossi- 
bihty ; if we feel reheved that the change is to be slow enough to 
avert personal risk to ourselves; if we feel anything less than acute 
disappointment and bitter humiliation at the discovery that there 
IS yet between us and tlie promised land a wilderness m which 
many must perish miserably of want and despair : then I submit 
to you that our mstitutions have corrupted us to the most dastardly 
degree of selfishness.” 

Although the Fabian was the only socialist group to achieve any 
sort of success, its memberslnp was always small, staiting with 
about forty and never greatly exceedmg two thousand. And 
although It became as respectable as the Church of England, its 
early hfc was nomadic ; for it was kicked out of Anderton’s Hotel, 
Fleet Street, after a tumultuous debate with the anti-state com¬ 
munists of die Socialist League, and expelled from the Dr. Williams 
Library m Gordon Square, where a Chnstian Sociahst clergyman, 
who held that the first of tlie Tliirty-Nine Articles of the Church 
of England is in fact a declaration of Atheism, alluded to Queen 
Victoria as “ a vulgar old German lady.” 

The Society was at a loss for a meeting place until Olmer, who 
had a vem of sardomc humour, bethought him of Willis’s Rooms, 
at that time a superselect chamber used for conferences by Cabmet 
''Mmisters, scientific bigwigs and bishops, where the chairman’s 
table was draped m enmson and furnished with silver candlesticks 
and two footmen m hveries of Spanish splendour were at his service. 
And all this for one gumea ! Ohvier’s unmistakably aristocratic 
appearance, and the learned title “ Fabian Society,” opened Willis’s 
. doors without quesUon ; and the So«ety met there until Willis’s 
discovered that the eighteenth century had long expired, and made 
a final bid for existence as a very expensive restaurant. 

A printed report of one of the meetings in Wilhs’s Rooms has 
come down to us. It is headed “ Butchered to make a Fabian 
holiday. The hberal politicians of that day included three hybrids 
caUed hberal-impenahsts; Herbert Asquith, Edward Grey and 
Richard Haldme. Haldane was by way of bemg a bit of a philo¬ 
sopher, as he had a fancy for collecting odd rehgious and utopian 
scy, was tolerant and very good-natured He was easily 
induced to accept an invitation from this queer Fabian Society to 
lecture to diem across the crimson table-cloth and the silver candle- 
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sticks, and perhaps knock a little common sense mto them. To Ins 
amazement he foimd himself m the hands of a group, not of 
utopian faddists, but of practised debaters and economists who 
knew the hberal creed inside and out, and had been tearing it to 
pieces for years. Shaw went for lum; Webb went for him; 
Graham Wallas finally murdered him in the best speech of the 
debate. Haldane took it in perfect good-humour. His physical 
build was much broader and stouter than any of the Fabians ; and 
when he said, “ If I am attacked by Mr. Webb I shall shelter myself 
behmd the burly form of Mr Bernard Shaw,” the evemng passed 
off with a laugh. Haldane lived not only to be Lord Chancellor 
but the first peer to join the new Labour Party 

If Asquith could have been persuaded to come to Willis’s Rooms 
the history of England might have been different. But he would 
stoop no lower than the Working Men’s College, which he patron¬ 
ised to the extent of delivermg there a most lucid exposition of 
university laisser-faire econoimcs. The Fabians were m the 
audience, waitmg for lum, licking their hps. At the end of his 
lecture he turned to leave the platform when Shaw rose and asked 
whether he was not gomg to discuss the question. Asquith, annoyed 
at what he regarded as a piece of impudence, said ” Certainly not,” 
and went out. It was the mistake of lus life, as the Fabians were 
• the only sociahsts who could have opened lus eyes as they opened 
Haldane’s. At least that was the Fabian view ; and the fact that 
Asquith, in spite of his perfect lucidity, finally passed out of date, 
gives weight to it. 

By that time the govemmg class, expert m taking up labour 
advocates, repubhcan mumapal soaalists, and others who showed 
enough serious abihty or popularity to be dangerous, and petting 
them until they were^ thoroughly tamed, was turmng its attention 
to the Fabians. At Beatrice Webb’s dinners m Grosvenor Road, 
where the food was wholesome but the drink wmeless, the only 
question bemg “ Beer or whisky, sir ? ” Cabmet Mmisters, backed 
by peeresses, were to be met. Shaw was actually heard of at dinners 
of the great, at which he amused himself by telhng the great ladies 
allotted to be taken in by lum and shepherded through the mazes 
of precedence, to go in when they pleased as “ nobody goes m 
before me.” 

But at last the politicians found out that instead of makmg use 
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of the Webbs tbe Webbs were making use of tliem and landing' 
them ui all sorts of measures which weie part of the drive towzvSs 
soaalism which they abhorred and meant to resist witli all tlieir 
nught The Fabians were defmitely and dcasively dropped by 
fashionable society. 

Shaw’s independent vogue as a plawright and a htcrary cele¬ 
brity grew to such an extent that every theatrical success of Ills 
produced its group of invitations from lion-himting hostesses ; but 
he was less polite in tins department than in politics and would not 
be a diner-out nor a soaety clown. The fact that some of liis lady 
fnends bad titles was due solely to bis happening to like them 
personally. He certainly did not seek them out as such. His 
formula was “ 1 am not proud Let them all come if they have any 
business with me,” An ambassador and a royal pnnee who ven¬ 
tured mto Adelphi Terrace on these teims were as well received 
as commoners, and the viscountesses, if not exactly sue a penny 
there, contributed some fast fnends to liis hst. 

I shall make no attempt to sum up the acluevements of the 
Fabian Society, or even to judge whether Shaw’s share in it was 
worth wlule Enough to say that the plutocrats were grateful. 
Notmg the Webbshavian demonstration of what could be done 
by state organisation, they changed Fabian Socialism mto State 
Capitahsm, wlule rctaming their property rights in the sources of 
production. Thus the work done by the Fabians effectually rem- 
forced capitahstic commerce and finance in the west. What was 
called socialism did not however become the state policy and 
religion in Russia, and Webb (then Baron Passfield) tried to induce 
his countrymen to learn from the U.S S.R.. instead of vituperatmg 
her leaders It was uphill work 

But m one respect Shaw s share in Fabian propaganda was 
certamly worth whale. He was singular among his fellow-workers 
111 his Ksthcticism ; and if it had not been for him Fahian Essays, 
published m December 1889, would have looked as imattractive 
hook It might have been called “ Soaahsm 
w ithout Tears. It was certainly Socialism Without Marx, as it 
discarded Ins value theory and made neither mention nor use of 
nis dialectic Shaw spared no pams over the editmg and artistic 
appearance of the volume He got Walter Crane to design tlie 
cover, and when the prmter did not come up to scratch he wrote 
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a lett^ to the reader of die Newcastle-on-Tyne publisher who had 
brought out Cashel Byron s Profession : 

“ Personally I have lost all faith m you, because I believe the 
artistic sense to be die true basis of moral rectitude : and a more 
^ hornble offence against Art than what you have put above Crane’s 
design on the cover of the Essays, has never been perpetrated even 
in Newcasde. I reject your handbill with disdam, with rage, with 
contumelious epithets. You must re-set the authors’ names in the 
same type as ‘ pnee one shilUng,’ and die words ‘ Essays by ’ must 
on no account be m a different type. To aim at having as many 
different founts as possible on the same sheet is worthy of a jobbing 
printer at work on a bookmaker’s handbill ; but that you who turn 
out your-Camelot tide-pages so well should condescend to such 
barbarism simply destroys my faith in human nature. . . . Of the 
hellish ughness of the block of letterpress headed ‘ What the Press 
says,’ I cannot trust myself to write, lest I be betrayed into intem¬ 
perance of language. . . . Some time ago you m.entioned some¬ 
thing about changing the cover of Cashel Byron, and introducing a 
design of some pugilistic kmd Tins is to give you formal notice 
that if you do anything of the sort without first submitting die 
cover to me, I will have your heart’s blood. 

“ Yours respectfully, 

“ G Bernard Shaw.” ' 


A ROMANCE ' 

B y some curious mischance professional reformers nearly 
always dislike one another and quarrel This may be due 
'to the fact that only violently self-assertive men try to 
meddle with the universe, or that reformers have a Ingher opimon 
of themselves than other men, or that they are too much alike and 
hate to see their defects in another. Whatever the cause, the 



idealists who fight for the under-dog always end by fighting one 
another for the place of upper-dog. H^mdman quariellcd with^ 
ever)' one in the Democratic Federation who attempted to behave 
hke Hyndman and at last he was left with a crowd of humble 
disciples but only one Hyndman. 

An early member of the Democratic Federation was a very 
famous man, Wdham Morns, who before he became a socialist 
had made a pubhc reputation as the poet of The Earthly Paradise, 
and a more esoteric one as an artist-craftsman, lus furniture, designs 
and wallpapers having revolutionised many domestic interiors. 
Kelmscott House m Hammersmith, and the unaltered medieval 
manor house m Gloucesterslure, with the famous Merton factory, 
made a Mecca to which artists resorted fiom all parts of Great 
Britam, from France and Amenca Notlung m the two houses was 
“ interesting ” , everything was either handsome or useful, and 
mostly both , but there were no mirrors, which perhaps explains 
why the owner was so like a Viking, his hair and beard, though' 
nght and proper to lum, suggesting that combs, brushes and razors 
were equally outside his scheme His suit and shirt were blue ; and 
Andrew Lang wrote of the shock of meeting his favourite poet and 
mistaking him for a ship’s purser. When he read his own verses 
he shifted his weight rhythmically from one foot to the other hke 
an elephant He was subject to attacks of gout and to a form of 
epilepsy which exploded m bursts of temper that left him shattered 
and apologetic. At pubhc meetings, whenever a speaker irritated 
him, he would tug smgle hairs from lus moustache, growling very 
audibly, “ Damfool 1 damfool ! ” 

At first he was humbly ready to accept the leadership of Hynd¬ 
man or any other leader who could lead, having no conceit of 
himself in that capacity. Hyndman, a Brilliantly clever and self- 
assured man who always took his owm leadership as a matter of 
course, accepted this position without a doubt as to its propriety. 
Morns was not m the least self-assured, and nobody would ever 
have dreamt of calling lum bnlhantly clever. He was simply what 
IS known as a great man ; but as he was entirely and mcorruptibly 
ESthcnc, ms greatness was appreciated only by cultivated 
people who knew Iiim mtimately. He sought Shaw’s acquaint- 
micc because he was amused by the opemng chapters of An 
Unsocial Socialist, Shaw’s fifth and last novel. Rejected by all the 
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publishers it appeared in a mondily magazine called To-Day 
winch Henry Hyde Champion, Hyndman’s lieutenant, had just 
. purchased. 

Shaw, himself a bom aesthete, saw at a glance that Hyndman, 
in assummg the leadership of Morns, was biting off more than he 
could chew He rapidly found favour with Morns, was invited to 
Kehnscott House, and became a frequent and favounte Fabian 
lecturer in the little meetmg hall, a converted coach house 
attached to it, and still (1940) apparendy unchanged. He was not 
at all surprised when H^oidman and Morns presently quarrelled, 
not only because he held that Englishmen always quarrel, but 
because die two were both the sons of rich parents and, having 
had no personal experience of poverty to tame them, had all the 
petulance which tliis exceptional condition produces in strong 
personalities. 

The occasion of the quarrel was of no consequence ; but there 
was a terrific flare-up in the committee of the Federation ; and 
Morris, though commanding a majority, marched Ins men away 
to form The Socialist League, which for some years spent his 
money and wore out Ins patience by its continual quarrelling, its 
hopeless ignorance and incompetence, and its pretence on demo¬ 
cratic pnnciples to equality with him. When he left it, the League 
died mstandy *, and Morris, admitting that he supposed sociahsm 
must come in Sidney Webb’s way, reformed his few sensible 
disciples as the quiet httle Hammersmith Socialist Society, which 
escliewed parliamentary politics and delivered the pure milk of the 
communist gospel on Sundays until his death m 1896 He did not 
live to see the Russian question and the Irish question, after years 
of talk m parliaments and dumas, settled at last by blood and iron 
as if Sidney Webb had never been bom. 

As to Hyndman, he changed his Democratic Federation into a 
Soaal-Democratic Federation ; and though it never federated any- 
tlimg or anybody he kept it together as a little band of Marxists 
(really devoted Hyndmamsts) until Marxist Russia backed out of 
the Four Years War at Brest Litovsk, when his British patriotism 
blazed forth in a funous denunciation of Lenin as the arch¬ 
scoundrel of the universe, whilst Shaw and Webb stood fast and 
said, “ Lenm’s side is our side.” Shaw was wrong, however, in 
saymg of Hyndman “ He will never die : he will survive us all ” 
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He did die, but not until, at tlic age of 8o, he married a young 
■woman who, after Ins death, comirutted suicide because she could 
not bear to hve wthout linn. 

Thus, in the last -years of die nineteenth century, avowed self- 
conscious Enghsh socialism was represented by ^ four^ bodies: 
Hyndman’s Federation, Morris’s League, Flcadlani’s Guild of St. 
Matdiew, and the Fabian Society. The first three did not survive' 
their founders, and never had any effect in Dowmng Street. The 
Fabian Society, when its old leaders practically retired from its 
counsels, was swamped m the Labour Party it had itself created 
Webb had outgrown its resources and had side-tracked it by found¬ 
ing the London School of Economics and The New Statesman. 
However, its annual series of public lectures, at which Shaw was 
the star speaker until his retirement from the platform “ through 
advancmg years” in 1933, kept it to the fore as a propagandist 
centre , and though Shaw’s retirement led to some finanaal diffi¬ 
culties which obliged it for the first time to modify its subscription 
terms, which had before been entirely voluntary (with no rule 
except Pay What You Can Afford, and, if you stopped paymg 
anything for too long, bemg struck off die mcmberslnp roll), the 
Society began to show signs ofrenewed Bfe in younger hands. By 
then Shaw was too old to take any part m the revival. 

These lectures taught Shaw another lesson They were of his 
best, and his platform colleagues were liighly selected, able, and 
masters of their subjects. They attempted to solve all the current 
problems, to give all die relevant facts, and to suggest all the 
feasible remedies. They v/ere sufficiently well kno'wn to have every 
claim on public attention ; and the country cryoyed what it called 
a Free Press Yet not one of their lectures was reported ; and as 
dicy all spoke extempore from a few notes diat went mto tlie waste 
paper basket at the end of the evening, the lectures got no farther 
diaii the audience, whilst m the next day’s newspapers the platitudes 
and worn-out party^ slogans of every parliamentary careenst were 
quoted as if they were oracles. Shaw’s lectures coveied a whole 
scheme of modem religion, psychology, and philosophy. Not a 
word of them would now remain were it not that die substance 
of diem IS recorded m the prefaces which appeared m his volumes 
of plays It IS true diat syllabuses of die lectures were prmted in the 
prospectuses; but Shaw never in his lectures made the smallest 
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reference to tlic syllabus (Why say things twnce over? he said when 
remonstrated with) just as lus prefaces made no reference to the 
plays and were entirely independent of tlicm - Freedom of the 
Press, he said, means freedom to Suppress. At last the Society fell 
back on written lectures and had them published ; but tliis was 
after Shaw’s retirement. 

So much for tlic socialist societies with whom Shaw’s public 
destiny was concerned. Let us return to his private relations with 
Morns. He was surpnsed, not disagieeably, to learn that Morns - 
had foimd one of his novels readable. (Morns could read anything 
except Wordswordi.) When tliey met they got on very well 
togedier ; for the Federation had not yet split, nor had the Fabian 
Society yet developed the policy winch later on threw it into con- 
flia widi die Sociahst League. Shaw’s economic lucidity and 
fertility in illustration were exaedy what Morris needed to comple¬ 
ment his art doctnne, and to dispose of the Plnhstine opponents to • 
whom art meant nothing diat Was not eccentric and disreputable 
In their private intercourse soaalism was never mentioned Men 
who could talk to one anodicr about die stained’ glass and twelfth- 
century statues m Chartres, and the diurdics of San Zeno in Verona 
and San Ambrogio m Milan, were not likely to squabble about 
Marx’s theory of value., Shaw knew the value, not only of die 
twelfth-century statues, but of WiUiam Morrisfand readily under¬ 
stood his medieval and Chaucenan side, winch seemed merely 
affected and ridiculous to die Phihstines. 

His conquest of Morris was completed by the Nordau uicident. 
Nordau was being accepted as a great authority on art by the presses 
of America and Europe, mainly because he denounced all the 
leaders in modem art, includuig Morris, as morbid degenerates ; 
and Shaw knew as well as Morris that, as he put it, Nordau did 
not ^ow enough about art to know that he knew nothuig about 
1. Shaw, m a review of Nordau’s Entartung (Degeneration) 
which IS now entitled The Sanity of Art, cut Nordau into bits, a 
jo over winch Mtyris would have sirnply lost his temper, Morris 
Was oundlessly dehghted. His rule that it is waste of time to talk 
o a man who^does not know what he is talking about now operated 
u y m Mw s favour ; and dienceforth Shaw was admitted as an 
a ept and given access to the stores of knowledge which Moms, 
pparently a petulant and violently prejudiced veteran who would 
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tolerate nodiing later than Chaucer and Van Eyck except the 
pictures of his fnend Burne-Jones, had up Ins sleeve all the time. 

These good relations were not disturbed when the Fabian 
Soaety, setting out to capture parliament, had to fight pitched 
battles witli the anti-state commumsts of the Socialist League. I 
asked Shaw fifty years later how he had managed to get round tliis 
clash Shaw replied that between tlie two there was no clash, 

“ The truth is,” he wrote, “ that tliough Morns died long before 
die foundation of die Labour Party in Parliament, and its accept¬ 
ance as the official Opposition and &ially as the Govemment under 
a socialist Pnme Munster, had brought the Fabian pohey to the 
test of expenence and smashed it, Morris knew by instinct that die 
Westminster Parhameut would sterilise the socialists, corrupt or 
seduce them, and change them from intransigent revolutionists 
into mtnguers for Cabmet rank as Yesmen and bunk merchants in 
the service of die govermng class, claimmg all the time that they , 
represented the interests of the proletariat I was tiventy-two years 
younger than Morns, and had not then gone into the history and 
nature of the Westmmster Party system. Besides, democracy as an 
ideal with a big D still influenced Parliament very strongly. Its 
reahsation by adult suffrage was nearly dnrty years off; the Insh 
question was still apparendy making its way to constitutional 
setdement dirough Parhament under Parnell; the question of 
commumsm m Russia did not yet exist; and the dictatorslnps 
winch now fill the European landscape were undreamt of. As to ' 
Ramsay MacDonald, he was known then only as a very intransi¬ 
gent socialist whose chances of getting into parhament were 
infinitesimal. Yet I had my share of Morns’s instmct. I knew and 
preached that the Marxian Class War was not really a class war, as 
half the proletanat was parasitic on property and was keeping the 
whole south of England as conservative as Bond Street or Oxford 
University ; but I knew that it was none the less a war ; and I 
very much doubted whether capitalism would give in wndiout 
bloodshed. However, I also saw that the parliamentary padi had 
to be explored to its utmost limits—to breakmg pomt m fact— 
before any one would listen to more revolutionary proposals ; and 
anyhow the Leaguers were impossible m committee as compared 
to the Fabians ; so when they attacked us I fought them for all I 
was worth. But aU the time I was much more Mornsian than they 
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were or ever could be ; and so our pnvate relations were never 
spoilt. And then; you see, I am not an easy man to quarrel with 
even when my opponents hate me, winch Morns ccrtamly didn’t. 
Not to mention, by the way, that I was much less trying to Mrs. 
Morris as a socialist mtruder in her beautiful house, than some of 
the comrades who occasionally pushed m and did not know when 
to go away.” 

And so the Morns family enjoyed Shav/s wit and common 
sense and did not limit him to the Sunday evenings in the coach 
house. Morris even found a name for liis idiosyncrasy. “ The word 
Shavian,” Shaw told me, “ began when Wilham Morris found in 
a medieval MS. by one Shaw the marginal comment ‘ Sic Shavius, 
scd meptc.’ It provided k much needed adjective; for Shawian is 
obviously impossible and unbearable.” 

They made a curious pair when debatmg at the Kelmscott 
House mcetmgs, which all the thoughtful young men of the day 
attended One particularly thoughtful .'young man named H.G.. 
Wells described Shaw as “ a rav/, aggressive Dubliner,” lean, “ with 
a thin flame-coloured beard beneath his 'white illuminated face.” 
Another referred to Morris’s odd way of dirusting his hands belnnd 
liis back as if afraid he might be tempted to assault Shaw. Someone 
said that Shav/ was a mixture of Mephistopheles and Jesus Christ. 
Certainly Ins chnstian charity could be absolutely diabolic, for 
when Morris was growling savagely Shav/ w''as smiliiig sweetly. 

' Mrs Morris took no part in Morns’s sociahst activities, and 
never appeared at the suppers winch followed the Sunday evemiig 
lectures. Jenny Morns, the elder of two daughters, also remained 
aloof and invisible ; and Shaw did not meet her until she became a 
lifelong invalid through the inlierited epilepsy, which m Morns 
himself produced nothing worse than explosions of temper. But 
May lyioms, tlie younger daughter, took up her father’s socialism 
and appeared as hostess at the suppers. Her beauty, and her won¬ 
derful Rossettian dressing, made a grave and mystical impression 
on Shaw, quite unlike the ordinary sexual entanglements m winch 
he was involved elsewhere. When they were botli old people she 
asked him for a chapter on Morns for the last volume of her edition 
of his collected works. He compHed ; and into tins chapter he 
interpolated, for her private perusal, die story of their early love 
affair. Her first comment was “ Really, Shaw ! ” but on further 
E.s. D 
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Suddenly, to my utter stupefaction, and I suspect to that of 
Morris also, the beautiful daughter married one of the comrades ” 

The happy man was Henry Halhday Sparhng, a sociahst 
litterateur for whom Morris had found some employment on the 
Itelmscott Press 

“ Tins was perfectly natural, and entirely my own fault for 
taking the Mystical Betrothal for granted ; but I regarded it, and , 
still regard it m spite of all reason, as the most monstrous breach 
of faith in the history^ of romance The comrade was even less 
eligible than I, for he was no better off fmanctally ; and. though 
he could not be expected to know tins, his possibilities of future 
eminence were more limited. But he was a convmced Socialist and 
regular speaker for die Cause, and Ins character was blameless ; so 
diere was nothing to be done but accept the situation. Apparently . 
my hnndess imagination had deceived me m the matter of the 
Mystical Betrothal. 

' “ But it had not deceived me in the least. For it presendy 

happened that the overwork and irregular habits of the combina- 
rion of continual propaganda with professional artistic activities, 
which killed Morns ten years before his nme, reduced me to a 
condition in which I needed rest and change very pressmgly. The 
young couple thereupon invited me to stay widi them for awhile. 

I accepted, and so found myself most blessedly resting and content 
in their house, which had the Moms charm ; for she had inherited 
her father’s sense of beauty and also his hterary faculty in a form 
curiously Miltomc as well as Mornsian. Everything went well for 
a time m that menage a trois She was glad to have me m the house ; 
and he was glad to have me because I kept her m good humor 
and produced a cuisme that no mere husband could ehcit. It was 
probably the happiest passage m our three hves. 

“ But the violated Betrothal was avenging itself. It made me 
jBrom the first the centre of the household , and when I had quite 
recovered and there was no longer any excuse for staying unless I 
" proposed to do so permanently and parasitically, her legal marriage 
dissolved as all illusions do ; and the mystic marriage asserted itself 
irresistibly. I had to consummate if or vanish.” 

Sparling’s account of the menage a trots virtually confirmed' 
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Shaw’s, tiiough, blowing nothing of the inysticai betrothal, he 
tlionght Sha\v had betrayed him. He told Holbrook Jackson (from 
whom I had it) that after completely captivating his wife Sliaw 
suddenlv disappeared, leaving bcliind him a desolated female who 
might have been an iceberg so far as her future relations with her 
husband went 

Shaw goes further into the pros and cons of the situation * 

“ When It became eaident that the Bctrotlial would not suftor 
this to be an imiocent arrangement the case became complicated. 
To begin widi. the legal husband was a friend whose conduct 
towards me had alwa\’s been irreproachable. To he welcomed m 
his house and then steal bs wife v/as revolting to my sense of honor 
and soaally inexcusable ; for though I w'as as extreme a freethinker 
on sexual and rehgious quesnons as any sane human being could 
be, I was not die dupe of the Bohenuan Anarchism that is very 
common m sociahst and literars’ arclcs. I knew' that a scandal would 
damage both of us and damage The Cause as well, it seems casv 
in view of my later position to have sat down together as three 
friends and arranged a divorce ; but at that tone I could not afford 
to marry and I was by no means sure diat he could afford to be 
divorced Besides, I hated die idea of a prosaic and even mercenar)' 
marriage: that, somehow’ or otlicr, w'as not on the plane of the 
Mpric Betrodial. The more I reasoned about the situation die 
worse it was doomed to appear. So I did not argue about it. I 
vanished. 

“ Then die vengeance of die violated Betrothal consummated 
Itself in a transport of tragedy and comedy For the husband 
vanished too ! The menage whicli had prospeied so pleasandy as a 
menage a trois proved mtolerahle as a mhtJige a deux. This marriage, 
W'hich ail the m^'sde powers had forbidden from tlic first, went to 
pieces when the unlucky pair uo longer had me between them Of 
the particulars of the rupture I Imow nodiing but in the upshot 
he fled to the Continent and eventually submitted chivalrously to 
being divorced as the guilty party, though the alternative was 
cechmcaily arranged for hmi. [f I recollect aright he married agam, 
^ hope more suitably, and lived as happily as he might 
until his death, which came sooner than an actuarv’ would Iiai'C 
predicted. 
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“ The beautiful one abolished him root and branch, resuming 
her famous maiden name, and, for all I could prove, abolished me 
too. But I laiew better 

“ Forty years or so later I was motoring one day tlirough 
Glostcr when the spell of Kelmscott Manor came upon me. I 
turned off the high road from Lechlade to Oxford and soon found 
, myself in the church with the tempting candlesticks that nobody 
ever stole, and at the grave of William and Jane Morns, which I 
had never seen before I was soon on the garden flagway to the 
ancient door of the Manor House It was opened by a young lady 
whose aspect terrified me She was obviously strong enough to 
take me by die scruff of the neck and pitch me neck and crop out 
of the curtilage ; and she looked as if for two pins she would do it 
as she demanded sternly who I was. I named m)^elf apologetically. 
The Mystical Betrotlial, strong as ever, operated at once, though 
the athlenc lady (Miss Lobb) could have loiown notliing about it. 
She threw the door wide open as if I belonged to the place and 
had been away for ten minutes or so ; and presently the beautiful 
daughter and I, now harmless old folks, met agam as if nodung 
had happened ” 

Though the romance is thus permitted to close widi an episode 
more appropriate to a play by Barrie than a polemic by Shaw, the 
reahty, as always, had a Shakespearean quality. 

Sparling’s second marriage, to a Scotswoman, was an 
extremely happy one ; yet, such is the nature of man, he never 
forgave Shaw for making it possible, behevmg, m spite of the 
sequel, that Shaw had been deliberately disloyal to him Few 
romantic readers will forgive Shatv for being so loyal. The lady 
can hardly have done so 

May Morris died at Kelmscott on October i6th, 1938. After 
reading the account of then relationship, I asked Shaw whether at 
their last meeting she had referred to the Mystic Betrothal. “ No, 
no,” said Shaw ; “ besides, my wife was present ” By that tmie 
May had lost the beauty that had made Burne-Jones paint her as 
the lovely girl on lus Golden Stans. It may have disappeared with 
her happiness; for someone who knew her well when she was 
about forty desenbed her to me as tall and masculme, with a 
moustache. 'Shaw, prompted by me, remembered the moustache. 
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but maintained that it made a pair of Imcs so decorative that they 
would have enclianted the finest Maori tattoo-artist. Otherwise, 
he said, “ do you suppose she would have kept them when the 
famtest touch of a razor would have removed them ? Hang it^^l, 
man, it was neither a Victor Emmanuel nor a Chaplm-Hitler ! 


THE READING ROOM 

T he Shaws remained at 13 Victoria Grove for about four' 
years after the arrival of G B S. in London , then, reahsmg 
at last that they could not afford a whole house, they went 
to a first floor in Fitzroy Street, where they lodged m die last 
house on the left before reaching Fitzroy Square, going north ; 
after diat they moved to a second floor m 36 Osnaburgh Street, 
now St Cadierme’s Home, but for a bnef space, as Shaw said, St. 
Bernard’s Home Fmally, Mrs Shaw and her son occupied the 
two top floors of No. 29 Fitzioy Square, her daughter bemg dien 
on die stage and frequently tourmg the provmces m the hglit operas 
winch preceded the musical comedies. Shaw has left a grossly 
exaggerated picture of Fitzroy Square m the early mnetics: 

“ I live, when I am at home, in a London square which is in a 
state of transition from the Russell Square private house stage to 
the Soho or Golden Square stage of lettmg for afl. sorts of purposes. 
There are a couple of clubs, widi ‘ bars ’ and social musical eveiungs, 
not unrelieved by occasional clog dances audible a quarter of a mile 
off. There is a residence for the staff of a monster emponum winch 
employs several talented tenors belnnd its counters. There is a 
volunteer headquarters in winch the band practises on die first 
floors wlnlst the combatants tram diemselves for the thousand yards 
range by shootmg through Morris tubes m the area. Yet I have 
sat at work on a summer evenmg, with every window m the square 
open and all these resources m full blast, and found myself less 
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disturbed than I have been by a single private pianoforte, of the 
sort that the British householder thinks ‘ brilhant,’ played by a 
female with no music m her whole composition, simply gettmg up 
an ‘ accomplishment ’ either to satisfy her own vamty or to obey 
the orders of her misguided mother Now if such females had 
spmets to play on instead of pianos, I should probably not hear 
them. Agam, take the fiddle. It is’a good sign, no doubt, that it is 
so much more generally practised than it used to be. But it is a 
terribly powerful instrument m neighbourhoods where only 
milhonaires can afford to live m detached houses.” 

A great deal of Shaw’s time during the first mne years of his 
life in London was spent in the readmg room of the Bntish Museum, 
which was his study and library as the Fabian Executive was Ins 
umversity. He worked there daily, to the moral and mtellcctual 
benefit of “ not less.than a miihon people”—his own cautious 
estimate of those who had seen his plays and read Ins articles. 

No place in die world holds such an assortment of oddities as 
may be seen at any hour of the day in the readmg room of the 
British Museum, where the revolutionist who would reform the 
world with dynamite sits next to the scholar who would fault at the 
sight of a, split infinitive, where the man who would murder any 
one for love jostles the man who could not commit adultery for 
money, where the pnest who is compiling the life of a saint raises 
,a pyramid of books between himself and the fellow who is enjoying 
a treatise on pornography It is an extraordinary gathering, com¬ 
posed clnefly of budding Lenins and broken Samuel Butlers, but 
containing every sort of cunosity, from earnest seekers to heavy 
sleepers Though not a fruitful mart for money-makers, racketeers 
may graduate theie with advantage, as an experience of Shaw’s 
proved: 

“ I remember once, at a time when I made daily use of the 
reading room of the Bntish Museum—a magnificent communistic 
institution—I gave a ^2 copymg joh to a man whose respectable 
poverty would have moved a heart of stone : an cx-schoolmastcr, 
whose qualifications were out of date, and who, through no par¬ 
ticular fault of his own, had drifted at last into the reading room 
as less literate men drift mto Salvation Army Shelters He was a 
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*-nl'cr, well-spoken, wcll-conductcd, altogether unobjectionable 
nn-Ti, rec>llY fond of reading, and cmmcntly eligible for a good turn 
of thc lind I did him. His first step m the matter was to obtain from 
ire rn advance of five shillings ; his next, to sublet the commission 
to mother person in similar circumstances for one pound fifteen, 
and so get it cnarcly oft* his mind and return to Ins favonte books 
I'ins second, or rather third parry, however, required an advance 
from my acquaintance of onc-and-sixpence, nominally to buy 
urper, really to go out for a dnnk, havnig obtamed which, he 
handed over tlic contract to a fourth party, who was wiUing to do 
it for one pound thirteen and sixpence. Speculation raged, for a 
ih\ or two as the job was passed on ; and it reached bottom at last 
in "the hands of the least sober copyist in tlie room, who actually 
did tlic v.'ork for five sliilhngs, and borrowed endless sixpences 
from me from that tunc to the day of licr death, wbicli each 
sivptncc probably accelerated to the extent of fourpence, and 
staved off to the extent of twopence.” 

fjiiaav learnt a lot about human nature as well as from books 
..a the reading room, and people who tlunk some of Ins more 
fantasuc creations far-fctchcd would revise their opinions after 
spending a few months in the Shavian hbrar)'. Three of the 
airious char.actcrs who frequented die rcadmg room in Ins day 
appealed lo some of his mam interests and deserve a place in his 
bmgraphy The fiibi was Thomas Tyler : 


“ Throughout the eighties at least, and piohably for some years 
lx tore, the Briusn Museum reading room was used daily by a 
pc’rdcm.aq ot .such a-stonislung and crushing ughness that no one 
v.luj had once seen him could ever dicrcaftcr forget hun. He was 
of t. tr^complcxion, rather golden red than sandy ; aged between 
iorts-n\c .and •'ixty ; and dressed in frock coat and taU hat of pre- 
wnt.'ldc but never new appearance His figure was rectangular, 
v.aisnriis, necklcss, anklclcss, of middle height, looking shortish 
5v*s be was not particularly stout, there was nothing 

s..?,t,rr about him. His ughness was not unamiablc : it was acci- 
wicnnl, c cresccnuah Attached to liis face from die left 
tir to point of lus cliiii was a monstrous goitre, which hung 
u ‘.'.n to O', collar Ixmc, and w-as vciy inadequately balanced by a 
» o. one on Ins right eyelid Nature’s malice was so overdone 
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in liis case that it somehow failed to produce the effect of repulsion, 
it seemed to have aimed at. When you first met Thomas Tyler 
you could thmk of nothmg else but whether surgery could really 
do nothing for Inm But afeer a very brief acquaintance you never 
thought of his disfigurements at ail, and talked to him as you might 
to Romeo or Lovelace ; only, so many people, espeaally women, 
would not risk the prehminary ordeal, that he remained a man 
apart and a bachelor all his days. I am not to be fiightcned or 
prejudiced by a tumor ; and I struck up a cordial acquaintance with 
him, in the course of which he kept me pretty closely on the track 
of ins work at the Museum, in winch I was then, like himself, a 
daily reader.” 

Tyler was a specialist in pessimism, translated Ecclesiastes, and 
wrote a book on Shakespeare’s Sonnets, in which he wrongly 
identified “ Mr. W. H.” with the Earl of Pembroke and guessed 
the “ black mistress ” to be Mary Fitton. Shaw reviewed tins book, 
thereby making the world conscious of Tyler’s theories. 

Another strange character witli.whom Shaw must have rubbed 
shoulders m the readmg room was Samuel Butler, whose views on 
evolution put Shaw on the track which led to Ins own lehgion; 
but they did not become acquamted till later. Shaw told me tliis 
story of Butler : 

“ In my early days I was a member of the West Central Branch 
of the Fabian Society. The Branch consisted of four members : 
myself, tlie secretary, the treasurer, and a gentleman who was 
crazy on the subject of bimetalhsm. The secretary spent the whole 
of his spare time in writmg to famous men asking them to lecture 
to the Branch. Some of them, Mr. Gladstone for one, were cour¬ 
teous enough to decline the honor , the rest didn’t reply. No one 
ever turned up at tlie meetings. I myself never turned up. The 
bimetallist had a clear run for his money. 

“ Then one day my eye lit on the aimouncemcnt that Samuel 
Buder was going to lecture to the Branch on the Odyssey, the 
femmine authorslup of wliich he was then bent on proving. I felt 
sure he hadn’t the smallest idea of what he had let lumscif in for. 
His audience would consist at the outside of six persons, one of 
whom would almost (xrtainly- embroil him in a discussion on 
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bimetallism. So I wrote to everyone I could think of, begging 
them to come and if possible gag the bimetallist I extracted pro¬ 
mises from about forty, quite twenty of whom turned up ; so 
Butler addressed the largest gathering the Branch had ever been 
able to muster. 

“ Halfway through the lecture there was a pause while Butler 
consulted his notes The opportunity was too good to be missed. 
Up got the bimetallist But as I had prepared for this, he sat down 
again under the persuasion of two strong men posted on either, 
side of him. Butler’s lecture was so interesting and his maimer so 
engaging that after one more abortive attempt the bimetallist 
forgot the currency question and borrowed my copy of the Odyssey, 
which he returned at a later date with a number of marginal notes 
on bimetallism At the meeting I opened the debate by agreeing 
enthusiastically that Nausicaa wrote the Odyssey. Nobody dis¬ 
sented . and Butler went home satisfied and rather gratified.” 

As an influence on his career, apart from his soul, the tliird 
character was of infinitely greater consequence to Shaw. Tins was 
William Archer, who was to become famous as a dramatic critic 
and as the English translator of Ibsen’s plays Archer was a tall 
good-lookmg Scot, whose expression of austere reserve quite con¬ 
cealed his emotions. People thought he had no sentiment and no 
humour, and his fnendship with Shaw was founded on the latter’s 
quick realisation that he had a large allotment of both. Some dozen 
years after they had formed a friendship in the readmg room Shaw 
wrote of Archer : “ He has the reputation of being inflexible, 
impartial, rather cold but scrupulously just, and entirely incor¬ 
ruptible. I believe tins impression is produced by Ins high cheek¬ 
bones, tlie ascetic outlme of his chin and jaw, and Ins habit of 
wearing a collar which gives his head the appearance of being 
wedged by the neck mto a jampot ” Towards the close of Ins 
career as a dramatic critic Archer was able to boast that he had, 
slept through the greater part of the world’s drama ” from 
opnocles to Shaw, which partly explains why he was always so 
lappy m the dieatre and why he and Shaw, though temperamen¬ 
tally poles apart, remained such good'friends. 

Archer made the fipt move He frequently found himself sitting 
next to a cUow of about his own age whose appearance was as 
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peculiar as his tastes. A man with a pallid slaii and bright red hair 
and heard, who read Marx’s Das Kapttal 111 die intervals of studying 
lan orchestral score of Wagner’s Tristan und Isolde, was strange 
enough to provoke die interest of a less mquisitive man than Archer. 
At any rate Shaw’s face, combmed widi ins taste, was his fortune, 
because Archer made his acquaintance and started Inni on liis career 
as a critic by getting him books to review at two guineas a diousand 
words for The Pall Mall Gazette, dien edited by W T. Stead. This 
was a godsend to Shaw, who had just been turned down as a book- 
reviewer for The St. James’s Gazette because die editor, Frederick 
Greenwood, to whom Hyndman had recommended Shaw as 
“ another Heme,” was horrified by the indifference to die death 
of his wife displayed by a character in one of Shaw’s novels 

A htde later the picture cnQc of The World died and the editor 
Edmmid Yates asked Ins dramatic critic Archer to double the jobs. 
Archer was on the pomt of refusmg, for the absurd reason that he 
knew nothing about paintiiig, when Shaw told liim that he would 
soon learn all that was necessary about pictures by lookmg at them. 
So Archer accepted, stipulatmg that Shaw should go the round of 
the galleries with hun to prevent him from fallmg asleep. As a 
result of Shaw’s company Archer was able to write “ informed ” 
cnticisms of the exliibitions and sent Shaw half the sum he had 
received for the first batch. Shaw prompdy returned the cheque ; 
Archer sent it back ; Sliaw again refused it, saymg : “ No man has 
a right of property m the ideas of w’hich he is the mouthpiece . . . 
If I am to be paid for what I suggested to you, die pamters must 
clearly be paid for what they suggested to me . The devil has 
presented you with a depraved conception disguised as consaen- 
tiousness.” On tins Archer threw m his hand and told Yates that 
the work was really bemg done by Shaw Yates saw that the work 
was what he wanted, and made Shaw art critic to The World at 
fivepence a hue, winch brought him m rather less than ^^40 a year ; 
but as at the same time he was being paid for picture criticisms in 
Annie Besanf s magazine Our Corner, he was able in his first year’s 
journalism (1885) to earn as much as ^112, wliich was fortunate 
because m that year his fadier died and the family ceased to receive 
a week from Dubhn. 

It is clear from all tins that he lacked ordinary ambition, for 
he was pushed mto all his early jobs by fnends, especially Archer ; 
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and though he was from the beginning a steady worker, lie cared 
so httle for the rewards of hard work that he missed countless 
opportumues another man would have seized. Moreover, from 
die outset of his critical career he refused to compromise : ^ I 
have twice had to lesign very desirable positions on the critical 
staff of London papers of first-rate pretension—m one case because 
I was called upon as a recognised part of my duties to write corrupt 
puffs of the editor’s personal friends, with full hberty, in return, to 
corrupdy puff my own; and m the odier, because my sense of 
style revolted against the interpolation in my articles of sentences 
written by the proprietor’s wife to express her rapturous opimon of 
artists, unknown to fame and me, who had won her heart by their 
hospitality ” 

He was far from being as good a criuc of books and pictures 
as he afterwards became of music and plays ; but be could not help 
being enhvemng and he would have been readable if Ins subject 
had been trigonometry. “ If you do not say a dimg m an irntatmg 
v/ay, you may just as well not say it at all,” he asserted, ” since 
nobody will trouble themselves about anything that does not 
trouble them.”, His method was to find me right tlnng.to say, 
and then say it with the utmost levity,” the real joke bemg that he 
was always m earnest. Thus one of his cntiasms opened with the 
phrase: “ During the past month Art has suffered an unusually 
severe blow at the hands of the Royal Academy by the opemng of 
die annual exlnbition at Burlington House.” And another closed 
with : “ No man has ever seen anything that Millais could not 
paint, although many men have painted things that he cannot 
sec Buj: all we need to know of Shaw as a critic of paintmg is 
diat he encouraged the movement called Impressionism, cham¬ 
pioned Whistler, praised Burne-Jones and Madox Brown, drew 
die Ime at GoodaU, R A., and declared before cmematography was 
dreamt of that nearly everytliing then bemg done by brush and 
pencil would one day be done much better by the camera 

Sliaws relations with his early editors were not always har¬ 
monious He started well widi W. T Stead, whose exposure of 
the Wliite Slave Traffic aroused Ins enthusiasm to such an extent 
t lat 1C o&rcd to sell copies of The Pall Mall Gazette in the streets 
because the bookstalls had boycotted the paper But Stead was a 
puritan wlio had brooded so intensely on sex that his bram had gone 
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maggoty, sex and sin being in his view synonymous terms. Shaw 
soon realised that he was a crude stunt journalist, quite mcapable of 
leammg anything from experience. He once asked Shaw to support 
him at a public meeting in Queen’s Hall; “ I attended accordingly, 
only to find that he did not knov/ what a pubhc meeting was (he 
thought it wasjust Idre a prayer meeang), or what public procedure 
was, or what a chairman was. Treating the assembly as his congre¬ 
gation and notliing else, he rose and said, ‘ Let us utter one great 
Damn ' ’ Then he burst into hysterical prayer ; and I left He had 
no suspicion that to invite Catholics, Jews, Agnosacs, Hmdoos, 
and so forth to support Inm at a pubhc meeting, and then treat 
them to a revivahst oig)% was in any way indelicate or improper.” 

Never happy unless he was regenerating somebody or some¬ 
thing, Stead suddenly decided to regenerate the stage. As actresses 
were often pretty, he felt sure they must be immoral; so lie started 
going to theatres to sec what was what. When Shaw got to hear 
of Stead’s self-imposed task, he exploded ; “ What do you mean, 
you foolish WilUam Stead, by an immoral actress ? I will take you 
mto any church you like, and show you gross women who are 
visibly gorged by every kind of excess, with coarse voices and 
bloated features, to whom money means unrestrained gluttony 
and marriage unrestrained sensuality ; but against whose characters 
—whose ‘ punty ’ as you call it—^neither you nor their pastors dare 
level a rebuke. And I will take you to die theatre and show you 
women whose work requires a constant physical training, an 
unblunted nervous sensibility, and a fasndious refinement and self- 
control winch one week of ordmary plutocratic fat-feeding and 
.self-mduigence would wreck, and who anxiously fulfil these 
requirements ; and yet, when you learn that diey do not allow 
their personal relations to be regulated by your gratuitously un- 
naturi and viaous English marriage laws, you will not hesitate to 
call them ‘ immoral ’ . . . When you sit m the stalls, tliink of this, 
and as the curtain nses and your eyes turn from the stifhng grove 
of fat naked shoulders round you to the decent and refined lady 
on the stage, humble your bumptious spmt vridi a new sense of, 
the extreme perversity and wickedness of that uncharitable Plnlis- 
“tme brmguig-up of yours. Hopmg that your mission will end m 
your own speedy and happy conversion, I am, as ever, your 
patient mentor, G B.S.” 
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Another of Stead’s ingenious sclicmcs was to establish world- 
concord by taking a crowd of geniuses with him on a round of 
visits to the monarchs of Europe Shaw, asked by Stead to be one 
of the geniuses, said that the arrangement should be reversed : the 
kings, with notlnng to do but pay state visits, ought to call on the 
geniuses, who were already overworked If such a plan were carried 
out, Shaw said he would be dehghtcd to receive any monarch 
Stead cared to bnng along and give him all the hints he needed, ^ 
Shaw also contributed to The Scots Observer, but regarded its 
editor, W E. Henley, as “ a tragic example of the combination of 
imposing powers of expression with nothing important to express.” 
He had however an uncritical enthusiasm for literature ; and in 
reviewing one of his hooks Shaw wrote, “ He delights in puerile 
novels about pnzc-fightmg hkc Cashel Byron s Profession^ Because 
they shared a hking for the work of Mozart and Berlioz, Henley 
asked Shaw to write on music for his paper Shaw admired Wagner, 
hut Henley hated him and wrote passages abusing his music mto 
Shaw’s articles. This, added to Elcnlcy’s constant attacks on the 
socialists, annoyed Shaw, who stopped reviewing for The Scots 
Observer \ and when Henley wrote to complain, Shaw hurled a 
thunderbolt at him, denouncing him as the master of his fate, the 
captain of his soul, whose head was bloody but unbowed, yet whose 
hat was always bemg doffed to the police and the upper classes. 
After which Henley did not ask him for any more articles on music, 
and was surprised when at the next press day at the Royal Academy 
Shaw, instead of scowling aloof, hailed him as if tlicy were on the 
most cordial terms. 

Sliaw had one more slight disagreement with an editor. H. W 
Ncvmson was conducting a literary page m The Daily Chronicle 
and asked ShaW to do a column and a half’s review of five books 
on music at the usual terms, which were some pence and an odd 
halfpenny per stick : a superstition from the Chronicle’s origin 
as an obscure local paper dcalmg with old-world reporters. Now 
Shaw was a most conscientious trade-unionist He never underbid 
a competitor and never lost a chance of raismg htcrary wages. His 
very' indifference to money made him play at bemg rapacious where 
needier men dared not risk giving offence to editors and newspaper 
proprietors. He promptly declared diat die word “stick” (a 
compositors measure) meant nothmg to him and diat his terms 
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were three guineas a column with a minimum of five pounds, 
incidentally calling The Daily Cbrouicle the Islington Eagle, the 
City Road Serpent, the Hoxton Harhmger, or anything else he 
could invent, the Chronicle having in fact begun as the Clerkenwell 
Titties. 

The reply was. 

“ Dear Sir. I am directed by tlie editor to inform you that he 
will sec you danmed before he gives you more tlian five poimds 
for the article in question.” 

Shaw continued the correspondence in the same key : 

“ Dear Sir, Please infonn the editor that I wiU see him and 
you and the whole Chrotticlc staff boiled m HeU before I will do 
it for that money.” 

Shaw'won, as he always did. Again and again the order was 
given dial he was to he struck off die hst of contnhutors and never 
mentioned in the paper. Agam and again Massingham, Henry 
Norman or Nc\nnson, who ran the editorial staffi ceased cursing 
his insolence and came back to him for more. 

It must however be remarked that die correspondence just 
quoted, diough apparendy reckless, was really carefully tactful in 
the Shavian manner on both sides. Shaw’s maxim was “ Never 
spare the feelings of touchy people. Hit them bang on die nose, 
and let dicm hit back. Then dicy can’t quarrel widi you.” Tliis 
was so successful that his clever friends soon picked it up. Shaw, 
when he seemed most irresponsible, was generally followmg out a 
considered policy. Otherwise his audacities would be—for, so 
apprehensive a man—quite unaccountable. 

The first use Shaw made of die mcomc he began to earn m 1885 
was to buy a presentable and even starthng wardrobe, whicli 
included an attire of brown kmtted wool, combnimg jacket, waist¬ 
coat and trousers all m one piece It was the creation of a German 
doctor named Jaeger, who beheved that die world would be a 
better place and its inhabitants much healthier if all-woollen clothes 
were universally worn Shaw felt that diere was something to be 
said for the doctor’s belief and made the experiment. He did more. 
As there was no rush of martyrs for the new faith, he ran die 
gauntlet of the west end m diis remarkable raiment, walking down 
die length of Tottenham Court Road and then along Oxford Street 
as fhr as Marble Arch and back. Men liave been lynched for less, 
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but he survived the excursion unscarred. He even went ta 
Hanunersnudi to let May Morris sec him in it. JBut he took care 
to provide smart clothes for ordinary non-cxpcrimcntal use, alid 
was thenceforth never agam shabby. 
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A man’s soaahstic acquisitiveness must be keen enough to make 
him actually prefer spendmg two or tlircc nights a week in 
speaking or debatmg, or m picking up social information 
even in the most dmgy and scrappy way, to going to the theatre, 
or dancmg or dnnking, or even sweethearting, if he is to become a 
really competent propagandist.” 

This remark of Shaw’s will explain a good deal m the story of 
Ins relationslup with women. The fact that they were not of 
primary importance m his life is balanced by the fact that he often 
made them of pnmarj'^ importance m liis art, the explanation of 
wliich is tliat they always appealed far more to his imagination 
than to his bodily needs From boyhood onwards he dreamed of 
fair women, but there was a strain of feminine fastidiousness in him 
that frequently prevented .him from rcahsing in the flesh what was 
ideal in the spirit. Even in the domam of carnal desire, there was 

anonymity, about his requirements tliat 
showed his longmg to lift the, physical experience on to a more 
irnagmative plane. He once told Cecil Chesterton, who had asked 
whether he was a puritan in practice, that tlie sexual act was to Inm 
monstrous and indecent and that he could not understand how any 
self-respecting man and woman could face each otlier m die day- 
hglit after spendmg the mght together. When St. John Ervine, 
readmg Ertcfe to Methuselah, objected to the wry face made by Eve 
when the serpent whispers the secret of reproduction to her, Shaw 
niade the God of the Eden legend incredible was 
s e berate combination of the reproductive with die excretory 
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1 organs and consequently of love witli shame. Shaw doubted 
whether children should know who were their parents or the 
parents be able to identify one another. The most satisfactory 
method, thought Shaw, would be for a crowd of healthy men and 
women to meet in the dark, to couple, and tlien to separate widioiit 
havmg seen one another’s faces He pointed out that what actually 
happens is the maintenance of two distinct classes of women, die 
one polyandrous and disreputable and the odier monogamous and 
'reputable. Men have their fill of polygamy among die polyandrous 
ones with the certamty that they can hand them over to the police 
if they become importunate later on. Fmally they mart)' one of 
-the monogamous ones and hve happily ever afterwards 

Love, m the sense of a close relationship based on sexual need, 
played no part in Shaw’s life, “ What people call love is impossible 
except as a joke (and even then one of the two is sure to turn, 
serious) between two strangers meeting accidentally at an inn or 
in a forest path.” It was the picturesque aspect of die affair that 
attracted Inm ; the inn and the forest path were the stock settings 
of the romantic novehst; and there were few moments in Ins early 
life when he did not exercise his powers of invention in tellmg 
himself stories about women Thus he came to believe from his 
own experience that imagined love played a more important part 
m hfe than real love, for die imagination beggared reality and 
personal contact was a poor substitute for the dreams women could 
so easily evoke. ” The ideal love affair is one conducted by post,” 
he assured me ; “ My correspondence with Ellen Terry was a 
wholly satisfactory love affair I could have met her at any time 
but I did not wish to compheate such a delightful mtercoursc. 
She got tired of five husbands ; but she never got tired of me. My 
relations with Mrs Patrick Campbell were as mnocent as those of 
ICmg Magnus widi Orinthia m The Apple Cart. She had woni 
out two husbands ; but her last letter to me, written immediately 
before her death, began ‘ Dear, dear Joey ’ ” 

Being highly imaginative he was extremely susceptible to 
feminine beauty and charm, especially when diey were conveyed 
to him through the medium of art. He fell in love widi Ellen Terry 
as an actress, not as a woman ; and he first caught sight of May 
Morris agamst a very effective background. He was not altogether 
aware of tins, because m a letter about a dancer named Aurelia 
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Pertoldi lie wrote : I fell head over cars in love with licr on die 
stage, but off it I found I had no use for her, thus reversing iny 
usual piactice, wliich is to be proof against all scductions^of the 
foothghts, but susceptible to the unpainted private woman This 
illusion was due to the indifTercncc he had felt, as a professional 
critic, to the allure of pretty but commonplace actresses. That it 
was an illusion is proved by his letter to Alma Murray (Mrs. Alfred 
Forman) who played in the first produedon of Arms and The Man : 

“ I shall not now accept your invitarion to call and talk the part 
over, because whenever any woman gives me the pleasure your 
playing to-night did, I cannot help falling violently m love with 
her ; and I can no longei support the spectacle of Forman’s domestic 
happiness ” The last sentence was merely Shaw’s blarney, which 
he exercised quite irresponsibly on every woman with whom he 
flirted, and he flirted with nearly cver}’^ woman. It was both his 
safeguard and die expression of his romanticism. But it sometimes 
bad a devastating effect on die women, who were differently con¬ 
stituted and not so easily satisfied 

His conquests were numerous. One notable vicrim was Amiic 
Besant, the finest platform orator of her generation, whose cnduisi- 
astic hmnouiless nature was utterly luilikc his. She had as many 
gods as she had endiusiasms, and each god was immediately and 
totally eclipsed when the next one came along. People who knew 
her when she was propagatmg atheism under the influence of 
Bradlaugh and evolution imdcr Edward Avchng’s were amazed a 
httle later to find her propagatmg soaahsm under the influence of 
Shaw and staggered not long after to find her propagating theo¬ 
sophy under the uifluence of Madame Blavatsky. Each god and 
each cause were completely forgotten wdien superseded by another 
deity and another behef. 

When first they met Annie Besant took a strong dislike to 
Shaw, largely on account of his levity. Then, in the spring of’85, 
he became an object of Besant hagiolatry. When it was armounced 
mat he was to lecture on soaalism to the Dialectical Society, he 
was warned that she would make mincemeat of him. “ Such was 
ler power as an orator, Shaw told me, “ that if she asserted tliat 
aye violet is not aye rose ’ and dien thrillmgly challenged the 
world in her contralto voice to contradict that profundity if they 
aie , a ler hsteners beheved tliat diey had beciv converted from 
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thinking the opposite.” At the Dialectical Soaety Shaw resigned 
himself to the inevitable, and fired off his speech as best he could. 
But when he sat down, she did not get up ; and the opposition 
was led by someone else, who was promptly cut to bits by Aimie 
Besant. Every one gasped ; Shaw gasped ; and when at tlie 
conclusion of the meetmg she asked him to nommate her for 
election to the Fabian Society, he gasped again. 

She invited him to spend an evening at her house in Avenue 
Road, now demohshed, where they played piano duets To please 
him with her playing m the ducts she practised alone like a school¬ 
girl, and always played the right notes coldly and accurately at a 
moderate speed while he played wrong ones vnth a fire that she 
contmuaily frustrated. She senahsed his novels in her magazme 
Our Corner, appomted him art cntic, and when she offended its 
seculanst subscribers (Bradlaugh’s old Guard) by embracing social¬ 
ism and It ceased to pay its way, she paid for Ins contributions out 
of her pnvate account until he found her out and removed himself 
firom the pay list, padding the paper with his unpubhshed novels 
as he had before padded To-Day. They were constantly on the 
platform together ; and he walked home with her, carrying the 
handbag that never quitted her, always complairung of its weight' 
and defeating her indignant attempts to capture it from him until 
she at last guessed that his unmanly conduct was part of a puzzling 
side of him of which she had no comprehension. 

That side was his mcorngible comedy. Of that she had absol¬ 
utely none. It puzzled and provoked her. She could not give it an 
audience and what is comedy without an audience ? Like Peel, she 
had no small talk Like Bradlaugh, she was a wonder on the plat¬ 
form and in pnvate hfe nothmg. Bradlaugh in private hfe was a 
bore when his monologue lost its novelty (Shaw declares that the 
only men he ever met who were totally incapable of conversation 
were Bradlaugh and Charles Dilke); but Mrs. Besant was not even 
a bore. she was either a great priestess or nothing 

Nothing was just what happened between the piano duets; and 
these were ternble. At last she found herself waiting for him in 
tlie evenmgs, and waiting in vam. But Annie was not a woman . 
to be neglected or trifled with. Shaw msisted on their relations 
bemg put on a senous footing. As her husband was alive and she 
could not marry, she drew up a contract setting forth die terms on 
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teaching schoolgirls to sing, you for die sake of your clever 
interesting wife and pretty children. In bygone days, when I had 
nothing to show for myself except rejected MSS. and was reproached 
over and over agam, more or less directly, with bemg an idle, 
heardess, selfish scoundrel, and I myself was too young to have my 
eyes quite open, I would absolutely go now and then to look after 
some opemng which I had no real intention of takmg, but which I 
stdl thought It necessary to find some external reason for not taking. 
No doubt you have done the same dung m some form or other. 
Now I have no famtest hesitation left. The second-hand system on 
which ‘ I ought ’ to have been a stockbroker has absolutely no 
vahdity for me. My one hne of progress is from wnting stories, 
reviews and articles, more and more towards writing fully and 
exliausrively what I hke. And of course my mother, the victim of 
my selfisluiess, is a hearty, independent and jolly person, mstead of 
a miserable old woman dragged at the chariot wheels of her miser¬ 
able son, who had dutifully sacrificed lumself for her comfort. 
Imagme Mrs. Bland as the wife of a hornble city snob with a huge 
villa, a carnage, and several thousand a year, which is exactly what 
on moial principles it was your duty to have made her. You and I 
have followed our onginal impulse and our reward is that wc have 
been conscious of its existence and can rejoice therein. The commg 
mto clearer hglit of tins consaousness has not occurred to me as a 
crisis. It has been gradual. I do not proceed by crises My tendency 
IS radier to overlook changes in myself and proceed on absolute 
assumptions until tlie consequences puU me up with a short turn.” 

There were moments when Mrs. Bland rmght have exchanged 
her impulsive husband for the villa, the carnage and several 
thousand a year, because Ins enormous physical strengtli and vinkty. 
not only taxed her severely but involved the services of two supple¬ 
mentary wives whom she had to see tlirough their maternal diffi¬ 
culties. He could hardly claim a stricdy monogamous fidehty on 
ncr part; and she had no scruples about falhng m love widi Shaw, 
w lom she descnbed as plam but “ one of the most fascinatmg men 
ever met. IBs handsome figure, rich voice and Irish accent, 
ma e an immediate effect on her ; and she expressed her emotions 
y ni her poems She noticed all his defects, thought him 
uiitrus^rorthy because he repeated everythmg he heard and 
cm roi ere the trudi, saw how grossly he flattered women and 
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how men toed to belittle him, saymg with assumed contempt “ Oh, 
it’s only Shaw ! ” but could not help admirmg him. To comfort 
herself she emphasised his displeasing quahties ; but it was no 
good'; her passion crept into her poems, in one of winch she 
spoke of his “ maddemng white face.” Shaw altered “ wlnte ” to 
“ dark,” and steered her through her infatuation as best he could, 
finally keeping her just off the rocks. “ It is only natural that a man 
should estabhsh friendly relationships with the wives of his friends,” 
he remarked to me ; “ but if he is wise he puts all idea of sex out 
of the question.” Bland never made Sparling’s mistake about 
Shaw. He understood him and appreciated his loyal friendslnp. 
Though they never met after the retirement of the Fabian Old 
Gang m 1911, and the parties at Well Hall in the days of Bland’s 
vogue as a feuilletonist were Shawless, yet when Bland was troubled 
on his deatlibed by doubts as to whether his provision for the 
education of his favourite son would see him through Cambridge, 
his last word to his daughter was, “ If it is not enough, ask Shaw.” 
Shaw’s relations with Mrs. Bland ended m an endurmg friendship', 
she observmg with interest the old familiar symptoms in her female 

acquamtances: “ Miss-pretends to hate him,” she wrote, “ but 

my own impression is that she is head over ears in love with him ” 
That indeed was the impression of several women concerning 
other members of their sex. Mrs. Sidney Webb was quite con¬ 
vinced that no woman except herself could withstand the Shavian 
charm, and she was equally convmced that Shaw philandered writh 
his worshippers in order to get material for his plays. Shaw 
admitted tins, more or less ; “ It is not the small thmgs diat women 
miss in me, but the big things. My pockets are always fuU of die 
small change of love-makmg ; but it is magic money, not real 
money. ... I am fond of women (or one m a thousand, say) ; 
but I am m earnest about quite other things. To most women one 
man and one hfetime make a world. I require whole populations 
and historical epoclis to engage my mterests seriously and make the 
writing machine (for that is what G.B.S. is) work at full speed and 
pressure : love is only diversion and recreation to me.” The 
women who fell m love with him, he complamed, worned and 
tormented him and suffered misery and destroyed their peace of 
mind and made scenes which they could not act; wlnle he—could 
act and did. Mrs Webb admired his performance and reahsed that 
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no one who did not “ hvc ” the part could have played it so well. 

“ You cannot fall m love wnth a sprite,” she declared ; ‘ and Siiaw 
IS a sprite in such matters, not a real person. 

His physical leacUons were certainly not those of the averap 
man “ Only twice in my life have I been sexually infatuated,” he 
told me ; “ once as a young man and once in micidlc life.” Up to 
the age of twenty-nine he was ” perfectly continent except for the 
involuntary uicontmcnccs of dreamland, which were very in¬ 
frequent” His chastity was not m the least dictated by moral 
scruples He attributed it to a fastidiousness which could not en¬ 
dure die streets, and to the shabbmess of his attire ; for the moment 
he could afford to dress prescntably one of Ins mother’s singing 
pupik, a widow named Mrs. Jenny Patterson, invited him to tea 
and virtually raped him. “ I permitted her,” he explained, ” being 
intensely curious on the subject. Never having regarded myself as 
an attractive man, I was surpnsed ; hut I kept up appearances 
successfully. Smee diat time, whenever I have been left alone in a 
room with a susceptible female, she has invariably thrown licr arms 
round me and declared she adored me.” Believing that sexual 
expenence was ” a necessary completion of human growth,” he 
preferred to gain his knowledge from someone who luicw how to 
impart it, and allowed liimsclf to be seduced, rccordmg the occur¬ 
rence in a short stor)^ wntten two years after he met Mrs. Patterson. 
Though the speaker in the story is Don Giovanni, who has to refer , 
to duellmg, some of its passages are more or less autobiographical: 

“At last a widow lady at whose house I sometimes wsited, and 
of whose sentiments towards me I had not the least suspicion, grew 
desperate at my stupidity, and one evening threw herself into my 
arms The surprise, the flattery, and my inexperience, overwhelmed 
me. 1 was incapable of the brutality of icpulsmg her ; and indeed 
for nearly a montli I enjoyed without scruple the pleasure she gave 
me, and sought her company whenever I could find nothing better 
to do. It was my first consummated love affair ; and tliough for 
nwrly two years die lady had no reason to complain of my fidelity, 

I tound the romantic side of our mtercourse, which seemed never 
to pa on her, tedious, imreasonable, and even forced and insincere 
except at rare moments, when the power of love made her hcauri- 
, o y and soul Unfortunately, I had no sooner lost my 
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illusions, my mnidity, and my boyish curiosity, about women, 

. than I began to attract them irresisnbly. My amusement at tlus 
' soon changed to dismay I became the subject of fierce jealousies; 
in spite of my utmost tact there was not a married fnend of inine 
with whom I did not find myself sooner or later witliin an ace of 
a groundless duel ” 

Jenny Patterson was not only “ sexually insatiable ” but insanely 
jealous ; and as Shaw contmued to fiirt with other women she 
provided inm witli enough material to make his fortune as a wnter 
of emotional “ scenes ” Actually all she did was to give liim a 
character for his least successful play. “ Mrs. Patterson was my 
model for Juba,” he wrote to me ; “ and the first act of The 
Philanderer is founded on a very hornble scene between her and 
Florence Farr.^ I did not lose my temper on diat occasion : I kept 
It for s'everal hours ; but the strain was unforgettable, and I never 
saw Mrs. Patterson again nor answered one of the storm of letters 
and telegrams that lasted for months afterwards And she never 
forgave -me This was not vindictiveness on my part: I left her 
£100 in my will, wliich she never inherited as she died long ago, 
in memory of her kuidness to me dunng our intimacy; but it 
\yas clear that I could not go through hfe pursued by an ungovern¬ 
ably jealous woman making violent scenes whenever I spoke to 
any other woman. She was amazingly jealous, not merely in love 
but in -ever)' other relation m hfe, regardless of sex. I can keep' 
my temper under ordinary injuries, though woe beside those who, 
lilce Jeimy, push the strain too far.” 

Convinced that, in the years to come, critics and biographers 
will deduce all sorts of things from Shaw’s works without an ounce 
of evidence to go on, I asked him whether any otlier scene in his 
plays was autobiographical or founded on fact. He replied : “ The 
first half of the first act o£ The^Philandercr is the only scene in my 
‘ plays founded not too disagreeably on somethmg that actually 

1 Shaw refers to an earlier " scene ” \.>ith Jenny m a lettei to Florence 
Fan dated May ist, i8gi : ‘'Not for fotty thousand such relations will I 
forego one forly-tliousandth part of my relation with you. Every grain of 
cement she shakes from it falls hke a block of granite on her 0%^ flimsy castle 
m the air, the work of my own imagination The silly tnumph with which 
she takes, wnth the air of a conqueror, that tvhich I have tom out of my own 
entrails for her, almost bungs the lightning down upon her Imagine being 
told—^but I cannot write it Damnation ' tnple damnation * You must 
give me back my peace.” 
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occuired; but to make it bearable (which in its reality it was not) 
It had to be reproduced as a work of art, not as a chromcic. The 
characters, for instance, are not portraits. In several of my plays 
they are, though tlie incidents are fictitious Therefore I should not 
class The Philanderer as nearer to hfc than the otliers, or as near as 
some of them. It is true to nature only as a study of jealousy, and 
a sketch of the Ibsen fashion of that moment " He forgot that die 
hero of the play is unmistakably Inmself m his Irish flirtations. 

Jenny Patterson disappeared from Shaw’s life after a few years 
of “ stormy intercourse.” Though she never forgave him she left 
lier property to a relative of liis mstead of to her own nephew when 
she died m 1924. Florence Farr, the cause of the disruption, acted 
leadmg parts in two of Shaw’s early plays and was on terms of 
sexual mtimacy widi him He described her as “ a young mde- 
pendent professional woman, who enjoyed, as such, an exceptional 
freedom of social intercourse m artistic circles m London. As she 
was clever, good-natured, and very good-looking, all her men 
triends fell in love with her. This had occurred so often that she 
had lost all patience with the hesitating preliminaries of her less 
practised adorers. Accordingly, when they clearly longed to kiss 
her, and she did not dishke them sufficiently to make their gratifica¬ 
tion too great a strain on her excessive good-nature, she would seize 
the stammcnng suitor firmly by the wrists, brmg him mto her arms 
y a smart pull, and saying ‘ Let’s get it over,' allow the startled 
gentleman to have his kiss, and then proceed to converse v/ith him" 
at her ease on subjects of more general interest.” 

Shaw found this “ aimable woman with semi-arcular eye¬ 
brows a pleasant change from Jenny Patterson ; for she felt about - 
sex exactly as every mm hkes the woman he is not m love with to 
ce a It. he was mcapable of jealousy and never gave Inm the 
eas rou c. Having been told that she had received a number of 
letters from him, I broached the subject and got this reply ; “ I did 
ot write any letters to Florence Farr.i I saw her too often. She 

have recentlY^^n^uhlJhp^^'Ti^^^ letters he wrote to Florence Farr 
copies of the^followine mifrhf ^ nothing fresh about him. Carbon 

Campbell without pfrplelmg them^^”»ThV° Patnek 

»y iccro, gtopse of h^avin, 
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attached no more importance to what you call love affairs than 
Casanova' or Frank Harris ; and she was too good-natured to refuse 
anydnng to any one she really liked. I think she was rather proud 
of her leporello list, which contained 14 names in 1S94. I met 
her at one of the annual soirees of the Hammersmith Socialist 
Society. She was then trying her Iiand at embroidery witli May 
Moms. I knew her quite well before the Arms and The Man 
episode. Arms was preceded by Yeats’ Land of Heards Desire ; and 
she, havmg a very good speakmg voice, presently drifted into a 
circle where she declaimed Yeats’s verses to' a sort of lyre which 
Dolmetsch made for her. I never jomed that circle. Finally she 
went to the east as a rhapsodist and died there.” 

Shaw’s mtimacy with Florence Farr had as Httle effect on him 
as on her. ” In permanence and seriousness,” he confessed, “ my 
consummated love affairs count for nothing beside tlie ones tliat 
.were either consummated or ended by discarding that relation ” 
He found sex hopeless as a basis for permanent relations, never 
dreamt of marriage in connection with it, and once wrote to Frank 
Harris: “ You may count the women who have left me notliing to 
desire on less dian the fingers of one hand. To these occasions I 
attach comparatively no importance; it is the others' which 
endure.” 

Nevertheless he extracted some pleasure out of these unim¬ 
portant occasions ; “ I liked sexual mtercourse because of its 

amazing power of producmg a celestial flood of emotion and exalta- 
uon of existence which, however momentary, gave me a sample 
of what may one day be the noimal state of being for mankind in 
intellectual ecstasy. I always gave the wildest expression to this m 
a torrent of words, partly because I felt it due to die woman to 
know what I felt in her arms, and pardy because I wanted her to 
share it. But except, perhaps, on one occasion I never felt quite 
convinced that I bad earned the lady more than half as far as she 
had earned me.” Perhaps, if he had talked less, he would have been 
able to carry a woman all the way with lum : for later on he 
denounced Shelley’s Epipsychidion as the worst love poem in the 
world because no woman could possibly believe that she was a bit 
hke Its obviously imaginary subject. But we get his final confession 
in Man and Superman, where Don Juan says ; “ I also had my 
moments of infatuation m winch I gushed nonsense and believed 
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It. Someumes die desire to give pleasure by saying bcautiiiil 
things so rose in me on die flood of cmorioii that I said them reck¬ 
lessly. At other times I argued against myself with a devilish 
coldness that iew tears. But I found it just as hard to escape when 
I was cruel as when I was kind. When the lady’s instinct w^as set 
on me, there was nothing for it but lifelong servitude or flight,” 
We must repeat that Shaw put his work as a socialist first, his 
recreation as a philanderer second ; and he did not find it difScuIt 
to do so. People Vv’erc so enslaved by sex, he once argued, that a 
celibate appeared to them a sort of monster : “ They forget that 
not only whole priesthoods, ofFiaal and unofficial, from Paul to 
Carlyle and Ruskm, have defied the tyranny of sex, but immense 
numbers of ordinary citizens of both sexes have, cither voluntarily 
or under pressure of circumstances easily surmountable, saved their 
encigies for less primitive activities ” His own public activities 
were never neglected for the sake of a woman, because no woman 
could absorb bis interests and energies • “ It is only when I am 
being used that 1 can feel my own existence, enjoy my own life 
All mv love affairs end tragically because the woman cdnt use me. 
They he low and let me imagine things about them ; but in the 
end a frightful unhappiness, an unspeakable weariness comes; and 
the Wandering Jew muse go on m search of someone who can use 
him to the utmost of his capacity Evcrj'tlimg real in life is based 
on need ” 

Thus even lus closest friends were unaware of the extent of his 
love affairs ; for m a talk 1 had with Lord Passfield and Mrs. Sidney 
Webb, the former credited Shaw with but “ one divagation,” which 
the latter at once qualified with—“And that one forced on him.” 
But this testimony must have referred to his married life only; 
for Webb had once said to him “ You certainly do warm both 
hands at the Are of life,” and they knew all about Mrs. Patterson 
and Florence Farr. Shaw himself said that one of the blessings of 
marriage is that a married man is no longer fair game for every 
woman v ho takes a fancy to him. He forgot to add that it is a 
game seldoni played according to the rules. 

There were other adventures; but it is unncccssar)'’ and perliaps 
not cdifymg to record them. One', however, must be men¬ 
tioned; for it explams why Shaw was never flattered by the 
attraction he found himself cxercismg on women. While still m 
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lus twenties he was hiniseif attracted by Eleanor, tlie youngest ‘ 
daughter of Karl Marx. She was one of his Dark Ladies, very 
strikmg in appearance and very clever. He saw her constantly in 
' the British Museum reading room, where she was workmg as a 
literary hack for cighteenpcnce an hour. When Shaw became a 
Marxist andi took the platform for The Cause, they became 
acquamted as socialist comrades, and a fairly cordial friendship 
ensued. But before their relations had warmed into anytlnng more 
intimate on her side, a rival snatched the pnze from him. She 
announced to her fiieiids that she was about to bum her boats and 
live with another comrade : Doctor (of Science) Edward Avehng 
Avelurg was a man for whom it is impossible to find an epithet. 
He had, according to Shaw, an incorruptible integrity as a militant 
atheist, a SheUeyan, a Darwiman and a Marxist, and would, Shaw 
believes, have gone to the stake rather than deny or surrender a jot 
of Ins convictions. But as a borrower of money and a swindler 
and seducer of women his record was unapproachable. On the 
same day he would borrow sixpence from the poorest man within 
Ins reacli on pretence of having forgotten his purse, and three hun¬ 
dred pounds from the richest to free himself from debts that he 
never paid. He had the art of coachmg for science examinations, 
and girl students would scrape money together to pay Inm in 
advance his fee for twelve lessons The more fortunate ones got 
nothing worse for their money than letters of apology for breaking 
the lesson engagements. The others were seduced and had their 
microscopes appropriated. When he and Eleanor agreed to live 
together (he was marned and had deserted his wife) Bradlaugh and 
Mrs Besant had cast him off, and neitlier Hyndman nor die Fabians 
would have anytlnng to do wirii Inm. Fie and Eleanor joined the 
Socialist League ; but Morns soon took Ins measure and dropped 
Inm. He tried die Independent Labour Party when Keir Hardie 
founded It, but Keir had no use for middle-class scamps Foi 
some years Eleanor, through her close relations with Friedrich 
Engels in lus complete retirement, managed to persuade the Geiman 
Social-Democrats that his house was still the centre of Bntish 
socialism, and that she and Avehng were the only genuinely repre- 
' sentaave members of The Cause in London. Meanwhile Eleanor 
was in front at all the international socialist congresses as official 
translator, mercilessly guying all the speeches she disagreed with. 
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and giving a fiery eloquence to the ones of which she approved. 
And she worked like a Trojan at home for the new Gasworkers’ 
Union led by Mr, Will Thome, 

At last Avchng’s wife died ; and the Germans took it for 
granted that the highly idealised Marx-Avehng uinon would now 
be legalised. But they reckoned without their Edward. When it 
came to the point Eleanor discovered that he had already taken 
advantage of his legal freedom to marry somebody else. She said 
she had better commit suicide ; and he took no steps to prevent 
this convenient solution of his domestic difficulties, rather allowing 
her every facility for it. Accordingly she killed herself Her sister 
had done so before, simply to avoid growing old 

Now one of Avcling’s virtues was a complete ficcdom from 
hypocrisy. Whatever he did, he did without concealment, without 
shame, with a desinvolturc that ahnost forbade disapprobation. The 
tiagedy of the death of Marx’s unliappy daughter might have been 
the gayest of comedies for all the trouble he took to excuse his part 
in it or to deplore its catastrophe When Engels denounced Inm 
to the German Party, and he became the most execrated villain in 
socialist Europe, he went on his way undisturbed. He was, the 
doctors told him, suffermg from a mortal internal disease ; and 
he waited for Ins death apparently without a tremor or a regret. 
He died at last like an atheist saint, spouting Shelley in the glory of 
the setting sun to the unspeakable edification of the beholders. 

Where m all tins was the lesson for Shaw ? It lay in the fact 
that no woman seemed able to resist Avcling Now Avcling was 
not a handsome man He was undersized, had the eyes of a basihsk, 
and it was said of him that he would have been interesting in a 
Zoological museum as a reptile but impossible as a man. Short of 
actual deformation he had every aesthetic disadvantage except a 
voice like a euphonium of extraordinary resonance and beauty of 
tone Shaw knew that squint-eyed Wilkes, who boasted of being 
^ti hour hchind the handsomest man m Europe, 
and Mirabpu, who was likened to a tiger pitted with smallpox, 
la been successful with women ; and he had before him tlic 
example of Avcling. He could hardly with such evidence regard 
ns mvoluntary conquests as flattering. He was positively relieved 
and icassurcd when he heard a clever lady novelist, whom he had 
.been ciitcrtainmg with his conversation, say in another room, not 
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knowing tliat he had followed her. That man Shaw is all intolei- 
able bore.” He found too that he had to face insiincuvc hatreds 
as well as instinctive attractions, and to learn how to disarm those 
whom he could not conciliate. 

Shaw, by the way, was on quite pleasant terms with Aveling, 
who was an agreeable fellow enough, and much loved by liis old 
dog, which he could hardly have been if he had been personally 
cruel’ In The Doctors Dilemma die pait of Louis Dubedat is made 
up from tlic exploits of Aveling, from Richard Wagner’s End of a 
Musician in Paris, and from a correspondence with a lady who 
deified her dead husband as Jennifer does m the play. 1 asked Shaw 
whether Aveluig’s case was unique in his expencncc. He said no : 
he had been on equally pleasant terms with three others, two clcigy- 
men and a retired colonel, all of whom combined a pleasmg 
absence of aggressive vices widi a total lack of conscience m money 
matters and sexual relations. 

On the latter point Shaw' himself can hardly be classed as 
scrupulous. Our marriage laws were then, as they still arc, un¬ 
reasonable. The reaction against Victonan ideals, to which Ibsen 
had given a gigantic impulse, and against crude fundamentalist 
religion, which had become quite incredible, made it impossible for 
the mtclhgcntsia to accept cither convention or official religion as 
a guide to conduct. Shawi^ was a leading exponent of Ibscnism ; and 
Oscar Wilde was reduemg conventional morals to absurdity in the 
irresistible conversational performances wherein his greatness lay, 
Tlie fact tliat civilisatiou depends on people behaving, as they are 
expected to behave, on the observance of conventions and con¬ 
stitutions, was forgotten in the pressing .need for cnticising the 
conventions and constitutions and creeds and bnnging them up to 
date. The stress which Shaw later on came more and more to lay 
on this was latent in his muid even when he wrote The Quintessence 
oflhsenism ; for whenever his friends consulted liim about entering 
into ilhcit unions of the Marx-Avehng type, he invariably urged 
the woman on no account to bum her boats without the protection 
and status of a legal mamage. 

Unavowed relations, though he detested their clandcstinity, 
were ncghgiblc; and women wlio were economically indepen¬ 
dent had to consider their cases as exceptional; But these apart, 
Sliaw warned all his young revolutionary disaples that disregard' 
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of die coiTvendons brought so much friction into private life that 
It was quite troublesome enough to be a socialist or an ^agnostic 
without professing Free Love as well. His version of “ Do not 
thiow out dirty water until you get in fresh was Do not break 
an old convention until you have established a new one.’ Sur¬ 
rounded as he was with men who had married their deceased 
wives’ sisteis, and widi wives and husbands of cnminals and 
lunatics who could escape from their chains only by brealong them, 
he could not pretend that Ins rule was always practicable ; but 
he kept people in mmd of it as far as he could. 

We may remark that although he persuaded Florence Farr to 
divorce the husband who had deserted her lest he should turn up 
again and assert his legal claims, and although Jcmiy Patterson was 
a widow, the idea of maiiying Shaw, which they were quite free 
to do, seems never to have occurred to them or to him. But he 
did not hve with them: appearances were always kept up. To 
allow a woman to compromise herself without giving her the 
legal status of a wife was outside Ins othervnse very liberal view 
of sexual relations. 

In his opnnon, however, the part played by sex m life was 
grossly exaggerated by Ins contemporanes Nobody can read the 
final scenes in Man and Superman, or witness a performance of them, 
without guessmg that Shaw never for a moment thought of him¬ 
self as a paterfamihas, or contemplated any other mode of life than 
that of those two confirmed old bachelors, Kant and Schopenhauer. 
He also drev’’ a sharp distinction between legahsed joint house¬ 
holds widiout children, like Ins own and that of the Webbs, and 
the marriages of Bland and Olivier, who were parents as well as 
husbands. He was fond of saying diat ^ love affairs are different, 
but he did not forget that the same may be said of marriages, and 
diat die differences are not only between clnldren and no children 
but also between one child (Graham Wallas’s case) and a houseful 
of them, like that of Ins friend Sir Oliver Lodge, who entertained 
liim ^ftcr one of Ins lectures m Birmmgham at a suppei party 
crowded with young men. This went on until Shaw% wanting to 
go to bed, whispered to Sir Oliver, “ When arc these chaps going 
to get a^move on ? meatnng “ When will diey get up and go 
lomc . But they are my sons,” said Sir Oliver. Shaw collapsed. 
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D ining one day at a vegetanan restaurant, when still in his 
twenties, Shaw got into conversation with an illiterate 
phrenologist, who accused lum of being “ a septic.”- 
“ Why ? Have I no bump of veneration ? ” asked Shaw. “ Bump! ” 
exclaimed the phrenologist: “ It’s a hole l ” Out of that cavity 
came Shaw’s fame ; his lack of veneration was his most conspicuous 
quahty as a writer ; it made his reputation as a critic. 

T. P. O’Connor, an Irish joumahst and M.P , raised enough 
, cash in 1888 to start a new London evemng newspaper. He called 
it The Star , and its pohcy was the liberalism of Gladstone in i860, 
plus Home Rule for Ireland. Except for Home Rule “ Tay Pay ” ' 
was completely out of date. Not so his assistant editor, H. W. 
Massingham, who made him give Shaw a job as leader writer. But 
Shaw’s leaderettes not only bewildered T P., who protested that 
not for five hundred years would it be possible to publish them, 
but got him mto hot water with Jolin Morley, the hberal leader 
whose countenance seemed all the world to him. Between Morley 
and Massingham he could not make up his good-natured mind to. 
sack Shaw. From his perplexity he was rescued by Shaw, who{ ’ 
suggested “ Let me write two columns every week about music, 
an unpolitical subject.” T.P. jumped at it, and gave Shaw carte 
hlanche to say what he hked about music, stipulating only, “ For 
^hrist’s sake don’t tell us anything about Bach in B^ min or ! ” 
Shaw^ promised ; but as it happened the openmg sentence of his 
very first criticism began, “ The number of empty seats at the 
, performance of Bach’s Mass in B minor . . 

From May 1888 to May 1890, for the sum of two gumeas a 
week, Shaw discoursed on many matters, mcludmg music, under 
the pseudonym of Corno di Bassetto, the name of an instrument 
that gave forth melancholy sounds suitable for a funeral; and as 
Shaw was out to kill the techiucal jargon which passed for musical 
criticism, he could not have hit upon a more appropriate title. 

“ Seriousness,” he wrote, “ is only a small- man’s affectation of 
bigness ” ; and the crushing boredom with which the average 
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person reads programme-notes, books and newspaper columns on 
music was completely absent wliile Sbaw was diverting himscli on 
die subject He wrote m order to be read by people who did not 
know a crotchet from a quaver ; and for the fust and only time 
in the history of British criticism, the man in the street could enjoy 
a column of journalism devoted to music. In a country where 
solemnity passes for profundity and irreverence for superficiality, 
it was naturally assumed that he did not know what he was writmg 
about. Actually he knew quite as much about it as any of the 
academic folk who were scandalised because the layman had been 
made to laugh , and it is pleasant to record that while the Parrys, 
Stanfords, Mackenzies and other musical bigwigs of that time were 
holding up their hands in shocked amazement, the greatest of 
English composers, Edward Elgar, then a young and struggling 
teacher of music, was enjoying Sliaw’s quips so heartily that when 
they met one anothei in late life the composer was able to quote 
many passages which the critic had long forgotten. 

His two years on The Star was followed by four years on The 
World at a salary of a week His new editor was Edmund Yates, 
who offered him the post of music critic at the suggestion of Wilham 
Archer. Shaw jumped at it, and many other people jumped on 
account of it. Dismissing liis book and picture criticisms as the 
struggles of one who was findmg his feet, we may therefore say 
that Shaw’s career as a critic was m three stages : taking a pre- 
limunary canter in The Star, getting into his proper sUide m The 
World, and finishing up with a terrific spnnt as dramatic critic to 
The Satuiday Review. He had the four chief virtues of a great 
journalistic critic; readability, irreverence, individualitv and 
courage. He did not pose as an oracle : “ Never m my life Iiave 
I penned an impartial criticism , and I hope I never may. As long 
as I have a want, I am necessarily partial to the fulfilment of that 
want, with a view to winch I must strive with all my wit to infect 
cver)’one else with it.’ “ Criticism caimot give an absolutely true 
and just account of any artist; it can at best explain its point of 
view and then describe the artist from that point of view ” His 
own freedom and honesty as a critic were partly due to lus isolation, 
and when It was proposed that a critics’ club should be formed he 
explamed his principle while rejecting the pioposal: “ Now dearly 
a cntic should not belong to a dub at all. Ele should not know 
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anybody : liis hand should be agamst every man, and every man’s 
hand against his. . . . People have pomted out evidence of personal 
feeling m my notices as if they were accusing me of a misdemeanour, 
not knowing that a criticism written without personal feeling is not 
worth readmg. It is the capacity for making good or bad art a 
personal matter that makes a man a critic. The artist who accounts 
for my disparagement by alleging personal animosity on my part 
is quite right: when people do less than their best, and do that 
less at once badly and self-complacently, I hate them, loathe them, 
detest them, long to tear diem limb from hmb and strew diem ui 
gobbets about the stage or platform. ... In the same way, really 
fine artists inspire me with die warmest personal regard, which I 
gratify in wnnng my notices without the smallest reference to such 
monstrous conceits as justice, impartiahty, and the rest of the ideals. 
When my cntical mood is at its height, personal feehng is not the 
word ; it is passion : the passion,for artistic perfection—for die 
noblest beauty of sound, sight and action—that rages in me. Let 
all young aitists look to it, and pay no heed to the idiots who 
declare that ciiticism should be free from personal feeling. The 
true critic, I repeat, is die man who becomes your personal enemy 
on the sole provocation of a bad performance, and will only be 
appeased by good performances. Now tins, though well for art 
and for die people, means that the critics are, from the social or 
clubable point of view, ventable fiends They can only fit them¬ 
selves for other people’s clubs by aUowmg themselves to be cor¬ 
rupted by kindly feelings foreign to die purpose of art.” 

Throughout the six years that Shaw devoted to music he never 
once troubled to make liis views agreeable to the authorities. He 
championed Wagner, who was then considered mad by, the critics 
and professors He ridiculed the absurd traditions of the operatic 
stage, and was refused comphmentary seats at Covent Garden as a 
consequence. He exposed the pretentiousness of writers on music 
with an “ analysis ” of Hamlet’s soliloquy on suicide in the same 
scientific style; “ Shakespear, dispensing with the customary 
exordium, announced his subject at once in the infinitive, m winch 
mood It is presently repeated after a short connecting passage m 
, which, brief as it is, we recognise the alternative and negative forms 
on which so much of the significance of repetition depends. Here 
we reach a colon; and a pointed pository plirase, in winch the 
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accent falls decisively on the relative pronoun, brings us to the first 
full stop.” He asked whether it was just that a literary critic should 
be forbidden to make his hvmg m that way on pain of being inter¬ 
viewed by two doctors and a magistrate, and haled off to Bedlam 
forthwith, whilst the more a musical ciitic did it tlie deeper the 
veneration he inspired. 

The musical entertainments provided for royal visitors''to 
London excited his derision, and he described the programme given 
before die Shah of Persia at Covent Garden as “ the most extrava¬ 
gantly Bedlamite hotch-potch on record, even in the annals of 
State concerts. It was evidently die work of a committee on which 
conflictmg views had to be reconciled. Thus, view No. i was that 
die Shah is a gendemaii of ordinary and somewhat vulgar European 
musical taste ; therefore let him hear the overture to William Tell. 
View No. 2 ; The Shah is an idiot; therefore ply Inm with the 
mad scene from Lucia View No. 3 : The Shah’s artisric culture is 
deep, earnest, severe, and German; tliereforc strike up the great 
Leonora overture by Beedioven. View No. 4 : It does not matter 
what the Shah is; we are going to let Imn sec what Covent Garden 
can do ; therefore let us put on the fourth act of Faiisl, wluch is 
one of our big thmgs. View No. 5 : The Shah is a savage and a 
voluptuary ; therefore treat him to the Brocken corroborec from 
Boito’s Mcfatofele^ as the most unseemly tiling we can very well - 
do under the circumstances.” 

The presentation of wreaths and baskets of flowers to popular 
singers at the conclusion of their pieces was then a common custom. 
Shaw noted that an Australian prima donna, Madame Melba, 

“ received flowers across the foodights m those large baskets which 
English ladies and gentlemen mvanably carry with them in die 
theatre, and winch they present to singers m moments of uncon¬ 
trollable admiration ; but he also observed diat the recipients of 
such favours always seemed astonished when die gifts appeared, 
and he begged them to “ consider for a moment how insanely 
impossible it is that a wreath as big as a cart-wheel could be the 
spontaneous offermg of an admiring stranger.” 

Conductors, singers, executants of all sorts, impresarios, stage- ^ 
managers and Brother-critics were not spared by G B.S , who 
c aimed to possess that power of accurate observation winch is 
commonly called cynicism by those who have not got it.” He 
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even told liis'rcaders what was wrong with them : “ It is all work 
and no play in the brain department that makes John Bull such 
an uncommonly dull boy.” The English brain was so dense, he 
declared, that it was only by a strenuous and most desperately 
serious effort that the Englishman could set his intellect m action. 
The average Londoner was as void of feeling for the fine arts as a 
man could be without collapsing bodily. 

Hc- criticised the programmes of die Philharmonic Society, 
advising “ the compulsory retirement of all directors at the age of 
nmety-five, into a lethal chamber if possible ” ; and he wrote of the 
leadmg professors of music, Frederic Co wen, Alexander Mackenzie, 
Hubert Parry and Vuliers Stanford, m a mamier that explains why 
they were all knighted. “lam suic literary composition is infinitely 
more difficult than musical composition, yet I never thought of 
going to a professor to learn it,” said G.B.S., who dealt widi Stan¬ 
ford’s oratono Eden tlius: “ Who am I that I should be believed, 
'to the disparagement of eminent musicians? If you doubt that 
Eden is a masterpiece, ask Dr. Parry and Dr. Mackenzie, and they 
will applaud it to the skies. Surely Dr. Mackenzie’s opmion is 
conclusive ; for is he not the composer of Vem Creator, guaranteed 
as excellent music by Professor Stanford and Dr. Parry ? You want 
to know who Dr. Parry is ? Why, the composer of Blest Pair of 
Sirens, as to the merits of winch you have only to consult Dr. 
Mackenzie and Professor Stanford.” Parry, by the way, never 
composed another oratorio after Shaw had advised him to burn 
the scores of two he had already written. 

Nor was Shaw imposed upon by the ponderous-works of men 
with international reputations : “ Dvorak’s Requiem bored Bir¬ 
mingham so desperately that it was unanimously voted a work of 
extraordinary depth and impressiveness, which verdict I record 
widi a hoUow laugh, and allow the subject to drop by its own 
portentous weight. Besides, I do not wish to behe that steward who 
introduced me to his colleague on Thursday morning (when I 
was lookmg for a scat) as ‘ one of these complimentary people.’ ” 
Of Gounod’s Redemption he wrote: " I liave no more to say 
generally than that if you will only take the precaution to go in 
long enough after it commences and to come out long enough 
before it is over you will not find it weansome.” Hc described 
Brahms’ Requiem as so execrably dull that tlie very flattest of 
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funerals would seem lilcc a ballet after it; Tlicrc arc some sacri- 
flees which should, not be demanded twice ftoni any man, and one 
of them IS hstenmg to Biahms’ Requiem.^’ His later apologies to 
Brahms went no further than to say that now that he really knew 
the Rcqiikm he found it very good fun. 

Like all the greatest essayists Shaw revealed himself in his 
criticisms, their chief attraction bemg the personal digressions, 
their unique quality the conscious self-portraiture. He struck the 
note almost at once ; “ I know that tins metaphor is mixed, and I 
don’t care ; it is as well to come to an early understanding on these 
points ” His seemmgly incsponsiblc gaiety of spirit is apparent 
on almost every page. One may open any volume at random and 
come upon phrases that have the oddly honest Shavian ring : 

“ 1 am proof against all illusions 'except illusions which flatter 
me ; 1 am middle-aged hi years and patnarchal m wisdom.” 

“ I do not mmd confessing that I do not know half as much as 
you would suppose from my articles; but in the kingdom of tlic 
deaf die one-eared is king.” 

“ Some day I must write a supplement to Schumann’s A({v{ce to 
Young Musicions. The title will be Advice to Old Musicians; and 
the first precept will run, ‘ Don’t be in a hurry to contradict G.B.S., 
as he never commits liimsclf on a musical subject until he knows 
at least six times as much about it as you do.’ ” 

“ I do not smoke, do not drmk, and feel hkc a pickpocket when¬ 
ever circumstances compel me to lounge.” 

” I am unfortunately so constituted that if I were actually in 
heaven itself I should have to earn my enjoyment of it by turning 
out and domg a stroke of work of some sort, at any rate of at least 
a fortnights hard labor for one celestial evening hour. There is 
nothing so insufferable as happiness, except perhaps unhappiness; 
and tins is at the bottom of tlie inferiority of Gounod and Mendels¬ 
sohn to Handel as oratorio writers.” 

1^1 taken me nearly twenty years of studied self-restraint, 
aided by die natural decay of my faculties, to make m^rself dull 
enough to be accepted as a serious person by the British public ; 
and I am^ not sure diat I am not stdl regarded as a suspicious 
character in some quarters ” 

I yield to no man in the ingenuity and persistence widi whicll 
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T seize every opportunity of puffing myself and my aftairs ; but I 
never nauseate the pubhc by getting myself praised. . . . Any sort 
of notoriety will serve my turn equally.” 

“ As a rule I do not hazard guesses about artists until I have 
pnvately ascertained that my guesses are correct.” > 

“ There is nothing tliat soothes me more after a long and 
maddening course of pianoforte recitals than to sit and have my 
teeth drilled by a finely skilled hand.” 

“ By simply assassinating less than a dozen men, I could leave 
London without a smgle orchestral wind instiument player of the 
first rank ” f 

” Irf literature the ambition of the novice is to acquiie the 
literary language : the struggle of the adept is to get nd of it ” 
(On a cornet soloist outside a pubhc house.) “ The man played 
witli great taste and pathos; but, to my surprise, he had no knov/- 
ledge of musical etiquette, for when, on his holding Ins hat to me 
for a donation, I explamed that I was a member of the Press, he 
still seemed to expect me to pay for my entertainment.” 

“ The odicr evening, feeluig rather in want of a headache, I 
bcdiought me that I had not been to a music-hall for a long time.” 

“-We put up even with the nightingale only by giving it credit 
for poetic fancies tliat never came into its head.” 

(On the editor of The Star.) ” At last our relations became so 
strained tlnft we came to the very grave point of having to ex¬ 
change assurances that we esteemed one another beyond all created 
mortals.” 

In June 1891 an influenza epidemic gave Shaw another excuse 
to discuss something more mtcrestmg than a concert: “ The most 
important event ui the musical world smee my last article, from 
my point of view, has been the influenza catchmg me, or, as my 
friends preposterously uisist on puttmg it, my catcliing the infiu-, 
enza Fortunately for me, many cases of critics and singers disabled 
by it had occurred under my eyes witliin a fev/ weeks ; so that 
by scrupulously domg the very reverse of what they did in the way 
of treatment, I managed to come through vnthout missing a single 
engagement. I abstained from medical advice and ammoniated 
quimne ; I treated the fever by enjoymg the monnng air at an 
open wmdow in an entirely unprotected condition for a prolonged 
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period before finisbmg up with a cold bath ; I stimulated myself 
liy transitions from the overwhelming heat of the crowded St. 
James’s Hall to the chill coolness of Regent Street at night; I wore 
my hghtest attire ; I kept out of bed as much as possible, and held 
on to raihngs and lamp-posts when the temptation to seek a brief 
repose at fidl length m the streets became almost irresistible, as it 
did once or twice on the day when the fever was at its height; I 
fed myself resolutely (though not on the corpses of slam animals), 
and took no alcohol m any form. The result was that I routed the 
enemy m a senes of pitched batdes, m which I was assailed succes¬ 
sively with dehrium, with weakness and fever, with pams m various 
portions of my person, mcludmg a speaally ingenious one m the 
eyeballs, and, finally, with a vulgar and abominable cold in the 
head, which pursued me with unabated rage for forty-eight hours 
before it lost heart. Had I drugged the fiend, coddled Inm, mebriated 
him, and lavished doctors’ fees on him, no doubt I should have left 
The Wot Id musicless for three weeks at least As it was, I did more 
work m the five days durmg which the combat lasted than m the 
five days before diat Smgers will now blow how to deal with 
theu: foe. It is always worth while to fly m the face of that un- 
venerable survival of witchcraft which calls itself medical science. 
To recover triumphandy under such arcumstances becomes a pomt 
of honor.” 

Shaw resigned his post as music critic to The World when- 
Edmund Yates died m May ’94 Yates’s successor begged him to 
conunue untd the end of the season, winch he did. His place was 
dicn taken by Robert Hichens, who had tramed bmsclf as a 
musician. The professors and entrepreneurs breathed again. 
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SECRET of being miserable is to have leisure to bother 
I about whether you are happy or not,” wrote Shaw. “ The 

JL cure for it is occupation, because occupation means pre¬ 
occupation ; and die preoccupied person is neither happy nor 
unhappy, but sunply active and ahve, which is pleasanter than any 
' happiness until you are tired of it. That is why it is necessary to 
happiness that one should be tired. Music after dmner is pleasant; 
mutic before breakfast is so unpleasant as to be clearly unnatural 
To people who are not overworked holidays are a nuisance. To 
pepple who are, and'who can afford them, they are a troublesome 
necessity. A perpetual holiday is a good working deflmtion of hell.” 

Shakespeare had a few words to say on the subject of hohdays: 

If all the year were playmg hohdays. 

To sport would be as tedious as to work ; 

But when they seldom come, they wish’d for come, 

And nothmg pleasedi but rare accidents. 

Yet Shakespeare would not have agreed with Shaw’s notion of 
a holiday, winch was simply a change of work. When worn out by 
socialistic activities, he wrote a play ; and the occasional hohdays 
he took when a critic were occupied in using up his superfluous 
energy, in pickmg up information, and m exercismg his powers of 
criticism In fact one might describe Ins writings as a holiday for 
liimself and his readers. A friend of his once said that he would 
not care to have Shaw as a compam’on on a long tour. The remark 
was repeated to Shaw, who admitted that he would always be 
“ trying to say smart tlnngs' and this after a time might tend to 
become boresome.” ' But his smart things would not have been 
anything hke so tiring as Ins msatiable curiosity. He scarcely ever 
relaxed, his mind and legs bemg equally active Apparently only 
one companion was ever able to “ steep his senses in forgetfulness ” 
He had taken ah afternoon off and had strolled into some naval 
exlubinon m Chelsea, where he met Oscar Wilde and spent a few 
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delightful hours with him. They saw a replica of Nelson’s Vic/ory 
and*^" a set of P & O cabins which made one seasick by mere 
association of ideas 1 dont know why I went or why Wilde went; 
but we did ; and the question what the devil we were doing in 
that galley tickled us bodi. It was my sole experience of Oscar's 
wonderful gift as a raconteur. I remember particularly an amaz¬ 
ingly elaborate story ... an example of die cnnuilation of a 
single effect, as 111 Mark Twain’s stoiy of the man who was per¬ 
suaded to put lighmmg conductor after lightning conductor at 
every possible point on Ins roof until a thunder-storm came and all 
the hghming in the heavens W’cnt for his house and wiped it out. 

“ Oscar’s much more carefully and elegantly worked out story 
was of a young man who invented a theatre stall which economised 
space by ingenious contrivances which were all described. A friend 
of his invited twenty millionaires to meet him at dinner so diat he 
might interest them in the invention. The young man demon¬ 
strated diat by his mvcntion a theatre holding six hundred people 
could be made to accommodate a diousand ; at which point the 
millionaiies wcie eager and ready to make his fortune. Unfortun¬ 
ately he w'cnt on to calculate the annual gain in all the theatres and 
concert halls in die world , then m all die church offertories, and 
so on, piling up die pecuniary, moral and religious effects of the 
^ inveiit.on until at the end of an hour he had estimated a profit of 
several thousand millions plus the millennium; the climax of 
course bemg that the milhonaires folded their tents and silently 
stole away, leaving the ruined inventor a marked man for life. 

‘ Wilde and I got on extraordinarily well on this occasion. I had 
not to taUc myself, but to listen to a man telling me stories bcttei 
than I could have told them . . He was in a tivecd suit and low 
hat like myself, and had been detected and had detected me in the 
act of clandestinely spending a happy day at RosherviUe Gardens 
instead of pontificating in his frock-coat and so forth And he had 
an audience on whom not one of his subdest effects was lost And 
so for once our meeting was a success; and 1 understood why 
Moins, when he was dying slowly, enjoyed a visit from Wilde 
more than from anybody else.” 

mi, may be added, Shaw could not help relaxing. 

The difference betw'een the two men was illustrated by a story 
Robert Ross told me : “ I once met Shaw in Chartres Cathedral 
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He asked me to take lum round and tell lum everytkmg I Iniew 
' about the stained-glass windows. By dmt"of relentless examination 
he pumped me dry of every scrap of information I possessed, and 
at the end of an hour I was fit only for a Turkish bath and alcoholic 
stimulants Now Oscar would have told me wonderful stories 
about those windows—all made up on the spur of the moment, of 
course—and at the end of an hour I should stiU have been begging 
for more.” 

Shaw’s hunger for knowledge was unappeasable. For more 
restful souls his trips abroad would have been tasks. In September 
’91 he accompanied a party of The Art-Workers Gudd to Vemce. 
The expedition was organised by a Cambridge don named Thomas 
Okey, who experienced some difficulty in arranging for Shaw’s 
diet. The vegetarian did not seem to mmd ; he starx'^ed cheerfully 
until Okey hit on the expedient of telling the head waiters that 
one of their party was under a religious vow to abstain from meat, 
after which Shaw travelled in comfort as a holy man, well provided 
wnth dishes to his taste. But'liis taste in architecture would have 
horrified most holy men. He compared die cathedral at Milan to 
a very expensive wedding cake. “ It disgusted me : it struck me 
as representing the result of giving a carte blanche order for the 
biggest thing of the kind that could be done. ... I gieatly prefer 
San Ambrogio.” The exterior of St Mark’s at Venice he pro¬ 
nounced ideal for a railway station. Generally speaking, the 
Venenans did notliing architecturally tliat gives me the sensation 
I remember getting many years ago when I saw St. John’s Chapel 
in the Tower of London. . . . So, somehow, Italy seems to me a 
humbug. . . . The first day we were here was a very fine day ; 
and It convmced me completely tliat the only pamter who had the 
least notion of what he had to paint was Turner.” Shaw wrote a 
long letter to William Moins, “ because I. must work off my 
growing irritation and escape for a moment from the fearfiil 
solicitude created by these tv^enty-seven men, about twenty of 
whom seem to me to be capable of admiring evcrjnhmg except 
beauty.” Fortunately Venice provided odier things to occupy tlie 
attention beside churches and sightseers: “ You should see Walker 
and Cockerell. Their faces and necks arc mere mosquito pastures 
—all red spots. I have protected myself by burning pastilles which 
make a fume so noxious tliat I have all but succumbed to it myself. 



J^O BERNARDS HAW 

[ have also been fortunate in discouraging fleas, which soon abandon 
the settlements they find on me. The fact is, I perspire freely. My 
keys, for instance, get quite dulled with rust in a short time, I am 
convinced that the damp gives the fleas rheumatism, which must 
be a hideously unpleasant complaint for an insect which has to 
^ump for its life every few seconds. Hence they soon quit me. 
Even the gondoliers did not come up to the mark. He had heard 
that they usually chanted the verses of Tasso—“ a practice which 
was' suspended for some reason dunng my stay in Venice : at 
least no gondolier ever did it in my hearing.” In ’94 he again 
joined The Art-Workers Guild on a journey to Italy, where in 
Genoa he was pleased to find a theatre on the third floor of a 
Renaissance skyscraper, admired the great staircases of the palaces, 
and was with difficulty persuaded not to smash a famous artist’s 
marble representation of Jenner vaccinating a child’s arm.^ 

Shaw had scarcely been inside a church since his childhood, but 
for reasons not wholly concerned with prayer in the ortliodox sense 
he became a churchgoer ui Italy. He took exception to ” the in¬ 
numerable daily services which disturb the truly rehgious visitor. 
If these were decently and intelligently conducted by genuine 
mystics to whom the Mass was no mere rite or miracle, but a real 
communion, the celebrants might reasonably claim a place 111 thp, 
church as their share of the common human right to its use. But 
the average Italian priest, personally unclean, and with chronic 
catarrh of the nose and throat, produced and maintained by sleeping 
and hvmg in frowsty, ill-ventilated rooms, punctuating his gabbled 
Latin only by expectorative hawking, and making the decent guest 
sicken and shiver every tune the horrible splash of spitten mucus 
echoes along the vaulting from the marble steps of the altar : this 
unseemly wretch should be seized and put out, bell, book, candle 
and all, until he learns to behave himself. The English tounst is 
often lectured for his inconsiderate behaviour in Italian churches, 
for walking about during service, talking loudly, tlirustmg himself 
rudely between a worshipper and an altar to examine a painting, 
even for stealing chips of stone and scrawling his name on statues. 
But as far as the mere disturbance of the services is concerned, the 
often very evident disposition of the tounst—especially the experi¬ 
enced tounst to regard the pnest and his congregation as trouble¬ 
some mtruders, a week sp^ent m Italy will convince any unprejudiced 
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person that this is a perfectly reasonable attitude. I have seen 
inconsiderate British behaviour often enough both in church and 
out of It. The slow-witted Englishman who refuses to get out of 
die way of the Host, and looks at the bellringer going before it 
with ‘ Where the devil are you shoving to ? ’ written in every 
pucker ofdiis free-bom British brow, is a familiar figure to me; 
but I have never seen any stranger behave so insufferably as the 
officials of the church habitually do. It is the saenstan who teaches 
you, when once you are committed to tippmg him, not to waste 
your good mamiers on the kneeling worshippers who are snatching 
a moment from their daily round of drudgery and starvation to be 
comfoited by the Blessed Virgm or one of the saints ; it is the 
officiating priest who makes you understand that the congregation 
are past shocking by any mdecency that you would dream of 
^committing, and that the black looks of the congregation are 
directed at the foreigner and the heretic only, and imply a demal 
of your right as a human being to your share of the use of the 
church. That right should be unflmchmgly asserted on all proper 
occasions I know no contrary nght by which the great Catholic 
churches made for the world by the great church-builders should 
be monopohsed by any sect as agamst any man who desires to use 
,them.” 

A more deeply rehgious atmosphere prevailed in the Bayreuth 
Festival Playhouse than m the Catholic Churches In spite of having 
to cross “ that unquiet North Sea, the very thought of which sets 
my entrails aquake,” Shaw often went to Bayreuth, spending many 
pleasant houis m the scented pine-woods on the surrounding lulls. 
The journey had its drawbacks, but there were compensatory 
moments ; “ I write under difficulties this week. I am not a good 
sailor. After bemg rocked in the cradle of the deep all mght, I am 
at present bemg rocked m a Dutch railway carnage. I have been 
in it for five hours, and I assure you that if an express were to come 
in the opposite direction on the same line of rails and smash the 
whole affair, Bassetto included, into pulp, I should make no un¬ 
manly complaints. After all, there is somctlung grand m being able 
to look death m the face with a smile of welcome ; but I should 
enjoy it more if I could look hfe in the face without feehng so 
poorly. 

“ It IS later m tlie day ; and I think life is, perhaps, worth living 
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after all. To drive up the lUune from Bonn to Coblenz, whilst the 
hours advance from afternoon to night, is better than a dozen Press 
views of different schools of landscape. Cologne Cathedral, too, 
has affected me. I am extremely susceptible to stained glass, and 
the old glass there transports me, whilst the new glass makes me 
long to transport it—with bricks Yes, I confess I am enjoying the 
evening I wish I were undressed and in bed, with twelve hours 
sleep before me ; I wish that when that terrific shower caught me 
in Cologne my mackintosh had not split up the back like a trick 
coat in a farce, tlirowing the younger postenty of the Three Kings 
into derisive convulsions. I wish I knew whether that very genial 
market woman really gave me, as she implied, an enormous bargain 
for the sake of my beaux yeiix (one and elevenpence for half a pound 
of grapes and six little hard pears), or whether she swindled me ; 
and I wish I could go back by Channel TTinncl. But still, for the 
moment, I do not regret having been boin.” 

In those days eveiy one visited Bayreuth in order to hear Parsifal^ 
which could be heard novvhcie else, and most pilgrims were feeling 
too devout to notice what the eye of Shaw picked out in the land¬ 
scape : “ Glancing tliiough Bacdecker as I bowl along Bayreuth- 
ward I perceive that the chief feature of the Wagner district is a 
great lunatic asylum At Neumarkt an official railway colporteur 
thrusts into my hand a great red placard inscribed with a Wamung ! 
(German spelling is worse than indifferent) agamst pickpockets at 
Bayreuth. Tins is a nice outcome of Parsifal. In the town an enter¬ 
prising tradesman offers ‘ the Parsifal slippers ’ at 2111.50 the pair 
as die height of novelty.’ It is a desperately stupid httle town, 
tins Bayreuth . . However, there are hills with fine woods to 
wander through, and blackberries, ra<=pbcrnes, and other sorts of 
edible beriics, about the names of which no two persons agree, to 
be had for the picking Some tw,cnty years after Ins first visit 
Shaw wrote from Bayreuth to Wilham Archer ; “ This place, as far 
as the theatre is concerned, is mcredibly unchanged : it is exactly 
as if you and I and Dibdiii (Dibdin’s dead, by-the way, isn’t he ?) 
were there yesterday. . . The lunatic asylum has the same air of 
being deserted for die theatre.” 

Aldiough impressed by ParsfaUnd fiistan he freely criticised 
tile obsolete stage-management. “ Now if you, my Wagnerian 
rieii , wonder how I can scoff dius at so impressive a celebration, 
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I reply that Wagner is dead, and that the evil of deliberately making 
the Bayreuth Festival Playhouse a temple of dead traditions, mstcad 
of an arena for live impulses, has begun already. It is because I, 
too, am an enthusiastic Wagnerite that the Bayreuth management 
cannot deceive me by dressmg itself m the skin of the dead hon.” 
The smging was earnest but horribly contrary to the method of 
Vandaleur Lee. “ Perhaps the reason why these Bayreuth artists 
interest me so much less than they ought to, is that they make no 
mistakes, and I am consequently deprived of an irritant to which 
I have become accustomed m London.” Once he complamcd to 
Levi, the conductor of Parsifal, about the bass smger who had 
howled the^ music of Gurnemanz like a wolf: “ Levi appeared 
surpnsed, and, contemptuous of ‘ glatt ’ bel canto, declared tliat the 
smger had the best bass voice m Germany, and challenged me to 
find him any one who could sing the part better, to which I could 
only respond with sufiiaent emphasis by offering to sing it better 
myself, upon which he gave me up as a lunatic.” 

The effect of his Bayreuth criticisms on pious Wagnerians was, 

' he said, as if he had brawled in church. He praised Richter’s con¬ 
ducting of The Mastersingers, but his career as a critic was over when 
Siegfried Wagner commenced to dominate the Festivals. Siegfried 
came to London m the mueties and Shaw reminisced about Ins 
father and encouraged him as a conductor ; but a later expenence 
was disappointing . “ His conductmg was too depressing to be 
describable as maddening ; but it made us all feel as if we were at 
a garden party in a catliedral town being welcomed by a highly 
connected curate who failed to find any tea for us.” 

Perhaps it is not quite accurate to describe Shaw as “ off duty ” 
when he was at Bayreuth : “ It is desperately hard work, tins daily 
scrutiny of the details of an elaborate performance from foui to 
past ten,” he wrote. “ Yet there are people who imagme I am 
taking a holiday.” He was at any rate fond of taking a busman’s 
liohday, and one Saturday evening in September ’89, feeling in 
need of change and country air, he went down the nver to Green¬ 
wich widi William Archer. They struggled into the gallery of 
Morton’s Theatre and witnessed the principal tounng company’s 
789th performance of Dorothy, a musical comedy that had been a 
greater success in London than the most popular of the Gilbert and 
Sulhvan operas Readers of The Star were entertained by his 



144 BERNARDS HAW 

account of the piece, but they would have enjoyed it still more if 
they had known that the pnma donna was the critic s sister Lucy, 
the tenor his biotlier-in-law. 

“ The tenor, originally, I have no doubt, a fine young man, but 
now cherubically adipose, was evidently coimtmg the days until 
death should release him from the part of Wilder. He had a 
pleasant speaking voice ; and liis affability and forbearance were 
higlily creditable to him under the circumstances; but Nature _ 
rebelled in Inm against the loathed strains of a seven hundred-times 
repeated role. He omitted the song m the first act, and sang 
‘ Though Bom a Man of High Degree ’ as if with the last rally 
of an energy decayed and a willing spirit crushed. The G at the 
end was a vocal earthquake. And yet methought he was not 
displeased when the inliabitants of Greenwich, comnig fresh to 
the slaughter, encored him. . . . 

“ The comic part, bemg simply that of a circus clown transferred 
to the lync stage, is better suited for infinite repetition ; and die 
gentleman who undertook it addressed a comic lady called Priscilla 
as Sarsaparilla during his interludes between the hautc-ccok acts of 
the pnma donna and tenor, with a delight in the rare aroma of the 
joke, and in the roars of laughter it ehcited, winch will probably 
never pall. But anything that he lumself escaped in tlie way of 
tedium was added tenfold to his unlucky colleagues, who sat out 
his buffooneries with an expression of deadly nialignity. I crust the 
gentleman may die in his bed ; but he would be unwise to build 
too much on domg so. There is a point at wliicli tedium becomes 
homiadal mama. 

The ladies fared best. The female of the human species has 
not yet developed a conscience : she wdl apparendy spend her life 
m artistic self-murder by mduced Dorodntis without a pang of 
remorse, provided she be praised and paid regularly. Dorothy 
herself, a beauteous young lady of distinguished mien, with an 
immense variety of accents ranging from the finest Tunbridge 
Wehs English (for genteel comedy) to the broadest Irish (for 
repartee and low comedy), sang without the shghtcst effort and 
widiout the slightest point, and was all the more desperately vapid 
because she suggested artistic gifts wastmg m complacent abey¬ 
ance. . 

The pack of hounds darted in at the end of the second act 
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evidently full of the mad hope of findmg sometliing new going on ; 
and their depression, when they discovered it was Dorothy again, 
was pitiable. The S.P.C.A. should interfere. If there is no law to 
protect men and women from Dorothy, there is at least one that 
can be strauied to protect dogs. 

“ I did not wait for the tlurd act. My companion had several 
times all but fallen mto die pit firom sleep and heaviness of spirit 
combuied ; and I felt as if I were playmg Geoffrey Wilder for the 
milhonth night.” 

Shaw’s visit to Dorothy proves that nine years of London life had 
not made liim pme for fresh air. He was a product of civilisation 
and did not care for the primitive horrors of the countryside, which 
were praised as rustic dehghts by his fnend Henry Salt, a fellow- 
vegetanan Salt hved at Tilford m the Surrey hills and asked Shaw 
to stay with liim and liis wife for a couple of days. “ As he is 'u 
sensible companion for a walk and a talk—if only he would, like 
a sensible man, confine himself to the Thames Embankment—I at 
last consented to the experiment,” wrote Shaw, “ and even agreed 
to be marched to the summit of a scemc imposture called Hindhead, 
and tliere shown the downs of the South Coast, the Portsmouth 
Road (the Knightsbndge-end of which I prefer), and, above all,- 
the place where three men were hanged for murdering someone 
. who had induced them to take a country walk with him. 

“ London was clean, fresh, and dry as I made my way to 
Waterloo after nsing at the unnatural hour of seven on Sunday 
mommg. . . . Between Famham and Tdford there are nearly 
half a dozen hdls and not one viaduct. ,Over these I trudged uphill 
on my toes and downhiU on my heels, making at each step an 
oozy quagmire full of liquid gamboge. As the landscape grew less 
human, the rain came down faster, reduang my book to a pulp 
and transferrmg the red of the cover to my saturated grey jacket. 
Some waterproof vanety of bird, screaming with laughter at me 
from a plantation, made me understand better than before why 
birds are habitually shot. . . . My sleeves by this time struck cold 
to my wnsts. Hangmg my arms disconsolately so as to minimize 
the unpleasant repercussion, I looked down at my c lin ging knees, 
and instantly discharged a pint of rain water and black dye over 
them from my hat brim.” 

He got to Salt’s place at last; his clothes were dned ; he had 
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a fit of sneezing, was dozed by Mrs. Salt with spirits of camphor, 
which nearly killed him, and was then marched out to sec the 
countryside 

“ Frensham Pond, like a waterwoiks denuded of machinery, 
lay to leeward of us, with a shudder passing over it from head to 
foot at every scjuall. I s'j mpathised with it, and looked furtively at 
Salt, to see whether die ineffable dreariness of the scene had not 
dashed him But he was used to it; and, when we got home, 
began to plan an excursion to Hmdhcad for the morrow. The mere 
suggestion brought on a fresh fit of sneezing 

“ Next niornmg I got up at eight to sec the sun and hear the 
birds I found, however, that I was up before them , and I neither 
saw nor heaid them until I got back to the metropolis. Salt was 
jubilant because the wind v/as north-east, which made ram impos¬ 
sible So after breakfast wc started across the hills to Hmdhcad, 
through a mist that made the cows look like mammoths and the 
ndges like Alpine chains When wc were well out of reach of 
shelter the lain began. Salt declared that it would be nothing ; 
that It could never hold out against the north-cast wind Never¬ 
theless It did . Salt was m the Ingliest spirits. The discovery of 
a ivet day m a north-east wind elated lum as the discovery of a 
comet elates an astronomer As to Mrs. Salt, the conclusion she 
drew from it all was that I must come down another day. The 
rain gave her no more concern than if she had been a duck ; and I 
could not help wondering whether her walking costume was not 
m reality a skilfully contrived bathing dress She seemed perfectly 
happy, though the very sheep were bawling plaintively at tlic sky, 
and a cow to which I gave a friendly slap m passing was so saturated 
that the water squirted up my sleeve to die vciy armpit . . . 
Before we got home, my clothes contained three times as much 
water as they had gathered the day before. When I again resumed 
diem they seemed to have been borrowed m an emergency from 
a very young biother. 

I need not describe my walk back to Faniham after dinner. It 
rained aU the way ; but at least I was getting nearer to London. I 
have had change of air and a holiday ; and I have no doubt I 
shall be able to throw off their effect m an fortnight or so ” 

After diat expenence it may seem strange that Shaw frequently 
spent hohdays widi die Salts, discussmg humamtananism and 
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x^egetarianism with Henry and pla3ring piano duets with his wife. 
The Salts found him useful about the house, making his bed with 
methodical precision and helping to wash-up after meals in a con¬ 
scientious and exemplary fashion. On the otlier hand Ins habitual 
scepticism gave them anxious moments whenever tramps turned 
up with stories of hardship. One such visitor told of a terrible 
wound, the scar of which he would probably carry witli him to 
the grave. Shaw felt unable to accept his assurance and asked one 
or two pointed questions. Gravely put out by tins reflection on his 
honesty, the tramp began to take off his clothes. Faced with 
suffering as an alternative to faith, Shaw instantly capitulated and 
proclaimed his unqualified belief in the man’s story. 

Some of the people witli whom he stayed found him so useful 
about the house tiiat they wimessed his departure with a sigh of 
relief. “ You invite him down to your place because you think he 
will entertain your guests with Ins brilliant conversation,” com¬ 
plained one of Ins hostesses; “ and before you know where you 
arc he has chosen a school for your son, made your wiU for you, 
regulated your diet, juid assumed all the privileges of your family 
solicitor, your housekeeper, your clergyman, your doctor, your 
dressmaker, your hairdresser, and your estate agent. When he has 
finished with everybody else, he mates the children to rebellion. 
And when he can find nothing more to do, he goes away and 
forgets all about you.” 

In fact he was an incurably resdess busybody. Except when his 
health was shattered and he was bedridden he could scarcely remam 
inert for twenty consecutive minutes. Yet he made desperate 
attempts to take things easy. At Christm'as, 1S89, for example, he 
nearly drove himself mad m a vain effort to aclueve repose. The 
carol-singers started him off: “ The only music I have heard tlus 
week is Waits To sit up working until two or three in the niornmg, 
and then, just as I am losing myself in my first sleep, to hear Venite 
adoremus, more generally known as 0 \v, cam let Haz adore Im, 
welhng forth firom a cornet (English pitch), a saxhorn (Society of 
Arts pitch, or thereabouts), and a trombone (French pitch), is the 
sort of thing that breaks my peace and destroys my good will 
tow'ards men. Coming on top of a very arduous month, it reduced 
me last Saturday to a condition of such complete addledness, that 
it became evident that my overwrought brain would work itself 
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soft m anodier fortnight unless an interval of complete mental 
vacuity could be mduced. 

“ Obviously the thing to do was to escape from the magnetic 
atmosphere of London, and slow down in some empty-headed 
place where I should be thoroughly bored. Somebody suggested 
Broadstairs I had always supposed Broadstairs to be a show place 
at Wapping ; but I found that it was half-way between Margate 
and Ramsgate, m neidier of wluph famous wateruig-placcs had I 
ever set foot ” 

So to Broadstairs he went. “ Let no man henceforth ever trifle 
with Fate so far as actually to seek boredom Before I was ten 
minutes here, I was bored beyond description The air of the place 
is mfemal. In it I hurry about like a mouse suffocating in oxygen. 
The people here call it ‘ ozone ’ and consider it splendid ; but there 
is a visible crust over diem, a sort of dull terra-cotta surface which 
they pretend to regard as a sign of robust health. As I consume in 
die ozone, dns ternble hmekihi crust is forming on me too ; and 
they congratulate me already on ‘ looking quite different ’ As a 
matter of fact I can do nothing but eat: my brain refuses its 
accustomed work. The place smells as if someone had spilt a botdc 
of iodine over it. The sea is absolutely dirtier than the Thames 
under Blackfiiars Bndge ; and the cold is hideous. I have not 
come across a graveyard yet; and I have no doubt that sepulture 
is unnecessary, as the houses are perfect refrigerating chambers, 
capable of preserving a corpse to the remotest posterity. 

“ I am staymg m NuckcU’s Place; and they tcU me that Miss 
NuckeU was the ongmal^of Betsey Trotwood m David Coppajietd, 
and that the strip of green outside is that from which she used to 
chase die donkeys. A house down to the left is called Bleak House ; 
and I can only say that if it is any bleaker dian my bedroom, it must 
be a nonpareil freezer But aU this Dickens-mama is only hallu- 
anation mduced by the ozone This monimg a resident said to me, 

Do you see that weatherbeaten old salt coming along ^ ‘ Yes,’ 

I rephed ; and if you wiU excuse my anticipatmg your reply, I 
may say that I have no doubt that he is die original of Captain 
Cutde But, my dear madam, I myself am Como di Bassetto ; and 
in future Broadstairs anecdotage will begin to revolve round Me.’ 
T len, ir^eUed to restless activity by the abommable ozone, ^ I 
rus ed off to the leff ; sped along die chffs ; passed a lighthouse. 
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vvliich looked as if it had been turned into a pillar of salt by the sea 
air ; fell presently among stony ground ; passed on into muddy 
ground ; and finally reached Margate, a most dismal hole, wheref 
the iodine and ozone were flavored with lodgings. 

“ I made at once for the railway station, and demanded the next 
train. ‘Where to ? ’ said the official. ‘Anywhere,’ I replied, ‘ pro¬ 
vided It be far inland.’ ‘ Train to Ramsgit at two-fifteen,’ he said : 

‘ nothing else till six.’ I could not conceive Ramsgit as being so 
depressing, even on Christmas Day, as'Margit; so I got into that 
tram ; and, lo, the second station we came to was Broadstairs. This 
*was the finger of Fate ; for tlie ozone had made mc^ so ragmgly 
hungry tliat I burst from the train and ran all the way to Nuckell’s 
Place, where, to my unspeakable horror and loatliing, they triumph¬ 
antly brought me up a turkey with sausages. ‘ Surely, sir,’ they 
said, as if remonstratmg widi me for some exhibition of depravity, 

‘ surely you eat meat on Cfii istiuas day.’ ‘ I telf you,’ I screamed, 

‘ diat I never eat meat.’ ‘ Not even a htde gravy, sir ? I think it 
would do you good.’ I put a fearful constraint on myself, and 
politely refused. Yet they came up again, as fresh as paint, with a 
discolored mess of suet scorched in flaming brandy ; and when I 
conveyed to them, as considerately as I could, that I thought the 
distmeuon between suet and meat, burnt brandy and spirits, too '' 
fine to be worth msisring on, they evidently regarded me as hardly 
reasonable. There can be no doubt that the people here are mentally 
enfeebled. The keen air causes such rapid waste of tissue that tliey 
dare not add to it by flunking. They are always recuperating— 
that is to say eating—mostly cows. 

“ Nevertheless it was with some emotion that I trod sea'sand 
for the first time for many years. When I was a boy I leamt-to 
appreciate the sight and sound of the sea in a beautiful bay on the 
Irish coast. But they have no confounded ozone m Ireland, only 
ordmary wholesome sea air. You never see an Irishman swaggenng 
and smffing about with his chest expanded, mad with excessive 
oxygen, and assurmg everybody-that he feels—poor devil—^like a 
new man. 

“ By the way, I did not escape the Waits by coming down here. 

I had not walked fifty yards from the railway station when I foimd 
diem m full cry in a front garden. However, I am bound to confess 
that the seaside vocal Wait is enormously superior to the metro- 


idleness endurable to Shaw, whose happiest holidays occurred when 
a General Election forced him to insh about the country making 
speeches; “ It is a salutary thing after the worry and hurry of a 
London season to abandon one’s typewriter, fly beyond the reach 
of the endless deliveries of the metropolitan postal service, and 
dehver one’s soul face to face with one’s fellow-man under the 
open sky” 

Perhaps Shaw’s quietest holidays were spent with Sidney Webb, 
once m Holland and Belgium (Shaw’s first foreign trip) and once 
at Ober Ammcrgau for the Passion Play. Webb, interested in 
everything, allowed Shaw to take Inm through all the picture 
galleries, into all the churches, and up all the church towers. They 
talked about everything on earth except socialism. At Ober 
Ammergau Shaw did his utmost to make Ins friend chmb the momi- 
tains, but Webb settled himself m the hcatlier at the base and 
promised to wait until Shaw came down agam, winch he did 
without tedium, as he was writmg interminable love-letters to his 
future wife Beatiice Potter, with no facts or figures in them except 
his demonstiation that one and one made, not two, but eleven. 
In Flanders Shaw was given a remarkable proof of Webb’s memory. 
A parcel of official papers the size of an average pillow had to be 
despatched to the Colonial Office, and Webb, speaking fluent 
English-French and, with his Napoleonic imperial, looking exactly 
hke a Frenchman, informed die clerk at the post office, who began 
to weigh It, that it could be sent for a sou. The clerk, aghast, 
expostulated Webb ated the paragraph, page and column of the 
code authorising the rate he had quoted The clerk wavered and 
went to consult his superior, who consulted tlie code, winch justified 
Webb. After that,” said Shaw, “he could have posted all Ins 
laundry home for a ha’penny.” But there was another side to the 
walking encyclopsedia-cum-calculatmg-machine known as Sidney 
Webb. On the journey from Haarlem to Ulm one day a pohee- 
man entered their steam tramcar. He was m charge of a young 
deluiquent to whose wrists a long cham was fastened, and who, 
under the severe stares of the company, appeared as wretched as a 
young man would be under such circumstances. It happened that 
Webb and Shaw had bought a packet of the famous local marzipan', 
ubiquitous on the Contuient, and had been unable to eat it.' At the 
next stop the pohee officer rose and beckoned his prisoner to follow. 
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As the disgraced youth passed, Webb with miraculous adroitness 
transferred his marzipan from his pocket to that of the piisoner. 
The effect was magical. The youth, finding that what he had 
resented as reprobation was really sympathy, lifted Ins head, re¬ 
covered his self-respect and, let us hope, lived blamelessly ever after. 

Shaw told me that the gesture, in conception and execution, 
was entirely characteristic of the real SidneyWebb 

Shaw’s physical recreations in the inneties were swimming and 
bicychng. He learnt to nde a bicycle in the spring of ’95 while 
staying with the Webbs m the wooden hotel on Beachy Head : 
“ My efforts set the coastguards laughing as no audience had ever 
laughed at my plays. I made myself ndiculous with such success 
that I felt quite ready to laugh at somebody else.” So he laughed 
tlirougliout a long essay at Dr Max Nordau. Apparently dancing 
was another physical recreation attended with ludicrous results. 
One February evening in 1890 he went to see the ballets at the 
Alhambra and the Empire, and was much struck by the danang 
of a man named Vincenti at the former ; 

“ When I arrived at my door after these dissipations I found 
Fitzroy Square, m winch I hve, deserted. It was a clear, dry, cold 
night; and the carriage-way round the circular rading presented 
such a magnificent hippodrome that I could not resist trying to go 
just once round m Vmcenti’s fashion. It proved frightfully difficult 
After my fourteenth fall I was picked up by a policeman. ‘ What 
are you domg here ? ’ he said, keeping fast hold of me. ‘ I bm 
watching you for the last five minutes.’ I explained, eloquently 
and enthusiastically. He hesitated a moment, and then said, ‘ Would 
you mmd holdmg my helmet wlnle I have a tr)^ It dont look so 
hard.’ Next moment his nose was buried in the macadam and his 
right knee was out tlirough its tom garment. He got up bruised 
and bleeding, but resolute. ‘ I never was beaten yet,’ he said ; ‘ and 
I wont be beaten now. It was my coat that tripped me ’ We both 
hung our coats on the raihngs, and went at it again. If each round 
of tlie square had been a round in a prize fight, we should have 
been less damaged and disfigured ; but we persevered, and by four 
o’clock the policeman had just succeeded in getting round twice 
without a rest or a fall, when an mspector arrived and asked him 
bitterly whether that was his notion of fixed point duty. ‘ I allow 
it amt fixed point,’ said the constable, emboldened by his new 
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accomplishment; ‘ but I’lJ lay half a sovereign you can’t do it.’ 
The inspector could not resist the temptation to try (I was whirling 
round before his eyes in the most fasemanng manner) ; and he 
made rapid progress after half an hour or so We were subse¬ 
quently joined by an early postman and by a milkman, who 
unfortunately broke Ins leg and had to be carried to hospital by 
the other three By that time I was quite exhausted, and could 
barely crawl into bed. It was perhaps a foohsh scene ; but nobody 
who has wimessed Vincenti’s performance will feel surprised at it ” 
I quote tins tissue of lies as an example of Shaw’s method of 
■ teUmg the truth It leaves one with a vivid notion of the effect 
produced by Vincenti’s whirl round the stage. Shaw maintained, 
when I taxed Inm on the subject, that a hteral account is neither 
true nor false : it tells just notlung. “ You may read the Annual 
Register from end to end and be no wiser. But read Pilgrim's 
Progiess and Gulliver s Travels and you v/ill know as much human 
history as you need, if not more,” 


HENRY AND ELLEN 

W Hn,E the musical pedagogues were lecovenng their breath 
tile dramatists, actors and theatre-managers were holding 
theirs, for in the first week of January 1895 Shaw' began 
to criticise the drama in The Saturday Reviciv at a weekly salary’’ of 
£ 6 , contmumg the tieatment for three and a half years. 

His new editor was Frank Hains, who believed in an absolute 
freedom of thought and a limitless hccnce of speech, though 
per^nally he was touchy enough “ You sail the Spamsh Mam 
wnth the blackest of flags, the reddest of sashes, the hugest of cut¬ 
lasses, and the tliinnest of slans,” Shaw once wrote to lum Their' 
first mcetmg was described by Shaw long afterwards: Harns had 
invited him to call and Shaw found the editor “ engaged with a 
visitor to whom he was speaking m lesoundmg and perfectly fluent 
erman Tms impressed me, as I am the worst of linguists. I also 
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appreciated his fine elocution, though, being a public speaker and 
a producer of my owi plays, I v/as an expeit at this game and proof 
against its theatrical illusion. I told myself that tliis was the, man 
for me as an editor, but tliat he would bully me if I did not buUy 
him first. All the editors who were any use to me were men of this 
sort. My bullying was very mild. He was tellmg me how he had 
upset himself by some athletic feat on tlie river. I immediately 
assumed the character of President of the Royal College of Physi¬ 
cians, and said severely, ‘ Do you drink ? ’ He was taken aback 
for a moment. Then he accepted the situation and gave me quite 
a long account of Ins symptoms and diet and so forth. After that 
we weie on quite unreserved and intimate terms ” 

Unreserv’^ed, perhaps, but scarcely ultimate, since Shaw seldom 
came mto close contact with him. To Icnow a man intimately one 
must share some of Ins tastes and meet him constantly off duty. 
Harris was a big eater and drinker, a cafe-haunter, a cky-gamblcr, 
a blackmailer, and, according to Inmsclf, a frequent fornicator ; 
everytlnng iii fact diat Shaw was not. When Harris ask»d him to 
tlie staff lunches at tlie Cafe Royal, he went once or twice merely 
to study the economics of the place, but disliked the mcat-gorgmg 
and wme-swilling of his host and fellow-guests and objected on 
principle to the puce of Ins own macaroni, a plateful of which 
only cost him tenpence elsewhere. His meetings with Harris were 
mostly confined to the office, which he occasionally visited when 
some legal action was pending m order to tell the editor that he 
had not a leg to stand on. Thus Shaw’s knowledge of Harris was 
sketchy, his judgment of him msufficiently grounded.^ 

Like Yates, Frank Hams possessed tlie mam merit of a first-class 
editor ; he chose his contributors with discnmination and gave 
them a free hand ; so Shaw proceeded to make tlie tlicatrical world 
sit up 

The outstanding figuie on the stage of that time was Sir Henry 
Irving, whose tlieatre, the Lyceum, was generally regarded as "the 
chief temple of dramatic ait in tlie kingdom. Shaw, as we know, 

^ Natin-ally Shaw docs not accept this view " Harris \\ as intensely dis- ■ 
liked because he seemed a ferocious blacVguaid. and intimidaicd better men 
than hunseir,” wrote Shaw to me. “ His wondeiful speaking voice and 
stylised delivery were tiemcndously imposing. ‘ But tlicy did not impose on 
Julia Frankaa (Frank. Danby) nor on me. We knew poor Frank die othcis 
didn’t ” 



1^6 BERNARD SHAW' 

had seen Irving in Dublm and had felt that he would he the leading 
exponent of modern drama. But Irving entertained other views 
for lumself, and when not creating the bizarre characters in old- 
fashioned melodramas he hacked the plays of Shakespeare into 
shapes that set off his curious personality to advantage. This, from 
Shaw’s pomt of view, was bad enough ; but when in addition he 
engaged as prmcipal lady the most enchanting actress who ever 
graced the stage, one who might have been born to play leading 
roles m tlie drama of her age, Shaw saw red. * When questions of 
art are concerned I am really mahaous,” he wrote. “ Retrogressive 
art and wasted or unworthily used talent . . make me aware that 
I am capable of sometlimg as near to hatred as any emotion can be 
that has no taint of fear in it.” And he once told me that it made 
liim quite savage to hear a work of art—a play, opera or symphcyiy 
"—murdered 

He first saw Ellen Terry shortly after he came to London. Tins 
was in Robertson’s Ours^ and she made little ihiprcssion on him as 
an. actressy havmg nodnng to act. Then he saw her in New Men 
and Old Acies, winch she made memorable just as Irvmg had 
made Two Roses memorable : “ I was completely conquered and 
convmced that here was the woman for the new drama which was 
still in the womb of Time, waiting for Ibsen to impregnate it. If 
ever there were two artists apparently marked out by Nature to 
make a clean break with an outworn past and create a new stage 
world they were Ellen Terry and Henry Irving.” 

Throughout the eighties Shaw went regularly to the Lyceum 
Theatre, gnashing his teeth over the mangled Shakespeare and 
obsolete melodrama served up there and foaming at the mouth 
over the hideous waste of two wonderful talents. It is but fair to 
add that nearly every one except Sliaw was enchanted by the 
Shakespearean excerpts, impressed by The Iron Chest and The 
Corsican Bi others^ and moved to ecstasy by tlie full flowering of 
two immitable geniuses But although Shaw felt tlie value of 
EUen Terry s umque personahty, and, full as he was of the school 
of superhuman acting winch expired with Barry Sulhvan (with 
Chaliapm in opera), found Irving’s first attempts at it pitiable and 
ndiculous, he wp quite capable of criticising Ellen and praismg 
Heny. In Apnl 89, for instance, he went to Macbeth at the Lyceum 

and found Mr. Irvmg playmg very finely indeed, and quite irre- 
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proacliable m my department He and I arc the only two men— 
not professional phonetic experts—m England who can distinguish 
a vowel from a diphthong. Wliat a Lady Macbeth Miss Terry is ! 
I would trust my Hfe in her hands. It was a luxury to hear her speak 
t»f ‘ the owl, the fatal bellman which gives the stem’st goodmght.’ 
I had not heard ‘ goodnight ’ said in that exact tone since I saw her 
in the balcony scene m Romeo and Juliet” At a Playgoers Club 
annual dinner he praised Irving to his face. Irving, in a speech, said 
that there ought to be a Conservatoire m England as m France for 
teaclinig elocution. Shaw, replying for the press, disagreed. There 
were already two magnificent schools of elocution m London, he 
asserted : one, he need hardly say, was the Lyceum. Irvmg, who 
had been expecting something nasty, sat bolt upright at this and 
looked extremely pleased with himself The other, Shaw went on, 
was Ins own school m Hyde Park. Irving collapsed and looked 
extremely displeased with Shaw. Forty years after his visit to 
Macbeth Shaw wiote that Irving’s “ pecuhar nasal method of 
securmg resonance obhgcd lum to pronounce our English diph¬ 
thongs as vowels,” concerning which we may remark that if it 
contradicts what he had previously said, it contradicts it. 

But Shaw would not have worned about Irving’s pronunciation 
if only the man had produced the works of Ibsen, and in order to 
awake in him a consciousness of his own age, of the kind of drama 
he should have appeared in, Shaw frequently ridiculed the Lyceum 
plays, Irving’s performances, and the parts on which Ellen Terry 
'was wastmg her exquisite personality^ To understand Shaw’s 
attitude towards Irving, and to appreaate Irvmg’s feelings towards 
Shaw, we may take the latter’s ciiticism (May 1895) of Irving’s 
performance of Corporal Brewster in Conan Doyle’s A Story oj 
Waterloo, a performance that \vas hailed throughout the Press as a 
masterpiece of moving and subtle actmg which no other actor 
could have achieved. 

There was absolutely no acting in the piece, wrote Shaw : 

“ There is a make-up in it, and a little cheap and simple mimicry 
which Mr. Irvmg does indifferently because he is neither apt nor 
observant as a mimic of doddering old men.” When Irving enters 
“ he makes his way to lus chair, and can only sit down, so stiff are 
his aged limbs, very slowly and creakily. This sitting down busi¬ 
ness IS not actmg ; tlie callboy could do it; but we ... go off 
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in enthusiastic whispers, ‘ What superb acting ! How wonderfully 
he does it! ’ The Corporal’s grandniece prepares Ins tea : he sups 
It noisily and ineptly, like an mfant. More whispers ‘ How 
masterly a touch of second childhood ! ’ Fie gets a bronchial attack 
and gasps for paregoric, winch Ins grandniece administers with a 
spoon, whilst our faces ghsten witli tearful smiles. Is there another 
living actor who could take paregoric like that ? ... He dodders 
across the stage . . . and sits down on another chair with his 
joints crying more loudly than ever for some of the oil of youth. 
We feel that we could watch him sitting down for ever. . . . Enter 
a haughty gentleman. It is the Colonel of the Royal Scots Guards, 
tlie Corporal’s old regiment. According to the well-lmown custom 
of colonels, he has called on the old pensioner to give inm a five- 
pound note. The old man, as if electrically shocked, staggers up 
and desperately tries to stand for a moment at ‘ attention ’ and 
salute his officer. He collapses, almost slam by the effort, into Ins 
chair, mumbling padietically that he ‘ were a’most gone that time, 
Colonel.’ ‘A masterstroke 1 who but a great actor could have 
executed this heartscarching movement ? ’ The veteran returns to 
the fireside : once more he depicts with convmcmg art the state 
of an old man’s jomts ” 

With a hit at die critics for praising such a commonplace 
exhibirion, Shaw asked . “ What, I wonder, must Mr. Irving feel 
when he finds this pitiful little handful of hackneyed stage tricks 
received exactly as if it were a crowiung instance of his most 
difficult and finest art ? ” - ' 

It is no good pretendmg that Irving laughed heartily'over this 
or even that he appreciated the implied compliment that he and 
Shaw knew better than the critics. Tins sort of thing was always 
happening in The Saturday Revieiu, and Irving could not even 
lecture at the Royal Institution without exposing himself to Shaw’s 
awkwardly honest comments. In this lecture, dehvered early in 
95 ) In^mg put forward a formal claim to have acting classified 
offiaally among die fine arts,” and remarked ; ” Official recogni¬ 
tion of anything worthy is a good, or at least a useful thing. It is a 
part, and an important part, of the economy of the State : if it is 
not, of what use are tides and distmcnons, names, badges, offices, 
in tact all die titular and sumptuary ways of distinction ? ” Shaw' 
promptly dotted the I’s and crossed the t’s of Irving’s pica. If the 
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composer, the pok, the painter, .were given knightlioods, why not 
die actor ? That, he said, was Irvmg’s argument m a nutshell. 

‘ Worthy and courageous fellow ' As for the rest of the lecture, it 
was “ penny-a-hner’s fustian ” and Shaw declared that if Irvmg 
“ wrote It himself he wasted his time/’ but that if, as Shaw well 
knew, “ he got it written for lum, he need not have paid the writer 
a farthing more than one-and-sixpence an hour.” 

When It IS added that Shaw had only recendy attacked die whole 
pohey of die Lyceum, with its obsolete tomfooleries, schoolgirl 
charades, blank verse and hashed Shakespeare, and had spoken of 
Ellen Terry as “ a horn actress of real women’s paits condemned to 
figure as a mere artist’s model m costume plays,” and had more¬ 
over summed up his emotions m the exclamation, “ What a 
theatre for a woman of gemus to be attached to ! ” it wdl be 
, understood why-Irving did not receive a one-act play by Shaw 
with shouts of joyful enthusiasm 

The play was handed lum by Ellen Terry. It was called The 
Man of Destiny and contained fat parts for lumself (Napoleon) and 
Ellen (The Strange Lady), whose physical appearance was described 
m die stage directions 

The author and the actress had already commenced that lover- 
like correspondence which was to be published to the surprise and 
delight of everyone except Ellen Terry’s son in 1931 It began 
badly Ellen Terry v/rotc to Yates asking whether a young singer 
in whom she was interested had any chance of success. Yates gave 
the letter to his music critic Shaw, who made what Ellen called an 
“ exceedingly stiff and prim ” reply. But he attended a concert at 
which Ellen recited and her fnend sang, and wrote a long helpful 
letter in which he said that Ellen’s recitation of Monk Lewis’s silly 
poem The Captive had moved him but that her friend’s singing had 
not; “ You brought tears to my eyes, not, you will understand, 
by the imaginary sorrows of the lunatic (sorrow does not make 
. me cry, even when it is real) but by doing the tlung beautifully. 
My whole claim to be a critic of art is that I can be touched m that 
way. Now your friend did not touch me in the least.” 

After this the correspondence became triflingly gallant on Iiis 
part and teasingly mdulgent on hers. The hobby of tlie male genius 
is to play at love-making, of the female genius to play at mothering ; 
and tliesc two played tlieir parts for aU tliey were worth For years 
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they did not meet, though Shaw told her of an occasion when she 
spoke to Inm without knowmg who he was. 

This paper-flirtation exactly smted Sliaw’s temperament; _ it 
exercised Ins imagmation, soothed Inm, and enabled him to main- 
tarn an mvigoranng fncndslup without any of the drawbacks of 
personal contact. He loved Ellen Terry on the stage, and on paper, 
and had no wish to exchange an adorable dream for an incalculable 
reality. Ellen at a distance was enchanting: Ellen close at hand 
might have been disturbmg. AU the same he wanted her for liis 
own plays as well as Ibsen’s and did Ins utmost to make licr break 
away from Irvmg, who was “ completely independent of die 
dramatist, and only approaches him m moments of aberration.” 

Although Shaw warned her that The Man of Destiny was “ not 
one of my great plays . . . only a display of my knowledge of 
stage tncks—a commercial traveller’s sample,” Ellen thought it 
dehcious ” and begged Irvmg to consider it for the Lyceum. 
Irving was cautious and crafty. He would not commit himself to 
an early production ; on the other hand he did not wish to anta- 
gomse Shaw with a refusal He had a “ prmcely mamicr of buying 
literary courtiers ” ; that is, of paymg money for “ options ” on 
plays by critics without the smallest mtention of putting them ohl 
and so purchasing praise for all his productions. Shaw was no' 
amenable to such treatment, though Irvmg could scarcely b 
blamed for failing to reahse it, most critics having discovered tha 
his actmg steadily improved on tins basis. I 

Irving was a queer person: he was interested in nothing la 
Ins work and nobody but himself. Thus he was strangely ignora- 
about people and thmgs, ignorant even about Irving, for he w 
too self-absorbed to objectify hnuself. The works of Shakespcai 
were merely the scenery in winch his personality could move an 
ppress Itself; if the words got >n Ins way, he chopped them oii 
just as he wmuld ha^e rhan^ed a backcloth or toned down the hgli 
mg. He converted ’*1. cl aracters of Shakespeare mto so man! 
projections of h>> uiage-personahty; whenever the words flatll 
contradicted his portrayal, they were removed. He scarcely con 
cemed himself with the profession of acting ; he cared solely fo 
Ins own performances. When Ben Webster, anxious to strike ; 
responsive chord in ” tlie cliief,” asked whether he had seen in th 
papers tliat his son Harry was shortly to appear as Hamlet, Irviuj 
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grunted . “ Harr-y ? . . Hm . . . Ham-iet ? . . Hm . . . 
Sill-y . /’ His complete lack of interest in Shaw’s play may 
therefore be assumed ; nothmg could have mduced lum to produce 
It; but he was cunning enough to appear keenly interested to Ellen 
and to talk of putting it on “ next year.” 

Shaw saw through this manoeuvre, and though he yielded to 
Ellen’s entreaty that he should leave the play m Irving’s hands, he 
told her that “ as long as I remain a dramatic critic I can neither 
sell plays nor take advances.” For some months he heard nothing 
further about it; so in July ’96, he wrote to ask her why, and 
incidentally to make a suggestion : “ Come, I will teach you the 
part without your opening the book once. I will get a tandem 
bicycle ; and we shall nde along over the celestial plams, I dinmiig 
the part into your head until you pick it up as one picks up a tune 
by ear. That is how all parts should be taught and learnt: in my 
ideal company there shall not be an actress who can read.” She at 
once spoke to Irvmg, who said he would do the play for a few 
mghts next year and give it a run widi another drama the follow¬ 
ing year. ” He wants die play very much,” Ellen assured the author, 
beggmg him a few days later to see or write to Irving ” about that 
confounded duck of a play.” Shaw wrote, and Irvmg proposed to- 
give him ;^50 a year for the rights on the understandmg that the 
play should be produced at die Lyceum when convement. Shaw, 
as an honest cntic, could only refuse, and offered to give Irvmg 
the play if he would produce some of Ibsen’s works, or to give 
Ellen Terry die play without any conditions at all. Irvmg, un¬ 
accustomed to such generosity from author-cntics, made no reply. 

Meanwlule Irving had announced a production of Shakespeare’s 
Cymheline for the autumn of’96, and Shaw, having re-read the play 
and decided that Shakespeare was “ a damned fool,” explamed tO' 
EUen at great length how she ought to treat the part of Imogen. 
Shaw’s anti-Shakespeare campaign was part of his pro-Ibsen and 
anti-Irvmg campaign. If Ibsen was as wonderful as Shaw thought 
lum, then Shakespeare was not as wonderful as odier people 
thought him, and Irvmg, by neglectmg Ibsen and produemg 
episodes from Shakespeare’s plays, was not only an enemy to the 
modem movement but a bardolater by false pretences Shaw was 
fond, “ unaffectedly fond,” of Shakespeare’s plays, liking them 
cluefly for their poetry. Yet people did not remember lus praise:- 
B.s. p 
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himself” Against tliis Shaw must have found comfort in liis 
pnnted statement that Irving’s lachuno was in every respect better 
than Shakespeare’s, which went far to neutralise the disadvantage 
at which Irving had him. The interview passed off without fric¬ 
tion, and Ellen Terry thought that Shaw was a little awed by 
Irving. She got as far as the door of the office, mtendmg to enter, 
but on hearuig Shaw’s voice witlnn she “ skedaddled home again 
full tilt, and, oh I was laughing. I coiildnt come in All of a sudden 
It came to me that under the fumiy circumstances I should not be 
responsible for my impulses When I saw you, I might have thrown ' 
my arms round your neck and hugged you * I might have been 
struck shy. The Lord knows what I rmght or nught not have done^ 
and I thmk H I. might not have seen the joke ! ” Over a year 
later she recalled the episode * “ What is your voice hke 1 wonder ? 
You sang so very small that day I was eavesdropping at the Lyceum 
office door.” Shaw told her that he hked Irving but thought lum 
without exception the stupidest man he had ever met • “ Simply 
no brains—^nothing but character and temperament. Curious, 
how httle use mere brains are ! I have a very fine set; and yet I 
learnt more from the first stupid woman who fell m love with me 
than ever they taught me.” 

Not long after this Ellen peeped tlirough a hole in the Lyceum 
Theatre curtam and saw Shaw for the first time : ‘‘ I’ve seen you 
at last I You are a boy ! And a Duck ! . . . How deadly delicate 
you look ” Possibly die sight of him made her more than ever 
anxious that Irving should do Ins play ; at any rate she at last got 
Irving to the point of discussing the possibility of doing it with 
another play he wished to produce, and his manager, Bram Stoker, 
wrote to tell Shaw that while no date could yet be fixed he could 
draw on account of royalties whenever he wished. Shaw, more 
' desirous to write with a free pen dian to draw royalties, ignored 
this further attempt to buy him off, and at the close of ’96 his pen 
took such hberties that Irving took offence. In criticising the actor’s 
performance of Richard III, Shaw said that Irving “ was not, as it 
seemed to me, answ'ering Ins helm sansfactorily ; and he was occa¬ 
sionally a httle out of temper widi liis own nervous condition. He 
made some odd slips in the text, notably by repeatedly substitu¬ 
ting ‘ you ’ for ‘ I ’ . . . Once he inadvertently electrified the 
house by very unexpectedly askmg Miss Milton to get further up 
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the Stage in tlie blank verse and penetrating tones of Ricliard.” 
Shaw also accused Richard of playing the lovc-sccnc with Anne 
“ as if he were a Houndsditch salesman cheatmg a factory girl over 
a pair of second-hand stockings.” 

Tins realistic dcscnption of a performance by a slightly tipsy 
man annoyed Irvmg, who believed it to be an accusation of 
drunkenness; and it was all the more annoymg because Irving 
actually had been drunk, though Shaw did not know it. For a 
while Irving held Ins anger in check ; but early in ’97 Shaw went 
to see Olivia at the Lyceum, remarked that Henry Irving’s per¬ 
formance of the Vicar in that play was far surpassed by Hcrmaim 
Vezin’s, and took occasion to add that “ my regard for Sir Henry 
Irving cannot blind me to die fact that it would have been better 
^or us twenty-five years ago to have tied him up in a sack with 
every existing copy of the works of Shakespear, and dropped him 
into the crater of the nearest volcano.” Having absorbed tliis state¬ 
ment, Irvmg told a fnend that Shaw had a disagreeable lack of 
reverence for persons m digmfied positions, and in conversation 
with Ellen Terry began to speak of him as “ Your friend Mr. 
Pshaw.” He also ordered Ins manager to return The Man of Destiny 
to its author, signifymg that he had changed his mind about pro¬ 
ducing It Shaw was delighted : “ I am in ecstasies,” he wrote to 
Ellen . “I have been spoihng for a row.” Ellen was very much 
upset and implored Shaw not to quarrel with Irving. Sliaw pro¬ 
mised not to quarrel, kept his promise, and urged her to take 
Irving’s side in the dispute : “ It is when a man is too much hurt 
to do the perfectly magnammous tlung that he most needs standing 
by,” said Shaw, who further warned her, “ Anything tliat you say 
in my favour, far from convincing him, will only strike liim as an 
act of treachery to lumself” She still hoped that Irving would 
do the play, if given time ; but Shaw knew very well that he would 
not touch It and told Ellen that her career had been ** sacrificed to 
the egotism of a fool Shaw’s considered opimon of the whole 
episode was given me m a letter dated July 12th, 1939 : 

In the nineties the bribery of critics had settled into a routme 
so pleasant and fnendly that actor managers did it as a sort of 
ntud ; and there was no feeling of anythmg improper about it. 

A y own case illustrates the practice. George Alexander wrote 
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to me to say that he had bought the Bntish rights of Sudermann’s 
play, Sodom’s Eude, and would hke me to advise liim about it. 
Sudermann was a playwright wildly unsuitable to George and to 
die manners and tone of the St. James’s Theatre under his manage¬ 
ment. Still, I pohtely took his copy of the play, and, not knowmg 
German (bar Wagner), read it solemnly through and picked up 
what I could about it. I then commumcated the result to Alec, to 
the effect that Sudermann was just then a front Ime author, and the 
St. James’s a front hne theatre, and Alec a front Ime actor, and a 
play was a play, and that was that. Alec then said that if I would 
undertake the necessary translation and adaptation he was prepared 
to buy a six months option on it for ^{^50 My reply, though very 
pohtc, grateful, and friendly in its terms, was ‘ Nothing doing.’ 

“ Next came Charles Wyndham with an old play by Scribe. 
This hemg in French gave me no trouble. I said, ‘ Of course this 
wiU succeed if you play the part of De Ryons.’ He then asked what 
about tlie translation ‘ That,’ I said, ‘ can be made by Sydney 
Grundy.’ Wyndham grinned and could not resist the temptation 
to give the show away, ‘ Don Quixote ! ’ he said. So we parted 
good friends. 

“ Irvmg’s case was different. This business of buying options 
on translations that were never made, of plays which the purchaser 
never meant to produce, had no other object in the cases of Alex¬ 
ander and Wyndham than to tip the critic and make him fnendly. 
But Irving bought up plays, not to perform them, but to prevent 
any/ possible rival getting hold of them His direct bribery was 
Trank and lordly : it was of the kind known as Cincken and Cham¬ 
pagne. His first mghts ended with a banquet on the stage to which 
It was a soaal distinction to be invited. On these occasions Bram 
Stoker, his acting manager, invited me as I went in before the 
performance, as he did all the other presentable cntics. I always 
accepted the invitation as a pnneely favor ; but I never went. 

“ Irving was not perspicacious enough to jump at The Man of 
Destiny as a cliance for liim as an actor ; but he was deterrmned 
that Wilson Barrett (of whom he was ndiculously afraid) or some 
other nval should not get it if he could help it His business clearly 
was to get the play safely on to his shelves, which constituted a play 
cemetery, and at the same nme attach to Ins hterary retinue the 
rather dangerous critic whom in conversation with EUen Terry he 
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Spoke of as ‘ your Mister Shaw.’ Tlois I tliorougWy understood 
^&len we met for the first and only time that morning at the 
Lyceum. 

" I was quite friendly but also quite irreverent, as he was a baby 
in my hands He, the greatest man m Ins own world, was a little 
bothered by this. He was prepared for hostility. He was prepared 
for veneration He was not prepared for being treated like a baby, 
however bndiy, and, bemg unable to conceive such a monstrosity, 
was puzzled. But he behaved very well under the circumstances. 
The conversation was m substance sometliing like tins ; 

‘ Shaw. —^The question is how soon you can undertake to 
produce the play ? ’ 

‘Irving. —A date is not possible. I have many engagements 
Perhaps, when I return from America, etc., etc. But if you should 
need an advance- 

‘ Shaw. —(Touched by the offer of^50.) Thank you; but that 
IS not my difficulty. I cannot have a play which I have just written 
produced twenty years hence as my latest work ’ 

‘ Irving. —(Acting a foxhke cunnmg ) That can be arranged. I 
have means of explaming to the Press. There is a man named 
BendaU- 

‘ Shaw. —Bless you, I know all about Bendall; and I am on 
the Press myself. Let me put a question to you I daresay when you 
were 23, you could have given—perhaps you did give—a very 
interesting performance of Hamlet. But would you hke to give 
diat performance now at die height of your powers as the best 
you could do to-day ? Well, I hope to do better than The Man of 
Destiny ; and I am not prepared to wait more than a season or two 
for Its production.’ 

“ This virtually finished the conversation Irving was fine 
enough to be incapable of saying ‘ But damn it, man, I am offering 
£50 —^ hundred if you hke—for your rotten play, wliidi no¬ 
body will ever produce.’ And he could not foresee St Joan, of 
vdiich I was unconsciously prophedc So we parted civilly without 
doing any busmess, ^ though the play was still left under con¬ 
sideration, my attitude bemg that his position gave liim a claim 
to It oil lus own terms (bar shelving) if he cared to produce it. 
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“ Notliing more liappened uiitii the unlucky first and only night 
of his revival of Richard III, when he did one or two odd things 
on the stage and then fell downstairs and disabled liimself by 
hurting his knee. I wrote a faitliful but extremely stupid notice of 
the performance, in which I noted the oddities in the performance 
and said that he did not seem to be ‘ answering his helm ’ as usual 
I call this stupid because I ought to have seen that what was die 
matter was that he had drmik a little too much; an explanation 
w'hich had not occurred to me. 

“ Irvmg, unfortunately, did not believe that I was so mnocent, 
and regarded my criticism as a veiled and maliaous accusation of 
drunkemiess. He instandy repudiated The Man of Destiny and me 
for ever Before I had received an offiaal letter to this effect, I met 
Fredenck Harnson (the Manager of the Haymarket Theatre, not 
the Positivist), who, to my astonishment, spoke of the appalling 
crime I had committed and the terrible commotion at the 
Lyceum about it At first I was incredulous, and asked him who 
had told him all tlus. He said he had just had it from Harry 
Irving, whose characteristically Irvingesque comment was tliat it 
served the ,old man right and would teach him to keep sober 
next tunc. 

“ Irving himself must have thought me not only mah'cious but 
dishonest, as he evidently considered that it was part of our bargain 
that in future I should write him up. But since it had gone all 
over the Press that he was to produce my play (tins was not my 
doing , for I knew he wasn’t) I pressed him to make a presentable 
excuse for backing out The only result was that his literary hench¬ 
men, L. F. Austin or Bram Stoker, began to wnte me elaborately 
sarcastic letters in his name Thereupon I fired a tlimidering broad¬ 
side into him, tehiiig him that I knew quite well who were writing 
these letters, and asking lum what he thought would happen to 
them if I took them on at that silly game. Immediately he disarmed 
me completely and for ever by writing me a genumc letter with Ins 
own hand, beginning with one of those harmless little illiteracies 
winch abound m the letters of Queen Victoria It was entirely 
sincere and unaffected, and, condensed into a single sentence, it 
amounted to ‘ For God’s sake let me alone.’ And that was the 
end of it, leaving me ashamed ofhavmg. however unintentionally, 
handled the baby as if it was a Japanese wrestler. 
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“ There were incidents at'his death which I have probably told 
you about. Anyhow, no more at present, from G.B.S. 

Although he let down Irving hghtly on that occasion and even 
provided him with a dignified retreat, Shaw did not leave him 
alone. In die course of an article on Forbes-Robertson’s Hamlet, in 
October ’97, he said that Shakespeare’s works “ have been no more 
to him (Irvmg) than the word-quarry from winch he has hewn and 
blasted the lines and titles of masterpieces winch are really all his 
own.” In January ’98 he informed his readers that Sir Henry 
Irinng had not invited him to witness Peter the Great: “ Under 
the circumstances, this is somethmg more than an omission : it is 
an appeal to me to stay away.” And when Irving died m October 
1905, Shaw caused a sensation by wnting in an Austnan paper 
that Irvmg had “ compelled the Court to kmght Inm,” that he 
“ took no interest in anydnng except himself,” that he was only 
interested m lumsclf, “ as an miagmary figure in an imaginary 
setting,” and that he “ hved in a dream ” The last three statements, 
retranslated from the German, appeared m the English press as 
follows; “ He was a narrow-mmded egotist, devoid of culture, 
and hving on the dream of Ins own greatness.” Immediately all 
the people in England who, no doubt for sound personal reasons, 
disliked the truth in obituary notices, made pubhc announcements 
that hanging, drawmg and quartering was too good for Shaw. 
Laurence Irvuig wrote to say that all his relations thought Shaw 
the most appalhng Yahoo and that his father had a most generous- 
nature : mdeed he was so truly kmdhearted that he would have 
paid Shaw s funeral expenses wiUmgly at any time Shaw sent 
copies of his onginal article to ail the leadmg newspapers in the ' 
country; but they showed their dishke not only of truth but of 
the true truth by refusmg to print it 

Shaw however load not quite finished with Irving, though he 
kept liis last action secret for over thirty years. Two eminent 
rchgious leaders. General Booth and Dr. Clifford, urged the 
audioriues to grant Irvmg a bunal m Westminster Abbey. Unfor¬ 
tunately Irvmg s domestic life had not been all that the Free 
Churches could have approved ; and as he had left his money in 
three equff parts to his two sons and a lady for whose friendly help 
an care in his dechnmg years he was grateful. Lady Irving, who 
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was ignored in the great actors will, asked Shaw to assist-her in 
prcventuig the Ahbey burial. Shaw wrote her several pages of 
diplomatic sympathy, but added that if he were her solicitor as 
well as her friend he should feel bound to warn her that as the 
widow of a famous actor buned m Westnunster Abbey she could 
obtam a civd pension by hftmg her httle finger, but that as the 
widow of an exposed adulterer no Prime Munster would dare to 
put her on the Civil List. Lady Irving pocketed her wrongs and 
her pension. 

As a playwright of consequence Shaw received a ticket for the 
Abbey ceremony from George Alexander, who was greatly reheved 
when It came back with tins note : “ I return the ticket for the 
Irving funeral. Literature, alas, has no place at his death as it had 
no place in lus hfe. Irvmg would turn m his cofiin if I came, just 
as Shakespear wiU turn in his coffin when Irving comes.” 


THE DRAMA 

*■ / 

S HAW had two very good reasons for attacking Shakespeare: 
firstly, he wished to draw attention to Inmseif ^ secondly, he_ 
wished to obtam a proper recogmtion of Ibsen’s gemus. He 
had been bowled over by Ibsen and had written a book. The 
Quintessence of Ihsenism, in order to bimg Ibsen’s philosophy into 
complete harmony with his own Thus Ins reasons for smaslung 
the idol Shakespeare were quite excusable because they were- 
entirely personal The enthusiastic and mtelligent youtlis of every 
period hke to discover their own gods and to kick the gods of their 
fathers, both discovery and kicking being healthy and enjoyable 
pursuits. Since Shaw fought for Ibsen, the younger generation has 

^ This was not his view, for when I expressed it he gave me a volley 
“ What a hoi rid libel ! I never thought about drawing attention to myself, 
because I could not help doing it every time I put pen to paper. Besides, 
my own Shakespearean output was then unwritten I had nodung (to speak 
of) to draw attention to.” “ Except, as I said, yourself,” was my reply. 
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discovered Shaw and kicked Ibsen, or discovered Tchckov and 
kicked Shaw, or discovered someone and kicked someone else. It 
does not matter in the long run. The mental exercise of taking m 
and throwmg out is thoroughly invigorating ; youth grows up 
and aclueves a more balanced view ; while the immortals are all 
tlic better for the mud that has been tlirown at them, because it has 
helped to protect them from the corrosion of time. No one to-day 
is so modem as Shakespeare, who owes a httle of his freshness to 
Shaw’s mud-slmgmg, which made it necessary for the succeeding 
age to clean him up and see what his features were really like. 

Yet Shaw’s Ime of attack on Shakespeare was as feeble as his 
reasons for it were sound. True he was not quite so stupid as 
Tolstoy, whose chief complaint was tliat Shakespeare had faded to 
face the question, “ What are we alive for ^ which anyone but a 
fool would have to answer “ In order to hvc ” or “ God alone 
knows ' ” But Shaw made the childish error, which a dramatist 
of all people should avoid, of confusmg Shakespeaic with his 
creations; and smcc his hne of attack revealed Ids chief weakness 
as a man, and therefore as an artist, we must deal witlr it here. 

One of Shakespeare’s most famous characters is a witch-ndden, 
conscience-stricken, wife-chidden murderer, who wades through 
slaughter to a throne and shuts the gates of mercy on his friends, 
their wives and children, and who, following a course of ghostly 
appantions and harrowing warnings from the mfcrnal world, and 
surrounded on every side by conspiracy, rebellion and hatred, 
begins to be weary of life, takes refuge m self-pity, and regards 
the whole business of existence as a meaningless and sorry affair. 
“ Out, out, brief candle,” he says, reasonably enough under the 
circumstances. Shaw calmly took tins as Shakespeare’s considered 
attitude towards hfe, not as an expression of Macbeth’s momentary 
emotion. I want to be thoroughly used up when I die,” he 
wrote, for the harder I work, the more I live. I rejoice in hfe for 
its own salce. Life is no ‘ brief candle ’ for me. It is a sort of splendid 
torch, which I have got hold of for the moment; and I want to 
make it burn as brightly as possible before handing it on to future 
generations. Perhaps all that need be said about this impassioned 
outburst of rhetoric is that if Shakespeare had drought “ splendid 
torcli a truer symbol of hfe from Macbeth’s point of view, 
or a more exact expression of a superstitious and. disillusioned 
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dictator’s feelings tlian “ brief candle,” he would no doubt have 
used It.' 

Shaw frequently made this error of condemning Shakespeare 
out of the moutlis of his creations, and once he even did it when 
^denying that the characters in a play of his own .were so many pro¬ 
jections of himself “ Some of the critics imagine I am contradicting 
myself when my characters contradict one another,” he complained 
to an mterviewer. ” According to these innocents all the persons 
mjohn Bull’s Other Island arc only mouthpieces of Shaw . . and 
the differences betv/een these characters are therefore, if you please, 
my inconsistencies, my insmeenties, my levities! ” Having poured 
scorn on the critics for bemg such chumps, he then went on to say; 

“ The business of a dramatist is to make expenence mteUigible. 
Shakespear’s notion that it was to hold the mirror up to nature 
was the blunder of a playwright who was a mere observer, not a 
tlunker.” It was, however, Hamlet, not his creator, who talked 
about holdmg the m-irror up to nature ; so Shakespeare’s characters 
could be used m evidence against him, but Shaw’s characters could 
not be so used. 

The assumption tliat Shakespeare was expressing liis own 
opinions through Ins creations shows tliat Shaw, while refusing to 
admit that his own characters expressed himself, could not really 
understand a dramatist who was able to attam complete objectivity. ' 
Shaw’s cluef faihng as a dramatist was his inabdity to portray 
rypes with whom he had no sympathy, all his men and women 
betraymg their blood-relation ship, just as his chief faihng as a 
' man was his mabihty to understand people with whom he did 
' not agree. 

One of Shaw’s objections to Sliakespeare was that he did not 
write hke Bunyan ; m other words, that he pictured hfe as it was 
and IS, not as Bunyan or Shaw would have liked it to be. Latei 
we shall have an opportumty of placmg Shakcspeaie’s portrait of a 
great man of action against Shaw’s conception of the same man, 
comparing them with recent samples of the species in real life. 
For the moment wc may content ourselves with a typical specimen 
of Sliavian absurdity on the theme of heroism. 

The woild was to Bunyan a more terrible place than it was to 
Shakespeare, said Shaw, “ but he saw through it a path at tlic end 
of which a man might look not only forward to the Celestial City, 
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but back on his life and say ‘ Though witli great difficulty I am 
got hither, yet now I do not repent me of all the trouble I have 
been at to arrive where I am. My sword I give to him that shall 
succeed me in my pilgrimage, and my courage and skill to him 
that can get it.’ The heart vibrates hke a bell to such an utterance 
as tlus: to turn from it to> ‘ Out, out, brief candle,’ and ‘ The rest 
IS silence,’ and ‘ We are such stuff as dreams arc made of; and our 
htdc hfe IS rounded by a sleep ’ is to turn from life, strength, 
resolution, morning air and eternal youth, to tlic terrors of a 
drunken nightmare.” 

Every smgle statement in tins paragraph creates a totally false 
impression. The world could not have been a more terrible place ^ 
to the author o£Ptlgruns Progress than it was to the author of Kiug 
Lear. The heart docs not vibrate hke a bell to the utterance of 
Bunyan’s Mr. Vahant-for-trutli, unless with the object of drowning 
the smug sentiments of a boastful png. Shakespeare did not mean 
to convey a sense of life, strengdi, resolution, monnng air or eternal 
youth when Macbeth was on liis last legs, Hamlet was dying, and 
IProspcro was about to retire from the world and lead a meditative 
life Nor has anyone except Shaw discovered the terrors of a 
drunken nightmare in the last words of those three characters Nor 
is there the smallest evidence that those last words expressed Shake¬ 
speare’s own fechngs more accurately than the last words of Falstaff 
or any other of lus great characters. Nor, for that matter, shall I be 
silly enough to call Bunyan a boastful prig solely on the strength 
of Mr. Vahant-for-truth’s high opinion of lumsclf, which is pre¬ 
cisely what one would expect from a man so named. When, by 
the way, Shakespeare wished to sound the heroic note, he did not 
resort to the moral babble and pietistic twaddle of Bunyan. He , 
put into tile mouth of an average man a simple remark winch told 
ordinary people what they had to do and what made it worth 
domg : 

Men must endure 

Their going hence even as their coming liidicr : 

Ripeness is all 

Apart from Ibsen, whose genius he praised on the slightest 
. provocation, Shaw had not a very Ingh opimon of contemporary 
dramatists He championed Henry Arthur Jones, pardy because 
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he was a personal friend and partly because Jones was doing Ins 
best to cnticise the morals of the age. He attacked Arthur Pinero, 
, who was bemg praised by other critics for quahties his work did 
not possess, though Shaw was careful to add that he was in violent 
reaction against the Pmero school of playwnghts and “ my cnti- 
cism h^ not, I hope, any other fault than tlie mevitable one of 
extreme unfairness ” As a result the manager of the Court Theatre 
did not send tickets to The Saturday Review for the first-night of 
Pinero’s Trelawny of the Wells, and Shaw told Ins readers exactly 
what happened ; “ When a journal is thus shghted, it has no 
resource but to go to its telephone and frantically offer any terms 
to the box-office for a seat for the first night. , . . In response to 
a humble appeal, the mstrument scornfully rephed that ‘ three hues 
of adverse criticism were of no use to it.’ Naturally my curiosity 
was excited to an extraordmary degree by the fact that the Court 
Theatre telephone, which knew all about Mr. Pmero’s comedy, 
should have such a low opmion of it as to be absolutely certain that 
it would deserve an unprecedentedly contemptuous treatment at 
my hands. I mstantly purchased a place for the fourth performance- 
. . . and I am now m a position to assure tliat telephone that its 
misgivmgs were strangely unwarranted, and diat, if it will excuse 
my saying so, it does not know a good comedietta when it sees, 
one.” 

Sensitive dramatists did not enjoy Shaw’s treatment of them, 
even though he openly confessed “ I do my best to be partial.” The 
actors and actresses of those days, being equally sensitive, disliked 
Shaw’s suggestion that they behaved on the stage in a way that 
persuaded “ smart parties in the boxes that it would be quite safe 
to send them cards for an ‘At Home ’ m spite of their profession ” 
and none of them relished Shaw’s descnption of their appearance 
m a typical modem play as “ a tailor’s advertisement making senti¬ 
mental remarks to a nullmer’s advertisement in die middle of an 
upholsterer’s and decorator’s advertisement.” They feared his 
praise as much as his blame, and when he offered to mterview an 
Amencan actress m order to help her m an Ibsen enterprise she 
exclaimed passionately that if he wrote a word about her she would 
shoot him So the players liad to comfort themselves with die- 
reflection that G.B.S was not a gendeman, a reflection with which 
he was in hearty agreement: “ I have never been able to see how-- 
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tlie eludes of a cridc, winch consist largely in making painful 
remarb in pubhc about the most sensitive of his fellow-creatures, 
can he reconciled with the manners of a gentleman.” 

Agam he attacked a popular Christian festival, beginning his 
notice of a Drury Lane pantomime: “ I am sorry to have to 
introduce the subject of Christmas in dicsc articles It is an indecent 
subject; a cruel, gluttonous subject, a drunken, disorderly sub¬ 
ject ; a wasteful, disastrous subject; a wicked, cadging, lying, 
filthy, blasphemous, and demoralising subject. Christmas is forced 
on a reluctant and disgusted nation by the shopkeepers and the 
Press; on its own merits it would witlicr and shrivel in the fiery 
breath of universal hatred ; and any one wdio looked back to it 
would be turned into a pillar of greasy sausages. Yet, diough it is 
over now for a year, and I can go out without positively elbowing 
my way through groves of carcases, I am di agged back to it, with 
my soul full of loadung, by the pantomime.” He described his 
notice as a gratuitous advertisement “ given as a Christmas-box by 
the newspaper to the’manager who advertises all the year round ’ ; 
but the manager of Drury Lane Theatre would willuigly have dis¬ 
pensed with this Chnstmas-box, and must have felt gratified when 
the criticisms of G B.S received public recognition : “ I regret to 
say diat die patrons of the gallery at the Princess’s, being admitted 
at half the usual west-end piicc, devote the saving to the purchase 
of sausages to throw at the cntics I appeal to the gentleman or 
lady who successfully aimed one at me to dirow a cabbage next 
time, as I am a vegetanan, and sausages are wasted on me.” 

But what must have horrified the more respectable readers of 
The Saturday Review was liis frequent reference to Mr. Oscar Wilde 
when that dramatist was a convict m Reading Gaol and Ins name 
was neither mentioned in pnnt nor whispered in pubhc. Tins took 
some courage, the credit for which the critic must share with his 
editor, assummg the editor read the reviews and was conscious 
of the indiscreuon. 

Shaw s own works apart, Wilde was the author of the only 
Bnglish play written m the inneteendi century that has lasted to 
the present day, and this makes everydimg Shaw had to say about 
him interesting, especially as both of them were Irish and did not 
care for one another personally. Wilde said of Shaw : “An excel¬ 
lent man; he has not an enemy in die world, and nonemf his 
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friends like him ” Shaw said of Wilde : “ He was my fellow- 
townsman, and a very prime specimen of the sort of fellow- 
townsman I most loathed; to wit, the Dublin snob. His Insh 
charm, potent with Englishmen, did not exist with me ; and on 
the whole it may be claimed for Inm that he got no regard from 
me that he did not earn. What first established a friendly feehng 
in me was, unexpectedly enough, the affair of the Chicago anar¬ 
chists . . I tried to get some hterary men ui London, all heroic 

rebels and sceptics on paper, to sign a memorial asking for the 
reprieve of these unfortunate men. The only signature I got was 
Oscar’s, It was a compleiely dismtcrestcd act on his part; and it 
secured my distinguished consideration for him for the rest of 
his life.” 

The latter portion of the second article Shaw wrote for The 
Saturday Review dealt with Wilde’s An Ideal Husband, wliich was 
produced in the first week of 1895. “ Mr. Oscar Wilde’s new play 
at the Haymarket is a dangerous subject,” began Shaw, “ because 
he has the property of making liis critics dull They laugh angrily 
at his epigrams, like a child who is coaxed into bemg amused in 
the very act of setting up a yell of rage and agony. They protest 
that the trick is obvious, and that such epigrams can be turned out 
by the score by anyone light-minded enough to condescend to such 
fnvohty. As far as 1 can ascertain, I am the only person in London 
who cannot sit down and wntc an Oscar Wilde play at wiU The 
fact that Ins plays, though apparently lucrative, remam umque 
under these circumstances, says much for the self-demal of our 
scribes.' In a certain sense Mr. Wilde is to me our only thorough 
playwright He plays with everything : witli wit, with pinlosophy, 
with drama, with actors and audience, with the whole theatre.” 

About six weeks later, at die St James’s Theatre, came The 
Importance of Being Earnest, Shaw’s attitude to winch may have been 
mfluenced by the fact that “ it missed fixe all over the place on the 
second night ” when he was present He thought it immature, in¬ 
human, mechanical, old-fashioned, funny but hateful “ It amused 
me, of course ; but unless comedy touches me as well as amuses me, 
it leaves me with a sense of liaving wasted my evening. I go to the 
theatre to be moved to laughter, not to be tickled or busded into 
It; and that is why, though I laugh as much as anybody at a 
faracal comedy, I am out of spirits before the end of the second 
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act, and out of temper before the end of the tlnrd, my miserable 
mechanical laughter intensifying these symptoms at every outburst. 
... On tlie whole I must decline to accept The Importance o f Being 
Earnest as a day less than ten years old.” It is getting on for half a 
century old now, but the years do not seem to matter. Yet Shaw 
win not recant a word of his verdict. The play is to him that; un¬ 
pardonable thing “ a mecliamcal rabbit ” Even if that were so, 
Wilde was the only man who eyer possessed the key to the 
mechamsm. 

Not long after the appearance of his review Shaw met Wilde 
at a lunch given by Frank Harris at the Cafe Royal and calmly 
asked him whether The Importance of Being Earnest had been written 
years before under the mfluence of Gilbert and furbished up for 
George Alexander as a potboiler. Although Wdde was then 
seriously concerned over his action against the Marquis of Queens- 
berry, he was put out by this question and said m a lofty manner 
that he was disappointed in Shaw. After his trial and sentence and 
the newspaper scurrilities, Shaw felt a strong impulse to help liim, 
and spent a railway journey to the north m draftmg a petition for 
his release; but apart from Stewart Headlam, the “ silenced ” 
Christian Socialist parson, he could get nO one to sign it, the only 
person who had signed a sirmlar petition for the Cliicago anarclnsts 
being m gaol So he did the next-best thing ; whenever possible' 
he mentioned Wilde’s work as an artist in his dramatic cntiasms. 
In October ’95, about four months after Wdde’s conviction, he 
referred to a remarkable scene in “ Mr. Oscar Wilde’s Ideal Hus¬ 
band f comparmg it with the crude handlmg of a like theme in a new 
play by Jerome K Jerome. A year later he dealt with a comedy by 
Charles Hawtrey, in which Charles Brookfield acted a leadmg part. 
As both Hawtrey and Brookfield had done their utmost to ruin 
Wdde by procurmg perjured evidence agamst liim, they could not 
have read with much animation Shaw’s judgment of their play c 

It camiot be compared to the comedies of Mr. Oscar Wdde, 
because Mr. Wdde has creative imagmation, philosoplnc humor, 
and origmal wit, besides being a master of language ; whdst Mr. 
Hawtre^y . . . —but we need not bother about Mr. Hawtrey. In 
March 98, with Wdde out of prison though still umnentionable, 
Shaw referred to him four times in an article on “ The Theatrical 
World of 1897, whde m Aprd of the same year Shaw wrote of. 
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^^lUiam Heinemann, who had just pubhshed a drama of his own, 
“ Will he ever handle a pen and play with an idea as Mr. Max 
Beerbohm and Mr. Oscar Wilde can ? Clearly never—^not even if 
we were to wrap Inm in blotting paper and boil him in ink for a 
week to make his hterary faculty supple and tender.” After Ins 
release from prison Wilde received mscribed copies of Shaw’s 
books from the author and returned the compliment. 

As a rule, of course, the plays and players G.B S. was forced to 
notice were beneath serious consideration, but now and again the 
Subject was worthy of him ; and when Sarah Bernhardt and 
Eleanora Duse appeared in La Dame aux Camelias by Dumas and 
Heimat (known in English as Magda) by Suderman during the same 
June week of 1895, he wrote one of the greatest cntical essays in the 
language. After readmg it one is not surprised that such a critic 
should have drawn others m his wake. The articles signed “ G.B.S.” 
in The Saturday Review, said James Agate, “ made me determine 
that one day I would be a dramatic cntic ” ; and Max Beerbohm 
admired Shaw “ beyond aU other men ” as a dramatic critic : “ I 
never tire of his two volumes He was at the very top of his genius 
when he wrote them.” Above all, Shaw’s appreciation of the Duse 
actually drew a tribute from the artist herself. Litde, she said, as 
she deigned to notice the insects who mfested the theatre on pre¬ 
tence of criticising what they did not understand, she could con¬ 
descend to acknowledge and encourage any symptom of real 
mtelligence. She was particularly pleased with' the recognition of 
the years of hard work behmd her apparently spontaneous effects. 
In short, she was gratified and grateful. It is perhaps only fair to 
mention that Shaw confessed that his criticisms of the divine Sarah 
were worthless. “ I could never do her justice or believe m her 
impersonations because she was so hke my aunt Georgina.” As with 
several of his funmest sallies, this was a simple statement of fact. 

Towards the close of 1897 Shaw, having had more than enough 
of tlie drama and feeling that liis brain was bemg affected by it, 
began to pme for something quite different from a theatrical per¬ 
formance. “ I felt that I must have a real experience of some land, 
under conditions, especially as regards fresh air, as unlike those of 
die stalls as possible. After some consideration it occurred to me 
that if I went mto the country, selected a dangerous hill, and rode 
down It on a bicycle at full speed m die darkest part of the mght, 
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some novel and convincing piece of realism might result. It did. 
As a result of the aendent Ins face was badly cut by a stone and 
sewn up by an Edgwarc doctor. “ Probably no man has cvci mis- 
undeistood another so completely as the doctor misunderstood me 
when he apologised for the sensation produced by tlic point of his 
needle as he coriected the excessive openness of my coimtenancc 
after die adventure To him who has endured points made by actors 
for neaily three years, the point of a surgeon’s darning needle 
comes as a delicious relief. I did not like to ask him to put m a 
few more sntches merely to amuse me, as I had already, through 
3uie self-indulgence, cut into his Sunday rest to an extent of winch 
us kindness made me ashamed , but I doubt if I siiail ever see a 
play again without longmg for the comparative luxury of that 
quiet countr)^ surgery, widi the stilhicss without broken only by 
the distant song and throbbing drumbeat of some remote Salvation 
Army corps, and the needle, with its delicate realism, touching my 
sensibilities, stitch, stitch, stitch, with absolute sincerity in the hands 
of an' artist who had actually learned his business and knew how 
to do It.” The doctor refused to take a fee because, as a fcllow- 
Inshman, Shaw’s Dublin accent aroused his sympathy. “ Here the 
West End manager Vvill peihaps whisper reproachfully, ‘ Well, and 
do I ever make you pay for your stall ? ’ To which I cannot but 
reply, ‘ Is that also due to the sympathy my voice awakens in you 
when It IS raised every Saturday ? ’ . . . Besides, he said it was a 
mercy I was not killed Would any manager have been of that 
opinion ? , . On the whole, the success of my experiment left 

nothmg to be desired , and I recommend it confidently for imita- 
uon My nerves completely recovered their tone and my temper 
its natural sweetness I have been peaceful, happy, and affectionate 
ever since, to a degree winch amazes my associates It is true that 
my appearance leaves something to be desired ; but I believe that 
when my eye becomes visible again, the softness of its expression 
will more than compensate for the surrounding devastation ” 
However,^ he continued, “ a man is something more tlian an 
omelette, and he readdiessed hunsclf to his critical duties 

hi April 98 sometlnng more serious happened to him * “ One 
of my feet, winch had home me without complaining for forty 
years, struck work The spectacle of a dramatic critic hopping 
about the metropolis might have softened a heart of stone ; but 
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tile managers, I regret to say, seized tlie opportumty to disable me, 
by crowdmg a succession of first nights on me After The Medicine 
Man at the Lyceum, the foot got into such a condition that it liter¬ 
ally had to he looked mto. I had no curiosity in the matter myself; 
but the administration of an anaesthetic made my views of no 
importance. . . My doctor’s investigation of my mterior has 
disclosed the fact that for many years I have been converting die 
entire stock of energy extractable from my food (which I regret to 
say he disparages) into pure genius.” He had been overworking 
and heading for a breakdown, which started with a too tightly- 
laced shoe, winch brought on an abscess, which resulted in necrosis 
of the bone, which involved two operations. We shall hear more 
of this shortly. Coming as it did with Frank Harris’s sale of The 
Saturday Review, his own sickening of the dieatrc, and the fact 
that he was just beginning to m^e money as a dramatist, he 
decided to drop cnticism. His post was filled by Max Beerbohm, 
and his “-Valedictory ” appeared on May 21st: 

' “ The English do not know what to thmk until they are coached, 

laboriously and insistcndy for yeais, m the proper and becoming 
opmion For ten years past, with an linprecedented pertinacity and 
obstination, I have been dinning mto the pubhc head that I am an 
extraordinarily witty, brilhant, and clever man That is now part 
of the pubhc opinion of England ; and no power m heaven or on 
earth will ever change it. I may dodder and dote , I may potboil 
and platitudinise ; I may become the butt and chopping-block of 
all the bright, origmal spints of the rismg generation ; but my 
reputation shall not suffer : it is built up fast and sohd, like Shake- 
spear’s, on an impregnable basis of dogmatic reiteration. . . . 

“ When a man of normal habits is ill, everyone hastens to assure 
inm that he is going to recover. When a vegetarian is ill (wliich 
fortunately very seldom happens), everyone assures him that he is 
going to die, and that they told him so, and that it serves liim 
right. They implore him to take at least a httle gravy, so as to give 
himself a chance of lasting out the night. They tell him awful 
stories of cases just hke Ins own which ended fatally after indescrib¬ 
able torments ; and when he trembhngly inquires whether the 
victims were not hardened meat-eaters, diey tell him he must not 
talk, as It is not good for him. Ten times a day 1 am compelled to 
reflect on my past hfe, and on die himted prospect of diree weeks 
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or SO of lingering motibundity which is held up to me as my prob¬ 
able future, witli the intensity of a drowmng man Aud i can never 
justify to myself the spending of four years on dramatic criticism. 
I have sworn an oath to endure no more of it. Never again will I 
cross the threshold of a theatre. The subject is exhausted ; and 

T ’’ 

SO am 1 . 


A FABIAN VESTRYMAN 

E ighteen hundred and nmety-two was an important date in 
the Instory of the Fabian Soaety and in the hfe of Shaw, for 
in July of that year Sidney Webb marned Beatrice Potter and 
the combination was unique in die amials of Social Reform. 

Beatrice Potter was the youngest but one of nine clnldren, whose 
father had inliented a fortune, lost it and made another. He became 
a Director of the Great Western Railway, President of the Grand 
Trunk Railway in Canada, Director of the Hudson Bay Company 
and other remunerative concerns, hving m a world where people 
talked m millions and dealt m nations. The Potters had houses in 
the Cotswolds, in Monmouthshire, Westmorland, London, and 
wherever it suited them to take a holiday. They knew everybody, • 
leading pohticians, scientists, economists, philosophers, theolo¬ 
gians, and who-not; Cardmal Mannmg, Joseph Chamberlain, 
Herbert Spencer, Huxley, Tyndall, bishops, bankers, barons, and 
other robbers In such a varied society was Beatrice brought up, 
and between the ages of i8 and 24 she did all the usual tlnngs tliat 
were expected of her, enduring the deadly delights of “ tlie season ” 
and visiting all the fashionable contmental resorts. After her 
mother s death she ran her father’s establishment, took part m Ins 
work, and before breakfast every morning studied logic, plulosophy 
and economics. Herbert Spencer taught her much, Francis Galton 
impressed her deeply, Joseph Chamberlain argued with her, and, it 
was said, nearly marned her. But she was drawn more towards. 
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statistics tlian to men and co-operation for her meant the Co¬ 
operative Movement, on which she wrote a book after investigatmg 
the sweatmg system by tlie heroic method of disguismg herself as a 
proletanan and working in a sweater’s den, an experiment which 
—^her brains being obviously superior to her needlework—usually 
ended ui her being selected as an ehgible bnde for the sv/eater’s 
son and heir. 

She required Instorical background for the book ; a friend told 
her who could supply it; and in 1890 she met Sidney Webb, who 
promptly wrote out a list of sources and handed it to her. A few 
days later he sent her a Fabian pamplilet on tlie Rate of Interest, 
and tliey began to correspond. His next packet of tracts included 
the poems of Rossetti. After that he dmed with her in order to 
discuss social problems with tlie Charles Booths, and they went to 
Glasgow together for die Co-operative Congress. Their mtimacy 
increased, their letters to one another became frequent and longer, 
they exchanged views on Trade Umonism. He wanted to marry 
her ; she was less sure of what she wanted ; her father, who would 
have objected to her marnage with a soaahst, was ill, winch added 
to her perplexity-; but hi the sprmg of’91 she sent Sidney a proof 
of her book on the Co-operative Movement, and in May they 
were pnvatcly engaged. Two months later Beatrice wrote m her 
diar)' ; “ We are both of us second-rate minds, but we are curiously 
combmed. I am the investigator and he the executant; between 
us we have a wide and varied expcnence of men and affaus. We 
have also an unearned income. These are umque circumstances. 

A considerable work should result if we use our combined talents 
with dehberate and persistent purpose.” Her father died in January 
’92, and they mamed in July, their honeymoon m Ireland being 
enlivened by an investigation hito Trade Societies. Sidney left tlie ^ 
Colomal Ofi&ce and they setded down at No. 41 Grosvenor Road 
on 1000 a year. 

Tins house soon became famous as the social centre of Enghsh 
sociahsm, where young men from the universities met rising 
pohticians, where the ambitious poor mixed with tlie well-meaning 
nch, where the brilliant unknown talked to the dull well-known. 
People who were separated by. class, profession or belief, met 
at 41 Grosvenor Road, where the leaders of the future Labour 
Party were mentally nurtured The house and the entertainment 
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expressed tlic personalities of tlic host and hostess. The drawing¬ 
room was furmshed with extreme simplicity, the object being to 
get as many people into it as possible The meals were severely 
plain: no choice of dish; just soup, fish, mutton, milk puddmg; 
one took it or left it. Beer or wlnsky to drink; no wine. 

The conversation at these parties, if brainy, was a little trymg 
for those who just wanted to chat about one tiling and another. 
Its note was high-pitched and informato^>^ Small talk was barred; 
the weather was ignored Sidney Webb, short, dressed in blue 
serge, was a livmg encyclopscdia, unable to understand why other 
people did not know as much as he did Beatrice Webb, tall, dark¬ 
haired, liandsome, her eyes flashing, her slender body clothed in 
strilting dresses, dictated programmes to cabmet mmisters and lines 
of conduct to everyone else. Between them they knew everybody 
and everything, and could out-argue any one Her hard clear mind, 
Ins supple quick brain, were more than a match for the keenest, 
deverest antagomst, who was moreover liandicapped by their 
serene sclf-assuiance, their calm conviction that truth was on their 
side, error on the other , an attitude made less endurable by their 
large-minded tolerance of opposition. 

Nothing IS so irritating as omniscience, nothing so galhng as 
moral superiority, and Mrs. Webb’s controversial methods, her 
contempt for social foibles and disapproval of sexual lapses, some¬ 
times made her disliked, especially by women, who were afraid of 
her ; for she laid down rides of conduct with as much assurance 
as she gave forth advanced opinions, and her habit of ordering the 
general conversation was exasperating. Even when she indulged 
in gossip she seemed fo be classifymg scandals as she classified 
people, trades or emoluments. In her eyes human beings were 
types, not individuals, and she regarded them with cool detach¬ 
ment, mentally docketing them She saw men as samples 
movmg, said H G Wells Wliat made her so very objectionable 
in the eyes of her detractors was that no clunk could be spied in 
her armour. She had no weaknesses. She and her husband worked 
unceasingly, talked purposefully, hved virtuously, and took their 
innocent and hygiemc pleasures vigorously. 

Sydney Olivier, resident clerk at the Colonial Office jouitly with 
Webb, became Governor of Jamaica ; and after her marnage^Mrs. 

ebb took his place as one of the four leading Fabians. Shaw and 
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Wallas were constant visitors at 41 Grosvenor Road and spent 
nearly aU.tlieir holidays with the Webbs in Surrey, Suffolk, Mon¬ 
mouth, or wherever they took a house for the purpose. Holiday- 
taking did not, with these four, mean holiday-making. They 
worked in the mommgs, studied or read m tlie evenings, and went 
for strenuous walks or bicycle rides m the afternoon. As Webb 
was mcapable of looking after his own machme, Shaw attended to 
it when anything went wrong, becoming adroit in the craft of 
puncture-mendmg. One day he fished out an obsolete “ penny 
farthmg ” bicycle, ternfymgly tall, from the stable of the house 
where they were staying and tried to ride it, but found that it 
would only go downliill. As theic were a number of sloping 
terraces in front of the house, the machine descended them with 
success, but the moment it reached flat ground it pulled up with a 
violent jerk, flinging Shaw to the earth. He repeated the perform¬ 
ance several times, and each time he came a cropper Mrs. Webb 
laughed heartily. Drawn by the sounds of mirth, Sidney appeared 
at the window and when he saw what was happemng rushed out 
to try a fall. Upon which Beatnce flung her arms round Inm, and 
forbade the experiment in such heartrending tones that it had to be 
abandoned. Shaw might break his own neck if he pleased' it 
seemed natural that he should do such things, but not Sidney’s. 

The oddity m the Wcbbshavian combinaaon was that Shaw 
had almost every characteristic that die Webbs dishked. It was 
impossible to index him : he would ndt fit mto any of the Webb 
categories, and was finally classified by Beatnce as a Sprite. His 
education had been‘"entirely artistic: he had never passed an 
examination, whereas Webb had hved on scholarslnps, which his 
swift reading and champion memory enabled bun to pick up like 
daisies, until he walked easily mto the upper division of the Civil 
Service. The Webbs, though they were socialists and did not go 
to church, were entirely Enghsh and respectable : Shaw was Irish, 
a vagabond, a bohemian, neither married nor celibate He ap¬ 
proached all the subjects diey had in common in unexpected and 
incalculable ways He had forced his acquaintance on Webb, havmg 
heard inm speak for ten minutes at a meetmg, and at once marked 
liim as a leader. And this was what saved the situation when 
Beatnce, with equal perspicaaty, picked Inm out years afterwards 
as the ablest of die Fabians and married him. She would as soon 
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have married the devil as Shaw ; and she would certainly have got 
rjd of him as an undesirable but for a qualification, then unique, 
tliat made liim mdispensable ; he knew Sidney’s full value. So she 
took him on as an mcvitablc encumbrance, and soon found that 
he was a useful and unshakably loyal friend, very skilful with his 
pen, not too troublesome m the house, good company, and not 
without an amusing appeal to a certain gipsy strain in the Potter 
blood of which nobody suspected her, but wliich came out very 
strongly m the strange career of her artist sister, Shaw was soon 
allowed the privilege of Ins genius and became “ Franklyn our 
loyal fnend ” so completely that even his settling down as a pros¬ 
perous moneymaker with a wife of unquestionable social position 
and a considerable property made little difference, and that little 
all for the better, in Ins standing with the Webbs. 

The three arch-Fabians exercised one another’s minds inces¬ 
santly, often widi such vigour that visitors who overheard could 
not beheve that they were not witnessing a furious and irrccon- 
alablc quarrel. But it was all m the day’s woik ; the calm was as 
perfect as the tempest had been noisy, “ We never really disagreed,” 
said Shaw to me, ” but an Inshman likes to know what he is doing 
and there is nothing an Englishman hates more. My talent for 
luad and realistic exposition without British moral utivation was 
such that whenever the Webbs devised a policy and I proceeded to 
make a definite statement of it they immediately protested before 
heaven and earth that such a tiling had never entered their heads. 
When the surprise was over and the All Clear was sounded they 
concluded that I was right after all, witliout tlie least suspicion 
diat It was they who were nght, though they held it to be not 
honesty to have it so set down.” 

No hole-and-corner meetmg was too small, no market-square 
too large for Shaw to speak at. In the first twelve years of liis 
apostolate he harangued a thousand pubhc assemblies The Webbs 
talked in drawing-rooms, ciub-ioottis, working-men’s institutes, 
wherever two or more were gathered together for tlic betterment 
of the human lot Seven hundred lectures were dehvered by leading 
numbers of the Fabian Soaety in a single year. We catch glimpses 
of Shaw doing all sorts of odd jobs: working on the committee of 
a Liberal Association and forcing on it the once famous Newcastle 
Programme, drafted by Webb ; turmng up at tlie first meeting of 
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die Independent Labour Party, where he planted the cinef item of 
(the party programme (taxation of unearned incomes) on Keir 
Hardie ; bemg cheered to the echo by a poverty-stricken audience 
in Whitechapel for tellmg it that he hated die poor, who, like the 
House of Lords from Cromwell’s point of view, were “ useless, 
dangerous, and ought to be abohshed ” , provoking an opposition 
to stonn the platform of die old St. James’s Hall and substitute a 
meeting of its own, at which he spoke and carried the audience 
with him ; and drafting letters to members of the Fabian Societ)' 
asking why they had not paid their subscriptions—for example, 
this to Grant Allen ; 

“Do you mean us to strike you off the roU or do you not ? 

I have stood between you and this doom until I am positively 
ashamed of you. Confound it, do you know what you cost us in 
postage and pnntmg every year ? Do you ever look at the tracts 
that are sent you or calculate how much time they cost hterary 
men who are poorer than you are ? Do you know how many hours 
a week die committee work of the Society costs ? Do you know 
how many poor devds of workmen write to us when they can no 
longer spare us a few sluUings to ask us to strike them off, so as to 
save our stamps ? The execuuve committee burst mto a downnght 
fury to-day when your name was agam brought up as a defaulter ; 
and the secretary flady refused to write to you agam. h this the 
new Hedomsm ? Have you any honor, any consaence, any sur¬ 
vivals of shame left in you ? I persuaded the committee to instruct 
the secretary to hold his hand until next Wednesday, and under¬ 
took m the meantime to wntc to you. This gives you at least 
time to resign. Do wake up 

“ Yours out of all patience, 

“ G Bernard Shaw.” 

Grant Allen sent bs subscription aiid Shaw acknowledged it: 

“ Hie Fabian palm having been oiled, its mdiguation (simulated 
for the purpose of extracting money) will subside.” 

Several years later Shaw complained when a Labour candidate 
named Joseph Burgess refused to compromise on some issue during 
a' General Election,, thereby losing a seat in parhament, and the 
complaint gives us a faint idea of die land of work Shaw did in 
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the cause of socialism throughout the eighties and nineties: “ When 
I think of my own unfortunate character, smirched with com¬ 
promise, rotted with oppoitunism, mildewed by expediency, 
blackened by ink contributed to Tory and Liberal papers, dragged 
through the mud of Borough Councils and Battersea elections, 
stretched out of shape with wire-pulling, putrified by peinieation, 
worn out by 25 years pushing to gam an inch here or straining to 
stem a back-rush there, I do think Joe might have put up with just 
a speck or two on tliose wlute robes of his for the sake of the millions 
of poor devils who cannot afford any character at all because they 
have no fnends in parliament. Oh, these moral dandies ! these 
spiritual toffs ' these superior persons ! Who is Joe anyhow that 
he should not risk his soul occasionally hkc the rest of us ? ” 

Several times Shaw was asked to stand for parhanicnt, but he 
knew he could do better work outside it. “ Better a leader of 
Fabianism than a chorus-man m parliament,’’ he once said to me. 
Besides, he was too outspoken ever to win votes. Wb.cn Holbrook 
Jackson asked lum to stand for a certain constituency, warning him 
at the same time that it would want a lot of nursing, Shaw replied 
that if he attempted to nurse a constituency lie would make it 
howl. Thus, apart from lus labours on tlie committee of the 
Fabian Society, his only official work for social welfare was done 
as a vestryman and borough councillor. 

Before the old London vestries became borough councils the 
vestrymen got together and elected one another. They audited 
their own accounts and staffed the offices with the cadets of their 
own families On the old St Pancras Vestry Shaw had two friends 
who came to 211 agreement with their anti-progressive opponents 
diat certain of their nonunccs should be elected without a fight. 
Shaw was one of them, and a later event proved that he could 
never have won a contest From May ’97 he served as a vestryman, 
becoming a councillor in November 1900 when St. Pancras was 
created a borough, and working from two to four hours on 
committee afternoons for over six years at die Town Hall 
To die amazement of his fcUow-vcstrymeii Shaw displayed 
business ability, exceptional common sense (meaning luicommon 
sense), and such activity and regularity that despite his objection 
to being burdened with more than his fair share of work he was 
placed on the Health, Parhamentary, Electric Lighting, Flousmg 
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and Drainage committees, such being the doom of the handful of 
members who really conducted die business The borough of St. 
Pancias then had a population of about 2.50,000, but it did not 
contain a single bookshop. It did contam three maui railway 
centres, well surrounded with hotels wlncl^were really brodiels. 
The ruthless clearances made by the railway yards and termini had 
overcrowded the inhabitants into single-room tenements which 
were m such an appalhng condition that the sanitary inspectors had 
abandoned them m despair. Like most other distnets, St Pancras 
was politically corrupt, a cheque for ^1000, placed in the proper 
quarter, securing the donor a seat on the vestry or counal. The 
object of the vcstr^mien was to keep the rates down, wliich meant 
that every suggested improvement or attempt at amelioration was 
instantly vetoed. Sliaw and a young Methodist muuster, named 
Ensor Walters, formed a party of two whose mam objea was to 
push die rates up and keep the death-rate down. The other vestry¬ 
men were so much astonished by this alliance between God and 
the Devil (since G.B.S. was a sociahst, they felt sure he was an 
atheist) tliat many tilings were done under their very noses of 
which they were only partly aware. 

On die whole Shaw enjoyed himself: “ It is good for me to be 
worked to the last incli while I last; and I love the reality of the 
Vestry and its dustcarts and H’less orators after the sdly visionary 
fashion-nddcn theatres.” But it was a dreary uphill fight, and 
sometimes he had to do jobs he would wiUmgly have left imdone : 
for example, he had to hold inquests on tuberculous cattle while 
serving on the Health committee, and he felt diat a vegetarian was 
about the last person to attend to the condition of the meat in liis 
parish. As a rule, of course, complamts were only made by people 
who were enhghtened enough to be least in need of attention, 
winch meant that nothing was ever done for the poorest classes 
unless some disinterested person brought a public scandal to the 
notice of the authorities. Shaw often found himself m a imnonty 
of one when a vitally necessary public service was bemg discussed, 
and once he was accused of indecency for saying that women ought 
to have the privileges of men and not pay for the use of public 
lavatones : “An eminent member of the vestry immediately rose 
and expressed his horror at my venturing to speak 111 public on so 
disgusting a subject.” On that occasion the only female member 
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of the vestry supported him ; she too was accused ofimpiopricty ; 
they were squashed ; and women still have to pay for " observing 
the common decencies of traffic in a city.” 

Shop slavery, drainage, dust, bghting, disease, housing condi¬ 
tions , the leading dramatist of the age devoted the whole of liis 
muid and energy to the consideration of each subject as it arose, 
and tried hard to lighten the lot of tlic poor, a little here, a little 
there, as he went along ; winch may cxplahi why he once wrote 
of Shakespeare • ” If his class limitations and a profession that cut 
liim off from actual participation in great affairs of State had not 
confined Ins opportunities of intellectual and political training to 
private conversation and to the Mermaid Tavern, he would prob¬ 
ably have become one of the ablest men of his time instead of being 
merely its ablest playwright.” This is another way of saying that 
Shakespeare might have been Cecil if he had not been Shakespeare, 
which prompts the query : how many generations of Cecils would 
we give for one Shakespeare ? But all men arc liable to lapse into 
imbecility; and since Homer sometimes nodded, Shaw must be 
excused for having occasionally drivelled. 

His term of office expiring in October 1903, he .stood as a 
Progressive candidate for the borough of St. Pancras in the London 
Comity Council ” Pcnmnattly disinterested men of ability aic very 
scarce,” he once informed an audience of Fabians : ” It is easier to 
find a thousand men who will sacrifice valuable chances in life 
once than to find a single man who will do it twice. . . , This is 
why I myself have so often urged working-class audiences to 
beheve in themselves and not run after the tall liats and frock 
coats ” And he was willing to confess that ” the more my ability 
becomes known, the more do I find myself pressed to spend my 
time m shovcllmg guineas into my pocket instead of writing Fabian 
papers, attending to the Fabian Executive work,” and so on. Yet 
Shaw s public work proved tliat lie was quite as disinterested as any 
man of ability in liistory, and a great deal more so than most. After 
six and a half years’ drudgery at a thankless task, he faced the 
futihtics and exasperation of an electron witli die possibility of 
anodicr period of slavery, at a rime too when his fame as a writer 
was growing, his future as a playwiight assured. 

As a start-off he antagomsed all the Noncoufornnsts, his natural 
supportcis, by favourmg improvements in Church schools. Any- 
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thing tliat strengthened the Cliurch of England ui those days was 
attacked by Nonconformists with a most unchristian bitterness, 
and one of diem told Shaw diat he would nor pay a farthing 
totvards the schools of the Established Church. “ Don’t you know 
diat you pay taxes now for the support of the Roman Catholic 
Church in the Island of Malta and for the prosccurion of book¬ 
sellers wlio expose die Bible for sale in British India and Nordi 
Africa?” queried Shaw. The Nonconformist neither knew nor 
cared: he just hated the Church. Shaw insisted diat half the 
nation s children had to choose between the Church school and no 
school at all; and he preferred a subsidised and government 
inspected Church school to one in which the teacher could be 
ordered to polish the parson’s boots. He alienated another crowd 
of progressive supporters, the temperance societies, by advocating 
the mumcipalisation of the drink traffic. They wanted to abolish 
it; he, though a teetotaller, wanted to nationalise it and get its 
profits and losses into the same ledger. Next, he flatly declined to 
pay die looo wluch would have got lu'm the assistance of the 
people who mattered ; and, worst of all, he informed all die Free 
Churches that his own religious opinions and theirs were identical 
with those' held by Voltaire over a century before. He liad 
recently published his confession of faitli, which was reasonable 
enough to infuriate the sects, each of which voted against lum to 
a man : 

“ My own faith is clear : I am a resolute Protestant; I beh’eve 
in the Holy Catholic Church ; in the Holy Trinity of Father, Son 
(or Modier, Daughter) and Spirit; in the Communion of Saints, 
the Life to come, the Immaculate Conception, and the every-day 
reality of Godhead and the Kingdom of Heaven. Also, I believe 
that salvation depends on redemption from belief in miracles ; and 
I regard St. Athanasius as an irrchgious fool—that is, in the only 
serious sense of the word, a damned fool ^ I pity the poor neurotic 
who can say, ‘ Man that is born of a woman hath but a short tune 
to live, and is full of misery,’ as I pity a maudlin drunkard : and I 
know that the real religion of to-^ay was made possible only by 
the matcriahst-physicists and atheist critics who performed for us 
the indispensable preliminary operation of purging us tliorouglily 

' Later on \'.c find G.B S defending die .Athanasian Creed an the ground 
dial ii makci stup'diiy .i damnabic sin. 
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of the Ignorant and vicious superstitions wlrich were thrust down 
our throats in our helpless cluldhood ” • 

A man who could write hke that and talk like that must have 
known what to expect from his feUow-ciuzens: christians of every 
colour, agnostics of every hue, reactionaries of every complexion, 
progressives of every shade, honest fools and dishonest rascals, 
crowded die polhng-stations on Maich 5tii, I904> m older to keep 
Shaw out and put a Jew m. Defeated hy a large majority, Shaw 
made use of his past cxpenence by writmg The Common Sense oj 
Municipal Trading' which shows what might have happened to 
“ one of the ablest men of Ins ome ” if he had not been primarily 
“ Its ablest playwright.” 


ART FOR THE ARTIST’S SAKE 

O NE of the mysteries of his age was that neither ciitics nor 
actors could perceive the bom playwright m Bernard Shaw. 
“ I write plays because I like it, and because I cannot remem¬ 
ber any period in my hfe when I could help inventing people and 
scenes I am not primarily a story-teller ; things occur to me first 
as scenes, with action and dialogue—as moments, developmg diem- 
selves out of their own vitality.” In that respect he resembled 
Shakespeare, who was so bored by the prospect of having to mvent 
stories for his characters that he lifted all his plots from wnters 
who had enjoyed yam-sprnmng. 

Nearly every nmeteenth-century critic m England believed in 
what was then called “ the well-made play ” : that is, a play diat 
told a story m a particular way, leading the audience up to “ the 
situation at the end of the second act and cleanmg up the mess 
It had made in the third and last. Senbe, followed by Sardou, was 
the great master of this tnek-drama m France ; Pinero in England. 
Shaw, claiming to be a classical dramatist, reverted to the natural¬ 
istic drama of Shakespeare ; characters and situations “ developmg 
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djeiTiselves out of their own vitahty.” But Shaw, like Ibsen and 
unlike Shakespeare, was intensely interested in tlie pressure of 
economic, political and religious msatutions on liis characters, 
fmdmg it ricli in dramatic situations and conflicts. His first play 
was denounced by die critics as a political pampldct written by a 
Fabian crank utterly destitute of dramatic faculty. When this 
estimate became ridiculous, it was stdl contended passionately that 
Ills plays weie “ not plays,” a position winch he sardonically en¬ 
couraged by callmg them discussions, conversations, and the like. 
This was how he produced an overwhelming impression of novelty, 
audacity, and rupture of all the rules, whilst m Iiis methods, far 
from advancing on the well-made play, he was deliberately gomg 
back to prirmtive dramaturgy. “ Mohere’s techmque and nune,” 
he said, “ is the technique of the circus, with its ring-master dis¬ 
cussing all die topics of the day with the clown.” The effect on 
Clitics, many of whom had never seen a play m which the characters 
had any profession, any rehgion, any politics, or any mterests 
except those of the police and die divorce courts, can only be 
fauidy imagined nowadays. 

In dieir British Museum days William Archer and Bernard 
Shaw used frequendy to discuss the drama, and some time in 1885 
Shaw confided to Archer that though he was no good at construc¬ 
tion he was nothing less dian a gemus at wntmg dialogue, on which 
Aicher confided to Shaw that though he was useless at dialogue 
there was very little he did not know about construction. This 
seemed an admirable basis for collaboraoon. A perfect plot by 
Archer, sustamed by the brilliant dialogue of Shaw, would score a 
bull’s eye' So thought Archer and so thought Shaw. With such a 
number of good plots crymg aloud to be used. Archer was naturally 
not foolish enough to invent one himself; he took what he reqmred 
from an early play by Emile Augicr, worked it up ni the Pansian 
manner, provided it wnth a comic hcrome, a serious herome, and a 
noble-hearted hero, placed the scene of Act I m a hotel garden on 
the RJiine, and handed the scenario to Shaw. 

- Some weeks elapsed. Archer thought that Shaw had forgotten 
all about the play and did not remind him of it. Besides, Shaw 
was apparently composing an elaborate treatise, for Archer saw 
Inm every day at the Museum “ laboriously writing page after 
page of die most exquisitely neat shorthand at the rate of about 
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three words a minute.” Some six weeks after the comjilction of 
the scenano Shaw staggered Archer by saying : “ Look here, I’ve 
knocked off tlic first act of that play of ours and haven’t come to 
the plot yet. In fact, I’ve forgotten the plot. You might tell me 
the story again.” Archer stifled his amioyance and again carefully 
described the plot. Shaw thanked him warmly, left him, and three 
days later reported : “ I’ve written three pages of the second act 
and have used up all your plot. Can you let me have some more 
to go on with ? ” Archer sternly reimnded him that the plot was 
an orgamc whole, and diat to add to it was like giving a few addi¬ 
tional arms and legs to a statue already provided with the necessary 
hmhs Shaw tned to reassure him and offered to read the first two 
acts when he had fimshed the second. Archer consented, and when 
the time came hstened with a puzzled frown to Act I and fell fast 
asleep durmg Act II When he woke up he told Shaw exaedy what 
he thought of him and declared the collaboration at an end. A 
fcUow-dramatist, Henry Arthur Jones, to whom Shaw also read 
the unfimshed play, reimnded him that “ sleep is a criticism,” but 
kept awake in the hope of being rewarded by a thrill, and at the 
conclusion of the performance asked, “ Where’s your murder ? ” 
Shaw, concluding that play-writing was not his job, flung the 
unfinished work on his pile of discarded manuscripts and drought 
no more about it 

Seven years passed by. The Independent Theatre had been 
founded by a Dutchman named J. T. Grcin, who had created a 
sensation with the production of Ibsen’s Ghosts, fiercely denounced 
by most English critics as an obscene work. The object of the 
Independent Theatre was to encourage the New Drama, wliich 
Shaw declared was bursting to express itself, but after prolonged 
search Grem faded to discover any Bndsh speamens m the latest 
style. “ Tlus was not to be endured,” wrote Shaw : “ I had rashly 
taken up the case ; and rather than let it collapse I manufactured the 
evidence ” So he dug out the tv^o acts written m ’85, added a 
third, called tlie play Widowers’ Houses, and sent it to Grein, who 
announced it for producUon on December 9th, 1892, at the Royalty 
Theatre. Archer’s sentimental characters and machme-made plot 
had disappeared , all that remamed of his scenano was the placing 
of the first scene on the Rime ; his serious and comic heroines had 
been turned into one character, quite unlike any he had envisaged ; 
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and tlie play had resolved itself into a tragi-coniedy of slum- 
landlordism. The heroine, Blanche, was modelled on her amiable 
side on Florence Farr, who played the part, and on her less amiable 
side on a female Shaw had seen m the street: “ Once, wlien J was 
walking homewards at midnight dirough Wigmore Street, taking 
advantage of its stillness and lonehness at that hour to contemplate, 
like Kant, the starr}'- heaven above me, the solitude was harslily 
broken by the voices of two young women who came out of 
Mandeville Place on the other side of the street a couple of hundred 
yards bclund me. The donunant one of the pair was m a black 
rage : tlie other was feebly trymg to quiet her. The strained strong 
voice and the wlumpering remonstrant one went on for some time. 
Then came tlie explosion. The angry one fell on the other, buffet¬ 
ing her, tearing at her hair, grasping at her neck. The victim, 
evidently used to it, cowered against the raihngs, covermg herself 
as best she could, and implonng and remonstratmg in a carefully 
subdued tone, dreading a police rescue more than the other’s 
violence. Presently, die fit passed, and the two came on their way, 
the honess silent, and the lamb reproachful and rather emboldened 
by her sense of mjury. The scene stuck in my memory, to be used 
ui due time.” 

The play was rehearsed at the “ Bedford Head ” in Maiden 
Lane, and in the rmddle of one rehearsal a short young man, with 
an old-looking face and close-cut red hair, poked his head roimd 
the door. He was promptly seized by the producer and asked to 
read the part of Lickcheese, the rent-collector, wluch neither author 
nor producer had been able to cast. He read it so well that he was 
asked to play it. ’ His performance was die hit of the piece, and 
made his reputation ; his name was James Welch. The actors, and 
even Grem himself, were nervous of the play and not altogether 
at ease with the author, who was passing tlirough liis Jaeger clothing 
phase, turning up at rehearsals in a silvery creation wluch the 
inventor Inmsclf eventually abandoned because it squeaked when 
the sleeves rubbed on die body, and which Shaw discarded after a 
coimtry walk with Sydney Ohvier, who objected to having his 
conversation interrupted by a noise like a cricket’s. 

Widotms' Houses had a mixed reception, the socialists in the 
audience applaudmg it loudly, their opponents hissing fiercely. At 
the final curtam yells of “ Author ” nimgled with shouts of dis- 
B.s. G 
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approval. Shaw appeared and -itood for a while “ drinking in the 
rapture ” of an almighty hoonng from the outraged conventional 
first-nighters. The storm abating, he said that the play’s reception 
had been agreeable to him, for had it been received lightly he 
would have been disappointed He assured the audience that what 
they had seen was a faithful picture of middle-class life and a truthful 
description of what was actually going on He asked the critics 
to discriminate between the author and the actors who had so 
zealously stnvcn to carry out his intentions, and having charmed 
everyone with his Insh accent he retired to the accompaniment of 
cheers The cntics did as he requested, and he awoke next morning 
to find himself infamous, the play being attacked so violently and 
creating so much discussion and dissension that (especially after 
the success he had planned for Welch) he felt convinced he was a 
born dramatist, more especially as William Archer advised him 
not to “ devote further time and energy to a form of production 
for which he has no special ability.” Archer’s criticism in The 
World drew a post-card from Shaw : “ Here am I, who have col¬ 
lected slum rents weekly with these hands, and for 4J years been 
behind the scenes of the imddlc-class landowner—who have phil¬ 
andered with women of all sorts and sizes—and I am told gravely 
to go to nature and give up aprionsing about such matters by you, 
you sentimental Sweet Lavendcry recluse.” 

Shaw’s next play. The Philanderer (1893), in part a sadre on the 
Ibscmtcs, was regarded by Archer almost as a personal insult, and 
he felt like “ cutting ” the author in tlic street for having com¬ 
mitted an “ outrage upon art and decency ” Three years later 
Shaw rather sympathised with tliis view, for he read the play aloud 
to some friends and desenbed it as “ a combination of mechanical 
farce with realistic filth which quite disgusted me ” It required 
better acting than a cast got together by the Independent Theatre 
could give It, and as Charles Wyndham, the only man who could 
play the leading part, turned it down, it was temporarily shelved. 

Aldiough Archer was completely converted by Shaw’s third 
effort, Mrs Warrens Profession (1893), nearly everyone else was 
shocked by it. As m the case of his first play, the original idcajvas 
romantic, but there was not much romance left in the idea by tlic 
time Shaw had finished with if. Janet Achurch, the first actress 
to give a public performance in England of Nora m A Doll’s House, 
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spoke to liim about a French novel which she drought would make 
a good play On lus assurance that he never read any tiling if he 
could help It, least of all a novel, let alone a French one, she told 
.. him tlie story, which was ultra-romantic. “ Oh, I will work out 
the real truth about that mother some day,” he said. Shortly after¬ 
wards Mrs. Webb suggested that he should create for the stage a 
thoroughly 'modem emancipated woman. Result; tlie romantic 
heroine became Mrs. Warren, the emancipated girl her daughter. 
As the play showed that female prostitution was tlie inevitable 
^ result of a capitahstic society, the managers who depended on 
capitalists to fill dieir stalls displayed no eagerness to put it on; 
and lest any pubhc-spinted person should feel tempted to risk it, 
the Censor settled the matter by refusmg it a licence. In May ’97, 
nearly four years after writing it, Shaw thought it by far his best 
' play, “ but it makes my blood run cold; I can hardly bear the 
most appallmg bits of it. Ah, when I wrote that, I had some 
nerve.” When, at last, in 1924, the Censor hfted Ins ban, Shaw had 
gtovm tired of 'waitmg and remarked, “ Better never than late.” 
Nowadays we may wonder what all the fuss was about, but wc 
owe our present wonder largely to Shaw, who was the first to fight 
for the free discussion of serious soaal problems on the English 
stage, and whose own plays were the native pioneers of such work. 

Mrs Warren s Professionals first performed by the State Society 
• in January 1902, eight years after it was written. The Censor could 
not prevent pnvate performances, hke those given by the Stage 
Soaety to its members, but his refusal of a hcence made managers 
so nervous that one after another broke their promises to let the 
play be performed m dicir theatres on a Sunday mght. “ Over and 
over again the date and place were fixed and the tickets prmted, 

. only to be cancelled, untd at last the desperate and overworked 
manager of die Stage Society could only laugh, as cnmmals broken 
on the wheel used to laugh at the second stroke.” It was difficult 
to get stages for rehearsals, which were usually held in corridors 
and saloon bars at all hours of die day and night. The play was 
produced on a Sunday evening at the New Lyric Club ; die 
dramatic" cntics prompdy went mad ; and Shaw was dehghted, 
for Ins sermon had gone home : “ No author who has ever 
known the exultation of sending the Press into an hysterical tumult 
of protest, of moral panic, of mvoluntary and frantic confession of 
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sm, of a horror of consacncc in which the power of cUstinguisiiing 
between the work of art on the stage and the real life of the spec¬ 
tator IS confused and overwhelmed, will ever care for the stereo¬ 
typed compliments wliich every successful farce or melodrama 
ehcits from the newspapers.” 

The action of the Censor branded Shaw “ as an unscrupulous 
and blackguardly author,” though he had to admit that his career 
as a rcvoluUonaiy erme ” kept me so continually in hot water that 
the addition of another jugful of boiling fluid by the Lord Chamber¬ 
lain troubled me too little to entitle me to personal commiseration, 
especially as the play greatly strcngdicncd my repute among serious 
readers ” The fact tliat the fluid scalded others was not Ins fault. 
In die autumn of 1905, agamst his advice, Arnold Daly pioduccd 
the play m New Yoik, and when in 1909 Shaw gave evidence on 
the censorsliip before a parliamentary committee he described what 
happened; 

” Mrs Warren’s Piqfcssion was proceeded against in New York, 
and It was proceeded against m a very summary manner. In con¬ 
sequence of the Lord Chamberlain having refused to license it here, 
an impression was created in Amcnca, naturally, that it was a 
hideously indecent and horrible play, because, as die American 
public were aware that many plays which aie licensed here arc 
cxceedmgly indecent, they naturally concluded that anything that 
die Censor refused to license must be of almost incredible indecency 
a fortiori. As a consequence of diat, all the worst elements in the 
New York population came in enormous crowds There were 
almost nots outside the theatre, and fabulous prices were paid for 
seats. The police dicn went in and arrested the entire company, 
and marched them off to the police court—actors, actresses, mana¬ 
ger, and ever^^body else The magistrate had to'adjourn the ease, 
because he said that he would have to read the play, and he publicly 
expressed lus extreme loadiuig of the unpleasant task before liira 
—that is exactly what occurred He adjourned die ease, intending 
to read the play m the meantime. At the next hearing he exhibited 
a certam amount of temper, which one would almost think sug¬ 
gested disappomtment. He said that he had read die play and diat 
diere was not in ifvwhat he had expected it to contain from die 
accounts given of itV 

The defendants w|ic acquitted on appeal to die Court of Special 
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Sessions, and the play wps praised as making vice less attractive 
than many plays tliat had escaped the attention of the pohce. 

In the course of his evidence before the parhamentar)' committee 
Shaw said that immoral plays were the only plays worth Avriting, 
and diat he was a consaentiously immoral wnter. He used the 
word “ immoral ” in the sense in which it was fw( used 111 the 
Bible: "I would remind the committee that from one end of the 
Bible to the other the words ‘ moral ’ and ‘ immoral ’ are not used. 
They are not used in the plays of Shakespeare, and at the time that 
the 1843 Act was passed I beheve that any person usmg the words 
morality ’ and ‘ immofahty ’ as being synonymous with ‘ right¬ 
eousness ’ and ‘ sm ’ was very strongly suspected of being a 
Rationalist, and probably an Atheist.” When he used the word 
“ immoral ” he meant non-customary. 

Having described what had happened to his play in New York, 
and having argued in favour of abolishing the censorsliip and sub¬ 
stituting the annual licensing of theatres by the municipalities, a 
measure winch had just cleaned up tlie old music halls with remark¬ 
able success, Shaw was asked by the chairman whether he thought 
an English court would prohibit the performance of Mrs. Warrens 
Profession. “ I think it is possible,” he rcpHed. “ It is a profoundly 
immoral play, exceedmgly so ; more so than many of the people 
v/ho have wntten about it really imagine.” 

“ Once more you use the word in your own speaal sense ? ” 

“ Not in my own special'sense, but in which I say is the correct 
and classical use of the word m the Enghsh language.” 

‘‘ And that is-? ” 

“ As I have already cxplamed to you, the play is a conscien¬ 
tiously immoral play.” 

We should now call it an extremely moral play, meaning 
precisely what Shaw meant when he called it immoral, which, 
however, was not what the critics meant when they called it 
immoral, not being at all certain of what they meant. 

Up to diis pomt Shaw had wntten plays under external pressure 
from Archer and Grein, from the Independent Theatre and the 
Stage Soaety, from Janet Achurch and Beatrice Webb, all of them 
uncommercial. He had not made a penny out of them ; he had 
merely gained a new notoriety as a playwright. The public and 
critics tliought them nasty; and as their feelings on the subject 
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were quite expected and intelligible to lum, he labelled the plays 
Unpleasant. But now the external pressure changed : the next 
demand was for plays to be produced at commeraal theatres for 
ordmary (if possible extraordinary) runs, which meant that he had 
to provide good parts for popular actors and actresses, and to please 
managers who were more anxious to attract society than to reform 
It. So he began to trade in comedy ; anti-romantic comedy, it is 
true ; but yet in laughter ; for “ by laughter only can you destroy 
evil without malice, and affirm good-fellowship without mawk¬ 
ishness ” 

The first “ pleasant play ” was Arms and the Man (1894) which , 
he completed m a hurry. Miss A. E. F. Homiman, who later 
became famous for her woik'at the Gaiety Theatre in Manchester, 
had backed a season of plays at the Avenue Theatre, London, the 
ostensible manageress bemg Shaw’s friend, Florence Farr. The 
first production failed, and Florence, left playlcss, proposed to 
revive Widowers' Houses, But Shaw had already started to write 
a play for her, and m die emergency fimshed it at top speed. The 
reheaisals were rushed, and on die first mght, April 21st, 1894, the 
actors, who could make neither head nor tail of the busmess, played 
with anxious seriousness, and were rewarded with a crazy success. 
The audience laughed immoderately at nearly everytlung. Unfor¬ 
tunately, die actors, convinced by the lauglis that this strange piece 
must be a farce, began to play for them on the conventional farcical 
comedy hues ; and the first-night success was never repeated. Shaw 
had plamied all the laughs unerrmgly, but only as responses to an 
eamcsdy sincere performance. When the performance became 
comic the play lost its hold. But the only hitch on the first night 
was when Bernard Gould, now famous as Sir Bernard Partridge 
of Punch, had to make a remark about the Bulgarian army. By a ' 
shp of the tongue he applied it to the British army ; and diis was 
more than Golding Bnght, dien an unknown lad in the gallery, 
could bear. He hissed. When Shaw took Ins call as author at the 
end annd ttemendous applause, young Bright heroically sent forth 
a solitary Boo. Shaw, at the height of his practice as a mob 
orator, seized on the interruption to make a speech. “ I quite' 
agree with you, my fiiend,” he said, “ but what can we two do 
against a whole houseful of the opposite opimon ? ” 

Tins typical specimen of platform repartee (it was a flat and 



( ART rOR THE artist’s SAKE ipp 

obvious be) proved prophetic. In spite of the first-night furore 
the play did not catch on ^ It ran for eleven weeks at a heavy loss, 
and Shaw was forced to tell a German who wanted plays for some 
Berlm theatre that it “ has only twice drawn as much as half the 
cost of sending up the curtam, and has on two other less happy 
occasions in Whit week and the cab strike gone down to In 

fact die takings averaged ;^I7 a night for die run. Wdham Archer 
thought it quite'as funny as Charley s Aunt. On the other hand 
Edward VII (then Prince of Wales) asked who the author was, and 
on hearing the name, which meant nodung to him, said quite 
’ seriously, “ Of course he’s mad.” Shaw’s own view of it under¬ 
went revisions Re-readmg it at the close of 1904 he was “ startled 
to find what flimsy, fantastic, unsafe stuff it is,” and thought that, 

“ it really would not stand comparison widi my later plays unless 
the company was very fasemating.” But in 1927 he informed 
Alfred Sutro that Arms and the Man “ never had a really whole¬ 
hearted success until after the war, when soldiermg had come home 
to the London playgoer’s own door, and he saw diat the play was , 
a classic comedy and not an opera bouffe without the music.” 

Unaffected by the finanaal failure and the mabflity of critics 
and audiences to sec what he was dnving at, Shaw settled down 
to Ins next play, Candida, and havmg finished it went early in 
December ’94 to West Cliff Hotel, Folkestone, whence he opened 
his mmd to brother-dramatist Henry Arthur Jones: 

“ For the general paymg public there needs a long fight, during 
wliich my plays will have to be produced m spite of all econoimc 
considerations, sometimes because the parts are too fascinating to 
be resisted, sometimes because Pinero is not ready with his com¬ 
missioned play, sometimes because I am wilhng to forgo an advance, 
sometimes because Nature will not submit whoUy to the box office. 

“ Now here you will at once detect an enormous assumpaon 
on my part tliat I am a man of gemus. But what can I do—on 
what other assumption am I to proceed if I am to wnte plays at 
all ? You will detect the further assumption that the pubhc, which 
’ vriU still be the puWi' '^’*enty years hence, wiU nevertheless see 
feeling and ' ' ‘y see notliing now but mere mtellectual 
swordplay’ Consequently, I am absc 

dent that ‘ " -’--' ’ 

go on 
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worth my wlule to make £iso a play or even to make nothing 
and starve. . . . 

“ My passion, like that of all artists, is for efficiency, which 
means mtcnsity of hfc and breadth and variety of experience ; and 
already I find, as a dramatist, that I can go at one stroke to tlie 
centre of matters that reduce the purely hterary man to colourless 
platitudes. . . . 

“ Do you now begin to understand, O Henry Arthur Jones, 
that you have to deal with a man who habitually thmks of himself 
as one of the greatest geniuses of all time ?—just as you necessarily 
do yourself. Wc may be deceiving ourselves ; but why add to the 
heavy chances of that the absolute certainty of such a deception as 
would be mvolved m the notion that we thought ourselves 
common fellows with a bit of talent.” 

Many weU-meanmg people, perceiving that he had “ a bit of 
talent,” were kind enough to explain how he could turn it to 
profit To one of these, a literary agent, he wrote ; “ What do 
you mean by giving me advice about writing a play with a view 
to the box-office receipts ? I shall contmue writing just as I do 
now for the next ten years. After that we can wallow in the gold 
poured at our feet by a dramatically regenerated public.” 

The difficulty was to reach the public at all, for the leading 
actors were quite satisfied with the unregencrated audiences which 
paid to sec them m plays by Jones and Pmero. Candida was read 
to Charles Wyndham, who wept over the last scene and having 
dried liis eyes assured the author that the play was 25 years before 
Its time George Alexander said diat he would hkc to play the 
poet in it if he were made bhnd to gam sympathy. But after all 
one could not expect much from the actors when an exceptionally 
intclhgent soaahst hkc Edward Carpenter, after hearing the play 
read, remarked, “ No, Shaw ; it won’t do.” Possibly the actors 
were a little discouraged by liis method of wnting his early plays, 
and by the pecuhar way in winch he subimtted tlicm for con¬ 
sideration. Clothed m a faslnon of liis own and looking rather hkc 
a Viking, he entered Wyndham’s, office one morning to read 
Candida Sittmg down at the table, he tlirust one hand into a 
pocket of his trousers and produced a small note-book, thrust the 
other hand into a pocket of his coat and produced a second note¬ 
book, fished a third note-book from another pocket, a fourth from 



yet another, and so on until Wyndham wondered whether he was 
witnessing a conjuring tnck. Then said Shaw : 

“ You appear surprised to sec all these litde pocketbooks. The 
fact is, r wnte my plays mostly on tlie tops of buses.” 

He might have added that such parts of his plays as were not 
written on tlie roofs of buses were composed iir the Undergroimd 
Railway, ^which may account for the fact that all the characters in 
his early works seem to be talking at the tops of their voices. 

Shaw’s distinctive contribution to the theatre was first dis¬ 
cernible in Candida ; he was, and remains, the only playwright 
who has successfully dramatised the religious temperament, which, 
being the only temperament he completely sympathised with and 
tlierefore understood,^ was the source of all die emotion he was 
able to express on the stage. Shakespeare, one may add, completely 
understood every sort of character except die rehgious ; and this is 
die real difference between the two as dramatists. Shaw must have 
felt that he had at last struck the vem of liis gemus, for he would 
not trust Candida out of Ins hands : “ I never let people read diat: 
I always read it to them. They can be heard sobbing diree streets 
off,” he told Ellen Terry, to whom he also confided : “ Candida, 
between you and me, is the Virgin Mother and nobody else.” He 
would have liked Ellen to do it, -for she was the only actress who 
had the secret of it in her nature, but she could not tear herself away 
from Irvmg, and Shaw had prormsed the part to Janet Achurch. 
At last he was prevailed upon to send the script to Ellen, who 
wrote to say that she had cned her eyes out over his heavenly play, 
and begged Inm to write a “ Mother ” play for her. “ I have 
written THE Mother Play— Candida —and I cannot repeat a master¬ 
piece,” he replied. Not all his fnends agreed about Candida; Mrs. 
Webb, for mstance, thought her “ a seiinmental prostitute ” ; but 

^ I scarcely expected Shaw to see cye-to-eye wth me on this point, and 
when I broached it he made a characteristic rejoinder : “ TTie dramatisation 
of the lehgious character as such was child’s play to me, as I was hand in 
glove svith all the leading Christian Socialist parsons of that day, from Stop- 
ford Brooke on the extreme right to Stewart Headlam and Sarson on the 
left, whereas the fashionable playwrights did not know of the existence of 
such strange animals, nor would have understood them if they had. I had 
all ^ the temperaments at my lingers’ ends ; . the religious, the poetic, tlie 
artistic, tlie scientific, and could make stage play witli them as cficctively 
as witli mothers-in-law and greengrocers. In short, I lived in a world im- 
knotvn to tlie actors, playwrights, and narrowly specialised playgoers of that 
day, and had to create my audiences as well as my plays.” 
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most of tliem praised the play far above his previous works; in 
fact, he got a little irntatcd by their continual harping on the 
subject, called them Candidamaniacs, and began to tlunk it over¬ 
rated, “ especially m comparison to tlie one I have just begun ”— 
The Devils Disciple, which turned out to be the nearest thmg to a 
conventional melodrama he ever produced. Such is the nature of 
authors, who usually think their last work their best. 

With Janet Achurch in the leading part, Candida was first done 
by the Independent Theatre dunng a provincial tour in the spring 
of ’97, repeated during another provincial tour in ’98, and pro¬ 
duced in London by the Stage Society on Sunday, July ist, 1900, 
at the Strand Theatre. In the two London performances Granville- 
Barker made his first appearance in a Shaw play. “ I was at my 
wits’ end for an actor wno could d6 justice to the part of March- 
banks,” Shaw told me ; “ when one day 1 dropped m to a matinee 
of Hauptmann’s Fricdenfcst, and instantly saw the very fellow for 
my poet I wrote to announce my wonderful discovery to Janet 
and her husband, who rephed that they had frequently mentioned 
Barker to me as the ideal man for the part.” The play was received 
by die London audience with so much pleasure that Shaw made 
a speech in which he congratulated them on bemg nineteen years 
in advance of their age, Charles Wyndham havmg informed him 
SIX years previously that Candida was twenty-five years before 
Its lime. 

In the autumn of’95 Shaw wrote The Man of Destiny. Richard 
Mansfield, then strongly in the running in New York as its star 
actor, whom Shaw had seen as Richard III and had talked to for 
an hour, was his model for Napoleon, and, as we know, Ellen Terry 
was The Strange Lady. Mansfield, who rather fancied himself as 
the Napoleon of legend, did not see himself as the Napoleon of 
Shaw, and returned the play xviUi a laconic note. Whereupon Shaw 
wrote to lum : “ I was much hurt by your contemptuous refusal 
of-d Man of Destiny, not because I think it one of my masterpieces, 
but because Napoleon is nobody else but Richard Mansfield him¬ 
self I studied the character from you, and then read up Napoleon 
and found that I had got him exactly right.” Rjchard however did 
not think that Shaw had got Mansfield exaedy right, and nothing 
came of iti Following the breakdown of Ellen Terry’s efforts to 
make Irving produce it, Murray Carson put it on at the Grand 
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Theatre, Croydon, on July ist, ’97. Shaw attended the first night, 
“ an agonising experience for the author, but an intensely interesting 
one for the cntic.” The performance was appallmg, the applause 
at die end was lake a groan, and the author “ was only seen to smile 
twice and that was when a rowdy htde kitten, fluffy but disrepu¬ 
table, appeared in the vineyard and was cliivied by the innkeeper, 
and when it subsequendy revenged itself by unexpectedly walking 
on again at one of Napoleon’s most Marengoesque moments and 
staring at him as if it could not understand how a man could go 
on in a way that no sane cat would dream of.” 

A difierent sort of disaster attended Shaw’s next play. Yon Never 
Con Tell, which he began in ’95, and was still working at in April 
of the foUowmg year, for he wrote to Ellen Terr)'^ from Aldbury, 
Trmg : “ My present play brmgs life and art together and stnkes 
showers of sparks from them as if they were a kmfe and grind¬ 
stone.” He must have finished it shordy after because George 
Alexander wrote to him in June : “ When I got to the end, I had 
no more idea what you meant by it than a tom cat.” Hearmg from 
C^uril Maude, who was about to commence management of the 
Haymarket Theatre, that he would like to consider Candida for 
production there, Shaw rephed that he would provide sometlnng 
more suitable for the Haymarket, and spent several weeks that 
summer in Regent’s Park and Suffolk, revising You Never Can Tell, 
and doing his best to make its meaning clear to a leading' actor ; 
apparently with some success, for on September 8th he reported 
that the new management seemed to be “ makuig up their minds 
to rum themselves with, it,” though Mrs. Cyril Maude (Winifred 
Emery) refused to appear as Glona, the leading part, picking the 
part of Dolly for herself, “ her pubbe reason bemg magnanimity,” 
thought the author, “ her private one that she doesnt understand 
the part and doesnt want to.” However, Shaw determined that 
she should change her mind, and when he read the play to the 
company on April 9th, ’97, he contnved to make the silence of 
Gloria (objected to by Winifred) render her first speech so effective, 
that before the end of the first act she wrote “ I shall play Gloria ” 
on a scrap of paper and passed it to her husband. Two other players 
were influenced by the reading. Jack Barnes, “ overpowered by 
fatigue and disgust,” got up and walked off at the end of the second 
act, throwing up his part before the day was out; while Fanny 
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Coleman abandoned hers with die remark that there were “ no 
laughs and no exits.” Sydney Valentine and Kate Bishop took 
their places But not for long. 

The readmg lasted for two hours and forty minutes and Shaw 
decided, “T shall have to spoil it to suit the faslnonable dinner- 
hour.” He handed the scnpt to Maude, telhng him to cut it freely. 
Maude found Inmself unable to sacrifice a smgle syllable. Shaw 
then cut the last act rutlilessly, deaf to Maude’s protests. The fact 
of the matter was that the greater part of the cast did not imdcrstand 
dieir parts or the play, and before die first rehearsal was over ShaW 
had given diem up ; “ We rehearsed the first act to-day,” he wrote 
on April I2th. “ Oh, if only they ivouldnt act They are tolerable 

until diey begm that; bxit then-! Well, their sorrows have 

only begun, poor things ! They think me a very harmless author 
so far. Wait until I begin sdendy and imobtrusively to get on their 
nerves a htde.” Four days later the unobtrusive treatment was 
beginning to tell: The scenes at the Haymarkct are not on the 
surface, but in the recesses of the hearts of die unliappy company. 
I sit there and stare at them. I get up and prowl. I sit somewhere 
else, but always with a dreadful patience and dreadful attention. 
It is useless to correct more than one-speech per person per day ; 
for I find that the result of my mterposition—consisting of saymg 
die thing as it ought to be said (Heaven knows what my way of 
doing it may sound hke to them 1)—is invanably to paralyse them 
for five minutes, during which they are not only qmte off their 
part, but utterly incapable of expressmg any meamng whatever. 
So far we have only gone over the busy funny scenes repeatedly ; 
all the big scenes for Glona and so on are yet before us. Maude 
and Brandon Thomas will succeed no matter how they take their 
parts : that is all I can see at present.” 

At one point in the rehearsals Sliaw suggested that there should 
be a large table on the stage, Maude wanted to know why. Because, 
Shaw explamed, the company would fall over it unless they behaved 
as if they were coming into a real room instead of rushing to die 
foothghts to pick up die band at die beginning of a comic song. 
Maude had cast himself for the part of the Waiter, though Shaw 
advised him to play the young hero, wammg him that if he insisted 
elderly parts he would regret it when he was really 
elderly. Later on Maude at last ventured to take' this advice, and 
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immediately made a brilliant success as a jeme premier m Barrie’s 
Little Minister. 

According to Shaw, what put the finislung touch to the com¬ 
pany’s utter demoralisation was his appearance one day in a new 
smt of clotlies. He had previously attended rehearsals “ in a costume 
which the least self-respecting carpenter would have discarded 
montlis before,” but “ in antiapation of the royalties on You 
Never Can Tell ” he suddenly blossomed out into a suit, the mere 
sight of which would have made Talma himself break down. 
Havmg informed die management that dieir rum and disgrace 
could only be averted by a heroic sacrifice on liis part, he withdrew 
the play after a fortmght’s rehearsals. 

The relationship between Shaw and Maude was unaffected by 
this break and when die latter opened the Playhouse in 1907 Shaw 
wrote an Interlude for Inm and his wife. Maude’s htde boy was 
present when Shaw read it, and die more appreciative voice of the 
new generation was heard when the lad asked his father : “ I say, 
why don’t you get that man to wnte all your plays ? ” 

Shaw quickly grew tired of Yon Never Can Tell. Even as early 
as September ’97 liis dissatisfaction with it was apparent: “ Could 
anyone read it? It maddens me. I’ll have my revenge m the preface 
by offering it as a frightful example of the result of trying to write 
for the theatre de nos jours.” It was first produced by the Stage 
Society at the Royalty Theatre on November 24th, 1899, with 
James Welch as the Waiter. In May 1900 it ran for two weeks of 
matinees at the Strand Theatre, when the audience enjoyed it, 
Wdliam Archer called it “ a formless and empty farce,” and Shaw 
wrote : “ I was ashamed of its tricks and laughs and populanties. 
It would make a great Int at the Lyceum with Irvmg as the Waiter.” 
Five years later it became the stock money-maker of the Vedrenne- 
Barker management and the Macdona Players in the provinces 

Within a week or two of finisliing You Never Can Tell he was 
at work on a new and very different land of play. WiUiam Terriss, 
the best actor of melodrama in the country, had asked liim early in 
’96 to write somethmg for the popular Adelphi Theatre audiences, 
wliich mghtly cheered their pet hero Ternss, their pet heroine 
Jessie Milward, and their pet comedian Harry Nicholls. Terriss 
“ wasted very htde tune indeed m flattering me,” Shaw wrote : 

“ instead, he showed me a bank-book contaimng a record of the 
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author s fees on a very popular melodrama then running at the 
Adelphi. I believe he had no idea that he was an unrivalled execu¬ 
tive instrument for my purposes as a dramatist, and that I 
accordingly had a strong artistic incentive to wnte for liim ; on 
the contrary, he had a confused idea that I was an extremely learned 
man, and that the only chance of inducing me to condescend to 
die Adelplu was by an appeal to my pocket, which he rightlj^ 
regarded as a vital organ even in the most superior constitutions. ’ 
Having, as he hoped, bnbed Shaw with the promise of nches 
beyond the dreams of a socialist, Ternss, like Archer before him, 
produced a scenario, Shaw gave me a rough idea of it: “ Ternss 
wanted to tour the world as a star. He asked me to collaborate with 
him in a play, die plot to be supphed by him. It was more dian a 
plot; It was all the plots of all the melodramas he had ever played 
in. At the end of every act he was dragged away to penal servitude 
through the treachery of the beautiful devil who was the viHainess 
of die piece ; and he turned up in the next as fresh as paint without 
an attempt to explain tins happy change m Ins fortune. I told him 
that it would be splendid for the Adclplii, but that in foreign a tics, 
where they would have their own particular native Ternss, they 
would not stand melodrama from lum, but would expect somc- 
dimg hke Hamlet. He put lus plot in the fire (having several typed 
copies m Ins desk) and said ; ‘ Mr. Shaw, you arc right.’ ” 

By the end of March Shaw was seriously thinking of doing 
something for Ternss. “ A good melodrama,” he reflected, “ is a 
more difficult dung to write than all dns clever-clever comedy: 
one must go straight to die core of humanity to get it, and if it 
is only good enough, why, there you have Lear or Macbeth.” He 
began to wnte it m September ’96. A young artist named Nellie 
Heath, who was “ tremendously attracted by Shaw’s red ears and 
red hair, winch grew on his forehead in two Satanic whirls,” per¬ 
suaded him to sit for a portrait winch she hoped would be exliibitcd 
by the Royal Soaety of Portrait Painters. Wlnle he was being 
painted,^ he wrote most of The Devil’s Disciple. “ The play pro¬ 
gresses, he reported on October 15th, . . such a mefodrama ! 

^ ^ ^ ^ Euston Road on the comer of a 

table with an easel pVopped before me so that I can write and be 
painted at the same tin^. This keeps me at workand the portrait, 
tor which I have to pay the artist’s top pnee for rndhoiiaires {^5), 



ART FOR THE ARTISt's SAKE 207 

is to make her fortune when exhibited. I do not usually allow 
myself to be got round in this fashion ; but this girl did it witliout 
an effort. I suppose I am a great fool; but I shall turn the sittings 
to account in getnng on with the play. As for her, she is delighted, 
and thinks me a most interesting-and celebrated old man to have 
for a sitter.” At first he thought the drama gnm, gloomy,^ horrible 
and sordid, but later, though he had honestly tned for dramatic 
effect, he was afraid it might possibly be “ the most monstrous piece 
of farcical absurdity that ever made an audience shnek witli laugh¬ 
ter.” On November 30th he was able to announce : “ I finished 
my play to-day. . . . Three acts, six scenes, a masterpiece, all 
completed in a few weeks, with a tnp to Pans^ and those Ibsen 
articles tlirown in.” He still had to revise it and work out all die 
stage business, and read up the history of the AmencanWar of 
Independence to check his facts and put in a few dates ; but i[ie 
wrote at once to tell Terriss that he had kept Ins promise and had 
fimshed “ a strong drama,” which included a fat part for the Adelphi 
favourite Shaw described what followed in a letter to me : 

“ I read The Devil’s Disciple to him in Jessie Milward’s flat. He 
listened in deep perplexity until I had nearly finished the first act, 
when he said, ‘ Excuse my interrupting you ; but is dus an 
interior ? ’ (Melodramas usually begm on die village green.) I said 
it was. ‘ Right,’ he said, ‘ now I have it. Go on. You wont mmd 
my interrupnng you ? ’ 

“ I went on. When I had read about two pages of the second 
act,'he said, with despair in his face, ‘ Sort)' to interrupt you again ; 
but is this an mterior ? ’ I said it was ; and he assured me that I 
had now set his mmd completely at rest, and would I excuse him 
for mterrupting me, and fire away. I fired away. When the 
barrage had lasted two minutes longer he had fallen mto a coma 
so profound that Jessie and I had to carry Iiim mto the next room 
and give him some strong tea before he was thoroughly awalcc and 
ashamed of the failure of Ins effort to hve up to die higher drama. 

“ Notlimg more passed between us until he heard diat Richard 
Mansfield had at last conquered New York widi a tremendously 
successful melodrama, and that this was The Devil’s Disciple. He 
sent for me hastily to discuss busmess with him ; but before die 
appointment came off he was stabbed by a lunatic at the stage- 

^ To see Lugne Poe’s production of Peer Gynt and UTite a cridcism of it. 
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door of die Adclplii, which, in its old aspect as a temple of 
melodrama, may be said to have perished with linn. ... 

“ The play was written round the scene of Dick’s arrest, which 
had always been floatmg in my head as a situation for a play. 
Mrs Dudgeon is a vanadon on Dickens’s Mrs. Clcmiam.” 

Nelhc Heath’s portrait was rejected by the Royal Society of 
Portrait Painters, and Shaw’s play was, as usual, misunderstood by 
iieaily every actor who read it. The first English production was 
at the Princess of Wales’s Theatre, Kennington, on September 26th, 
1899, when the leadmg part was played by Murray Carson, who 
was influenced by a critic to introduce an outrageous piece of 
business which completely distorted the meaning of the play. “As 
for me,” wrote die author, “ I was just dien wandering about the 
streets of Constantinople, unaware of all these doings. When I 
returned all was over My personal relations with the critic and 
the actor forbade me to curse them. I had not even the chance of 
pubhely forgiving them. They meant well by me ; but if they 
ever write a play, may I be there to explain ! ” 

Jolmston Forbes-Robertson was attracted by the part of Dick 
Dudgeon, but wanted Shaw to write a nicer third act. About two 
years later he said he would produce it if the last act, were altered 
into an English victory. “ I have cut him oft" without a shilling,” 
reported Shaw. Thus stimulated, Forbes-Robertson determined to 
put It on, and took the shilling out of Shaw by asking him to 
rehearse it: “I am nearly dead with work because of the wihness 
of Forbes-Robertson. I usually rely on my bad character to get 
me kept away from rehearsalsbut Forbes politely begged me to 
conduct the first rehearsals and setde the business, besides reading 
the play. Of course the result is that everything goes on castors : 
at each rehearsal we take one act, and go through it twice. It goes 
without a hitch, and we are off in two hours to lunch, remarking, 
if i/ou please, tliat the play is quite easy. And they tlunk diat since 
I only have to prepare an act at a time, it is hohday work for me, 
whereas with the Vestry, the Fabian, the pnnters (Amcncan and 
English) and a thousand otlier tlimgs, I am working like mad 
sixteen hours a day. Such is hfe —my hfe. The only dreadful thmg 
is that as far as I can ascertain theiC'are only two men in die com¬ 
pany who can act. Of course, I have had to give them the two litde 
parts (die sergeant and the siUy brother) because diesc are comic 
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and character parts; and you must have acting for comedy and 
character, whereas the big serious sympathetic parts take care of 
themselves with a httle coaclung. But imagme the feehngs of s 
competent old professional, longiug to play the big part and able 
to do It, when die author gives it to a good-hearted young duifcr, 
and puts him (the c.o.p.) into a mere bit of clownmg. I expenence 
agomes of remorse every time I meet E. W. Garden s eye: I long 
to atone by writing him a curtam raiser all to himself” The pro¬ 
duction was at the Coronet Theatre, Nottmg Hill, West London, 
in September 1900, and was followed by a moderately successful 
proyinaal tour. 

But Shaw’s financial independence was not won in England. 
It "Was Richard Mansfield’s production of The Devil’s Disciple in 
Amenca that enabled him to throw up his job on The Saturday 
Review. Mansfield had aheady done Arms and The Man m Septem¬ 
ber ’94, the first American production of a Shaw play, but without 
much success, for Shaw admitted in 1898 that he had only netted 
^800 from it on both sides of the Atlantic. After that Mansfield 
turned down The Philandeier and The Man of Destiny. He had hopes 
of Candida, saying he would produce it if on arrival it proved to 
.be “ clean.” It proved to be not only “ clean ” but ” sweet,” and 
Mansfield started to rehearse it, abandoning the project tlie moment 
he realised that die part of the poet, “ a sickly youth,” did not suit 
him, and that he was bemg acted off the stage by Janet Achurch, 
whom he had engaged to play Candida ; also, that there was “ no 
action ” in die play, which consisted of preacliing for two and a 
half hours. “ O ye Gods and little fishes ! ” exclaimed Mansfield. 
It was reserved for Arnold Daly to make Candida the hit of the 
New York season in 1904. 

Mansfield produced The Devil’s Disciple at Albany on October 
ist, 1897, bringing it to die Fifth Avenue Theatre, New York, a 
few days later, where it enjoyed a long run. He then toured it with 
success. But somediing about Shaw’s work, to say nothing of 
Shaw,' irntated liim, and when told by a senator that he ought to 
thank God nightly on his knees for such a play, he rephed that 
he did, but that he could not help adding : “Why, O God, did it 
have to be by Shaw ? ” They shouted insults at one another across 
the Adantic. When Shaw' sent Caesar and Cleopatra Mansfield called 
it an imbecile burlcsq^ue, upon which Shaw denounced him as ar 
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obsolete barnstormer, writing: “ I apologise to two continents 
for making people bebeve you a gemus. . Farewell— Pompey. 

jNevertheless, Mansfield’s production of The Devil's Disciple made 
about £3000 for its author. This freed Inm from the drudgery of 
criticism, wluch, as practised by him, he declared to be much less 
easy, less illustrious and less remunerative tlian the writing of 
plays 

It is worth noting diat his first box-office success was the first 
play m which he portrayed the purely rehgious type—the militant 
saint—a type he excelled m portraying and would one day exploit 
m his greatest box-ofhce success. 


MARRIAGE A<ND A MASTERPIECE 

-WN THE late summer of i8g6 there was a Fabian house-party at 
Stratford St. Andrew Rectory, about three miles on die Ipswich 
^ i side of Saxmundham m Suffolk The Rectory had been taken 
for a few weeks by the Webbs, whose guests were Charles Trevel¬ 
yan, Graham Wallas, Charlotte Perkins Stetson, Bernard Shaw and 
Charlotte Payne-Tbwnshend. It was a fittmg place for a party of 
world-reformers. Going towards Ipswich from Saxmundham, the 
traveller passes through the red-brick hamlet of Stratford St. 
Andrew, turns up a drive to his right and walks about 150 yards 
between large trees with a nch meadow on his left All is leafy 
and lush, excessively rural and reposeful. Fie expects to see a 
rambhng Ehzabethan mansion when he reaches the top of the 
drive, or at least an elegant Georgian bmldmg Fie finds instead 
an efficient house of greyish bnck, built in late Victorian style. He 
is chilled If the day is drear, he moans. It was too much for 
Charlotte Stetson, who fled, leaving Mrs. Webb and Aliss Payne- 
Townshend to look after the males of the party But it suited the 
Fabians, who worked for at least four hours every mommg, bicycled 
for quite four hours every afternoon, discussed sociahsm over their 
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meals and read books m die evenings. And it was the opening 
scene of a Fabian romance. Blind to the fact diat a place called 
Stratford St. Andrew might gravely afiect die destiny of Shake¬ 
speare’s successor and Macduff’s descendant, Shaw fell m love while 
sta^nng there with Charlotte Pa^me-Townshend. 

She was Insh on her father’s side, and she was wealdiy, but she 
had been bom \wth a social conscience, and havmg eluded a 
number of fashionable money-huntmg smtors she flirted with 
socialism. Introduced to Mrs. Webb, who quickly reheved her of 
^1000 to house the new London School of Economics, she became 
a Fabian. She went further ; sick of “ society ” life, she expressed 
a desire to muigle with Fabians ; she asked Mrs Webb to share 
a country house with her and mvite selected Fabians to stay with 
them Mrs Webb rephed that she was in the habit of taking a 
place m the country every summer, and that two leadmg Fabians, 
Bernard Shaw and Graham Wallas, were m the habit of spending 
dieir holidays with her: had Miss Payne-Townshend any objec¬ 
tion to such an arrangement? Miss Payne-Townshend had no 
objection ; she went to Stratford St. Andrew, saw Bernard Shaw, 
conquered lum and was conquered by Inm. Shaw broke the news 
to Ellen Terry on August 28di: 

“ We have been jomed by an Insh milhonairess who has had 
cleverness and character enough to decline the station of life— 

‘ great catch for somebody ’—to which it pleased God to call her, 
and whom we have incorporated into our Fabian family with 
great success I am going to refresh my heart by falhng m love 
with her. I love falhng m love—but, mind, only with her, not 
with the million so someone else must marry her if she can 
stand him after me.” 

Shaw spent most of Ins time fimshing You Never Can Tell, 
“ mending punctures m female bicycle tyres,” and readmg his own 
plays to die circle in die evenings , but he certainly found time 
for talkmg privately to Miss Towhshend on those long afternoon 
bicycle ndes to Ipswich and elsewhere, or on those long walks, so 
popular with the Fabians, when the conversation often took such 
a serious turn that the walk became a trot. 

By the beginning of October, when he was back in London,’he 
had “ got to like so much that it would be superfluous to fall m 
love with ” lus Irish lady with the light green eyes. Three weeks 
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later he asked Ellen Terry : “ Shall I marry my Insli millionairess ? 
She . . . heheves m freedom, and not in marriage ; but I think I 
could prevail on her ; and then I should have ever so many hun¬ 
dreds a month for notlnng. Would you ever in your secret soul 
forgive me, even though I am really fond of her and she of me ? 
No you wouldnt.” The next day he gave Ellen a few more details : 
“ She doesnt really hue me. The truth is, she is a clever woman. 
She knows the value of her unencumbered independence, liaving 
suffered a good deal from family bonds and conventionality before 
the death of her mother and the marriage of her sister left her free. 
The idea of tying herself up again by a marnage before she knows 
anytlnng—^before she has exploited her freedom and money-power 
to the utmost—seems to her intellect to be unbearably foolish. 
Her theory is that she wont do it. She picked up a broken heart 
somewhere a few years ago, and made the most of it {she is very 
sentimental) until she happened to read The Quintessence of Ibscnisin, 
in which she found, as she thought, gospel, salvation, freedom, 
cmancipanon, self-respect and so on. Later on she met the author, 
who is, as you know, able to make himself tolerable as a corre- 
pondent. He is also a bearable companion on bicycle rides, cspeaally 
in a country house where there is nobody else to pair widi She 
got fond of me and did not coquet or pretend diat she wasnt. 
I got fond of her, because she was a comfort to me down here. 
You kept my heart so warm that I got fond of ever^'body ; and 
she was nearest and best. That’s the situation. What does your 
loving wisdom say to it ? ” 

Ellen rephed : “ I’m not clever. I never was, and sometimes, 
looking at you all, I hope I never shall be ! ” But there was one 
thing she knew ; “ You’d be all bad, and no good in you, if you 
marry anyone unless you know you love her. A woman may not 
love before marnage and really love afterwards (if she has never 
loved before).” 

Still nothmg deasive happened. Shaw recoded, not from the 
lady, but from marnage, which to a bachelor in his forties did not 
seem to belong to Ins programme. Then there was the money 
difficulty : when Shaw faced die situation objectively he saw that 
an adventurer livmg from hand to mouth on a precarious a 
week from the Saturday Reutetu could not honestly advise a lady 
with at least a dozen times as much settled mcome to marry him. 
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Even when the success of The DeviTs Disciple removed that ohjec- 
tion (as it happened it removed it for ever), he soil had doubts and 
scruples, mostly on her account. “ She is a free woman,” he 
reported, “ and it has not cost her half a farthing, and she has 
fancied herself in love, and known secretly that she was only talong 
a prescnption, and been relieved to find the lover at last laughing 
at her and reading her thoughts and confessing himself a mere 
bottle of nerve medicme, and riding gaily off.” But before Novem¬ 
ber was out a letter from EUen tells us what had happened : “ Oh 
I see you, you two, walking in the damp and lovely mist, a trail of 
light from your footsteps, and—I don’t tliink it’s envy, but I know 
my eyes are quite wet, and I long to be one of you, and I don’t 
care which. The common usual dungs appearmg so beautiful as 
you tell me. Yes, I know. It’s a long time ago, but, praise be 
blessed. I’ll never forget! ” 

Ellen suggested that Shaw should bring Miss Payne-Townshend 
round to her dressmg-room after diey had been to see Cymbeline 
together. He demurred: “ The difficulty is diat you wont see 
Miss T. unless she shews herself to you. She is, normally, a ladylike 
person at whom nobody would ever look twice, so perfecdy does 
she fit into her place. . . . Perfecdy placid and proper and pleasant. 
Does not condescend to be anything more. And takes it all off like 
a mask when she selects you for intimacy. She is not cheap enough 
to be brought round to your room and sheiun to you. She isn’t an 
appendage, this green-eyed one, but an individual.” And again: 
“ She shant be brought round to your dressmg-room as an appen¬ 
dage of mine, to be exhibited as my latest fancy. Will you never 
understand what I mean when I say that I can respect people’s 
humamty as well as love their individuality.” 

In the spring of ’97 the Webbs were living at Lotus, Tower 
Hill, Dorking. .Miss Payne-Townshend was.^'with them; while 
Shaw, though a regular resident, was constandy on the move to 
London and back again, sometime writmg to Ellen Terry as the 
tram “ joggle-joggled ” its way through the night. “ Miss P.T. 
has found me out,” he admitted m one letter: ” she tells me that 
I am * the most self-centred man she ever met.’ ” And he described 
the domestic scene at their inappropriately-named house; “If only 
I could brmg you down with me. There’s nobody there but Mrs. 
Webb, Miss P.T., Beatnce Creighton (Bishop of London’s daugh- 
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ter), Webb and myself. Alas! Jour too many. I wonder wbat you 
would think of our life—our eternal pohtical shop ; our mornings 
of dogged wntmg, all ui sepaiate rooms ; our ravenous plam meals ; 
our bicycling ; the Webbs’ mcorngible spooning over their mdus- 
tnal and pohtical science ; Miss P.T , Irish, slirewd and green-eyed, 
finding everytlimg ‘ very interestmg ’ ; myself always tired and 
careworn, and always supposed to be ‘ writing to Ellen.’ You’d 
die of It all in three hours, I’m afraid. Oh, I wish, I wish-” 

The autumn of ’97 found Shaw and Miss Payne-Townshend 
staying with the Webbs at The Argoed, Penall, Monmouth. 
Spcndmg his afternoons m a hammock 800 feet above me Wye, 
he was prepanng his Plays : Pleasant and Unpleasant for pubhcation. 
They were on familiar terms now, and she would say to him, 

“ What a cunous person you are ! ” or “ What an utter brute you 
are I ” just as the humour took her. At the close of ’97 he again 
desciibed her for Ellen’s benefit: “ Miss P.T. is a restful person, 
plain, green-eyed, very ladyhke, completely demoralised by contact 
with my ideas, mdepcndent and unencumbered, and not so plain 
cither when you are in her confidence. So whenever you want to 
run away and hide, probably die last place you wiU be sought for 
m IS the London School of Economics and Pohtical Saence. She 
wiU be pretty cunous about you, not only on the usual grounds 
of your celebrity, but because she has discovered that ‘ work ’ and 
‘ important business ’ on my part sometimes means writing long 
letters to you.” 

By the beginnmg of ’98 Miss Payne-Townshend had become 
his secretary; he dictated articles to her and she nursed him when 
he was tired out: “ I lay like a log whilst the faithful secretary 
petted me and rubbed the bicj’-cle gash in my cheek with vaseline 
in the hope that diligent massage may rub it out and restore my 
ancient beauty.” The gash was caused by Ins bicycle accident at 
die close of the previous year. He was spending more and more 
of his spare time m her flat at 10 Adelphi Terrace, above the London 
School of Economics, and they did a lot of walking together; 
“ Miss P.T. used to have neuralgia a good deal; she now hasnt 
much of it When she walked with me she used to stop in five 
minutes and get palpitations and say I must not walk hke an express 
tcaiiu Now she hooks on and steeplechases with me without 
tuniing a hair.” In March she started off with the Webbs on a tour 
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rquiiid the world, but she got no farther than Rome, where she 
was studying municipal admimstration, when Mrs. Webb received 
a wire from Graham Wallas informing her that Shaw was seriously 
ill, and lying neglected m disagreeable surroundings at 29 Fitzroy 
Square. Mrs. Webb strongly advised her companion to return 
home. Miss Payne-Townshend was in no need of advice ; she 
took the first train back. Let us accompany her to the second floor 
of what Shaw descnbed as “ a most repulsive house.” 

He worked in a very small room which was in a perpetual state 
of dirt and disorder He kept the window wide open, day and 
night, winter and summer, and the dust and smuts that entered 
diereby settled on books, furniture and papers, being scattered over 
a wider area whenever attempts were made to remove them The 
mass of matter on die table was chaotic ; heaps of letters, pages of 
manusenpt, books, envelopes, wntmg-paper, pens, inkstands, 
journals, butter, sugar, apples, kmves, forks, spoons, sometimes a 
neglected cup of cocoa or a half-fiiushed plate of porndge, a sauce¬ 
pan, and a dozen odier dungs, were mixed up mdiscnminately, 
and all undusted, as his papers must not be touched The table, 
the typewriter, and the wooden-railed chau in winch he sat almost 
filled the room, foremg any one who entered it to move sideways 
like a crab. Occasionally he would have a general clean-up, a job 
that took two fuU days’ hard work ; he enjoyed doing dus, as 
another man might enjoy two days’ digging m a garden, because 
it rested his mmd, tired ms back and begnmed his face and hands. 
Besides there were always some forgotten cheques to repay such 
chores Part of the awesome accumulation was due to his method 
of dealing with literature ; “ Whilst I am dressing and undressing 
I do all my readmg. The book hes open on the table.. I never shut 
It, but put the next book on top of it long before it’s fimshed. After 
some months there is a mountam of buned books, all wide open, 
so that all my hbrary is distinguished by a page with the stain of a 
quarter’s dust or soot on it.” But for many years he had practically 
accustomed himself to a condition diat could only be cured by 
dynamite : “I have long resigned myself to dust and dirt and 
squalor in external matters : if seven maids with seven mops swept 
my den for half a century tliey would make no impression on it ” 

Into this room, at mtervals, a maid would come, slap down a 
plate of lukewarm eggs ,on the nearest pile of papers and vamsh. 
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Ixavmg long given up “ the study ” as hopeless, Shaw’s mother 
never came mto this slovenly sanctum : they were on the best of 
terms but went their several ways, did not feed together, and 
neither of them was disturbed by the absence of the other, explained 
or unexplained. His sister Lucy, who had attached herself to her 
mother-m-law, hved elsewhere and never called to see them. A 
maternal uncle, a doctor, rumed by die development of a pros¬ 
perous county practice mto a wilderness of cheap suburban streets 
inhabited by clerks brmging up famihes on fifteen shdlmgs a week, 
dressed in clothes of revolting shabbiness and dying slowly of 
diabetes, called at long mtervals to borrow the interest due to lus 
pawnbroker, and made jokes that only G.B.S. laughed at AU die 
rooms badly needed repapering and repainring. 

Such were the surroundmgs in wliich Shaw was struggling 
against a general breakdown in health. Ahcady we know what 
started it: a tightly-laced shoe which produced an abscess. But 
this would not have occurred if liis health had not been under- 
mmed by a long period of overwork, and the protracted breathing 
of bad atmospheres at political meetmgs, in concert rooms, theatres 
and committee rooms. During one fortmght just before his illness, 
for example, he went to three first-nights as a dramatic cntic, spoke 
at two County Council election meetmgs, attended four Vestry 
committees and one Fabian committee, in addition to wntmg 
his weeldy feuilleton, revising a Fabian pamphlet on some socid 
question, and dealmg with his everyday correspondence “ If L ■ 
dont vmte to you I shall die,” he started a letter to Ellen Terry 
at about this period : “ if I make another stroke with a pen I 
shall go mad Oh Ellen, I am the world’s pack-horse; and it 
beats my lean nbs unmercifully.” _ ' 

The abscess on his instep was opened ; necrosis of die bone was 
discovered ; and, m accordance with the prevaihng fashion, Lister’s 
annsepue treatment being then part of the creed of the medical 
profession, iodoform gauze was left in the cavity after each dressing 
of the wound, wliich, naturally, refused to heal up. The invalid 
was moving, when at all, on crutches by the time Miss Payne- 
Townshend arrived at 29 Fitzroy Square. Ho was the centre of 
some cxatenient at the time, for he had “just senously distracted 
public attention from the American war by pubhshmg ” his Plays : 
Pleasant and Unpleasant. The general feeling with regard to tliem 
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was admirably expressed by die dramatist whose pieces Shaw as a 
. critic had persistently overpraised. “ Much of them is not dramatic 
and would never be interesting in any circumstances to any possible 
audience,” wrote Henry Artliur Jones, a prophecy that ranks high 
among the major fatuities of hterature. Shaw tried Jones on a 
different matter: “ By the way, would you advise me to get 
married ? ” he asked. Jones favoured the step but suggested tliat 
he should consult Rabelais, readmg the advice given to Panurgc 
on the subject 

Marriage seemed the only solution. Miss Payne-Townshcnd, 
horrified at the second-floor m6aage in Fitzroy Square, imagined 
diat if he were left there he must almost certainly die of a defi- 
aency of domestic servants. She promptly took‘a house near 
Haslemere, proposmg to mstall him there and nurse him back to 
health His mother raised no objection. If he was going to be 
looked after by someone else with ample means, so much the 
better for lum. But Shaw saw that dus did not exhaust the case. 
With Queen Victoria stiU on the tlironc a spmster hvmg alone in 
a house with a bachelor, even though nurses were present to prove 
his invalidism, would gravely compromise herself. Familiar as he 
was with illicit umons he had never advised a woman to form one ; 
and to allow lus^ fnend to lose her soaal status on liis account was 
impossible to liim. For one who felt as he did, it was dicreforc 
marriage and Haslemere or an illness at Fitzroy Square without 
Charlotte. He decided in favour of mamage, “ and tliat for a 
reason I never thought possible, namely, that I think more of 
somebody else than I do of myself” They had, in fact, “ become 
indispensable to one another.” Tliis was how he put it: “ When 
I married I was too experienced to make die frightful mistake of 
simply settmg up a permanent mistress; nor was my wife making 
die complementary mistake. There was notliuig whatever to pre¬ 
vent us from satisfying our sexual needs without paying that price 
for It; and it was for other considerations that we became man 
and wife . . . Do not forget that all marriages arc different, and 
that a mamage between two young people followed by parentage 
cannot be lumped in widi a duldlcss partnership between two 
middle-aged people who have passed die age at wliich it is safe 
to bear a first cliild.” 

There was not much doubt as to the form of ceremony. “ If I 



218 


BERNARD S H A W 

were to get niarriecl myself,” lie liad written a few weelcs before 
the arrival of Miss Payne-Townsliend, “ I should resort to some 
country where the marriage law ls somewhat less than five cen- 
tuiics out of date.” His main objection to a religious service bad 
been stated in 1896 : “ if, for example, I desire to follow a good 
old custom by pledgmg my love to my wife in the church of our 
parish, why should I be denied due record iii the registers unless 
she submits to have a moment of deep feeling made ridiculous by 
the reading aloud of the naive impertinences of St. Peter, who, on 
die subject of Woman, was neither Catholic nor Christian, but a 
boorish Synan fisherman.” Miss Paync-Townshend therefore 
bought a ring and a licence, and on June ist, 1898, they were 
married cn route for Haslemere at the West Stiand Registry Office. 
Shaw wore an old jacket which had been reduced to rags by the 
crutches on which he hobbled about. His friends, Graham Wallas 
and Henry Salt, were present, both immaculately dressed. “The, 
registrar never imagined I could possibly be the bridcgioom,” 
related Shaw ; “ he took me for the mcvitablc beggar who com¬ 
pletes all weddmg processions. Wallas, over six feet tall, was so 
.obviously the hero of the occasion diat the registrar was on the 
point of marrying lum to my betrothed. But Wallas, thinking the 
foimula rather too strong for a mere witness, hesitated at the last 
moment, and left the mizc to me.” 

They went to Pitfold, Haslemere, where his wife commenced 
the difficult job of icstoring Ins healdi. She was ably assisted by 
the nurses, who fell m love with him, and adroitly impeded by the 
patient, whose bursts of energy kept her on tenterhooks. ” My 
■wife has been having siidi a delightful honeymoon,” he recorded 
on June 19th : “ First my foot had to be nursed and the day before 
yesterday, just as it was getting pretty well, I fell downstairs and 
broke my left arm close to the wrist.” Tins completely disabled 
him and temporarily held up a book on Wagner, winch he had 
set himself to do as a honeymoon-task. But in less tlian three weeks 
he was at it again, finishing it on August 20th and writing to Ins 
publisher Grant Bjchards that “ it should be got up as a book of 
devotion for pocket use, and not bulked out as a treatise ” He was 
much conccmc'd over the a'ppcarancc of tins work, giving advice 
on the margins,\ the type, the paper, etc., and suggesting tliat it 
should have gilt i^dges, clasps, a Icadier bindmg and d bookmarker 
l 
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of perforated card with a text worked on it in wool. He even 
favoured' an edition de luxe, bound in mother-of-peari and cased in 
Russian leather, at two guineas. As his object ui writing The 
Petfect Wagnerite was to prove Wagner a sound Shavian, he naturally- 
wished It to look as much like a book of devotion as possible. 

The foot showing some signs of healmg, the doctor ordered his 
patient to the seaside for change of air, and on September loth 
they went to the Freshwater Bay Hotel in tlie Isle of Wight, where 
Shaw forged ahead with his new play, Ccesar and Cleopatra. After 
about a fortmght they returned to Haslemere, and Shaw celebrated 
the improvement in Iiis health by tryuig to ride a bicycle with one 
foot. He fell and sprained his sinkle, winch gave lum more pain 
than “ ten operations or two broken arms.” What with one tlung 
and another he seemed a pretty hopeless case, and the doctors, 
unable to do anydnng for lum, blamed Iiis diet. “ My situation is 
a solemn one,” he noted. “ Life is offered to me on condition of 
eatmg beefsteaks. My weeping family crowd about me with Bovril 
and Brand’s Essence. But death is better than canmbalism My 
will contains directions for my funeral, which will be followed not 
by nioummg coaches, but by herds of oxen, sheep, swine, flocks 
of poultry, and a small travelling aquarium of hve fish, all wearing 
wliitc scarves in honpur of the man who perished rather than eat 
his feUow-creatures. It will be, with the exception of the procession 
into Noali’s Ark, the most remarkable tlung of the kind ever seen.” 

In November the Shaws took a house on Hmdhcad named 
Blen-Cathra, now a college, which was a great improvement: 
“ This place beats Pitfold all to fits,” wrote the mvahd, “ I am a 
new man since I came here ; the air would make a dramatist of 
—who shall I say ? ” Their gate Avas on the mam London-Ports- 
mouth road, about a hundred yards from tire fortieth milestone 
from London. On December and he wrote to Henry Arthur Jones : 
“ It now appears that the one all-important condition for the foot 
IS disuse—^rest brought to the verge of kdlmg die patient with 
inaction. I went to my spcaahst last week, and demanded die 
immediate amputation of the bone and the attacked toe. He Iiappens 
to understand die exact relation between science and good sense 
wonderfully well for a surgeon, and he observed diat if it was his 
toe he would stick to it. He declares diat my health is improving 
•visibly ; that I am pulling up from a breakdown ; and tlut if I 
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hold on a while, possessing my soul witli patience, I shall either 
escape an operatton and heal up by Christian Saence, so to speak, 
or at least reduce tile disease to a small and perfectly defined spot 
which can be removed without any great loss to my foot. So I 
am waiting , but I regret to say that I have used up my recupera¬ 
tive energies dus week m a most tremendous fourth act of Ccesar 
and Cleopatra.’* On the 8th January ’99 he announced that Cleopatra 
was “ nearly as good a part as Dolly in You Never Can Tell” that 
his foot was dischargmg agam, and that he would get aiiotlier bit 
of bone removed. Early that year he again spramed his bad foot, 
and in April he sprained it a tlurd time while “ fooling with a 
bicycle ” The pam was frightful and die foot looked awful. All 
dirough lus various incapacitations, which included two opera¬ 
tions on liis foot, a fall downstairs, a broken arm, a tlirice-spramed 
ankle and iimumerable contusions, he had been creatmg a master¬ 
piece, concermng which he wrote to me in 1918 : 

“ Why did It need a colossal war to make people read my 
books ^ The whole army seems to do nothing ehe, -except when 
It lays down the book to fire a perfunctory shot at Jerry or to 
write me a letter asking me what I meant by it. . . . 

“ I wrote Cresar and Cleopatra for Forbes-Robertson and Mrs. 
Patnek Campbell when they were play mg together But it was 
not played by him until they had gone tlieir several professional 
ways; and Cleopatra was ‘ created ’ by Gertrude EUiott, who had 
aheady played in The Devil’s Disciple with Robertson, and is now 
Lady Forbes-Robertson. It is what Shakespear called a history: 
that IS, a chronicle play; and I took the chronicle without altera¬ 
tion fiom Mommsen. I read a lot of other stuff, from Plutarch, 
who hated Caisar, to Warde-Fowder; but I found that Mommsen 
had conceived Caisar as I wished to present him, and that die told 
the story of the visit to Egypt like a man who believed in it, which 
many histonans dont I stuck nearly as close to him as Shake- 
spcar^did to Plutarch or Holmshcd. I infer from Goethe’s saymg:- 
that the assassination of Cxsar was the worst crime m history, that 
he also saw Cxsar in the Mommsen-Shaw hght. Although I was 
forty-four or diereabouts when I wrote the play, I now think I 
was a trifle too young for the job ; but it was not bad for a 
juvenile effort. 

It may interest you, now diat you are enduring the discom- 
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now a bitter disappointment to Archer because it was not another 
Mrs. Warrens Projession. \ 

Ccesar and Cleopatra is the only play of Shaw’s that has widely 
influenced the literature of lus time, by initiating a natural and 
humorous treatment of historical subjects. In that respect it is 
his most notable adiicvemcnt. For Ins biographer it has an interest 
quite unrelated to its literary significance. The portrait of Caesar 
is simply Mommsen’s shaviamsed; therefore, it is idolised ; it 
was heavily debunked by Ferrari, an Italian wntmg of an Italian. 
Shaw’s IS a fascinating and most endearing portrait; and if only 
the Caesars of tins world had distantly resembled Shaw’s comedian, 
the history of humanity would have been happier. But Shaw could 
not find the real Caesar in himself and so could not draw him. 
Shakespeare understood the real article and could ; though natur¬ 
ally Shaw would not admit this, making excuses for what he 
considered his predecessor’s failure. “ Caesar was not in Shakespear, 
nor in the epoch, now fast waning, which he inaugurated,” 
” Shakespear, who knew human weakness so well, never knew 
human strength of the Caesarian type.” “ There is not a single 
sentence uttered by Shakespear’s Julius Caesar tliat is, I will not say 
worthy of him, but even wortliy of an average Tammany boss ” 

Taking these remarks seriatim, we may say : (i) Shakespeare 
studied Caesar at first hand, lus name in that epoch bemg Queen 
Elizabeth. (2) Shakespeare pictured a Caesar who was living on his 
reputation, not winning it, whose weakness was therefore more in 
evidence than his strength. That Shakespeare could draw “ human 
strength of the Caesarian type ” is proved by his Octavius in Antony 
and Cleopatra (3) We have lived to see several Caesars bestriding 
Europe, not one of whom has ever written or uttered a sentence 
that an average Tammany boss would want to borrow. In short, 
Shakespeare knew the dictator type tlirough and tlirough, and did 
not have to resemble him in order to paint him to the life. His 
Cxsar has recently reappeared on earth as Hitler and Mussolini, and 
will reappear whenever humanity responds to headlines like “ I 
came, I saw, I conquered,” and gets hystcncal over bombast. Shake¬ 
speare knew all the other types thrown up by revolutions too., 

What a Brutus ! ” exclaimed Shaw : “ A perfect Girondin, 
inirrored in Shakespear’s art two hundred years befoic the real 
tiling came to matunty. . . .! ” But human nature scarcely varies 
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witliout saymg that Shaw’s Cxsar, hkc all liis most vivid and 
deeply-felt creations, has a very unjulian affinity with Jesus Christ. 
But then he strangely maintained that Jesus’s strength lay not in 
his unhkeiiess to everyone else, but m his hkeness 

In tlie spnng of ’99 the antiseptic treatment of Shaw’s foot was 
discarded for pipe water, and the wound at once began to heal. 
On May 3rd he started to write a play^for Ellen Terry, sketching 
her character from her letters to him and her performances on the 
stage. Certam happemngs on Hmdhead could not have encouraged 
him to write a play in winch brutahty is tamed by sympatliy : “I 
lived for a time on tlie south slope of the Hog’s Back ; and every 
Sunday morning rabbits were coursed withm earshot of me. And 
I noticed tliat it was quite impossible to distinguish the cries of tlie 
exated terriers from the cries of the sportsmen, aldiough ordinarily 
the voice of a man is no more hke the voice of a dog than hke the 
voice of a nightingale. Sport reduced them all, men and terriers 
ahke, to a common denominator of bestiahty. The sound did not 
make me more humane ; on die contrary, I felt that if I were an 
irresponsible despot with a park of artillery at my disposal, I should 
(especially after seemg the sportsmen on their way to and from 
dieir sport) have said : ‘ These people have become sub-human, 
and will he better dead. Be kind enough to mow them down for 
me ” However, he managed to keep his feelings out of Ins work, 
and many years afterwards supphed me with the less harrowing 
details of the play’s begmnmgs: 

“ Captain Brassbound’s Conversion, wliich, like my Blanco Posnef, 
is an excellent religious tract, was written for Ellen Terry. When 
her first grandchild was horn Ellen said that nobody would ever 
write a play for her now she was a grandmother. I said I would ; 
and Brasshound was the result ” Like most actresses of her age, said 
Shaw, Ellen used to go frankly to bed every afternoon, and her 
nurse always read her to sleep with the dullest hook m die house. 
When Brasshound arrived, Ellen glanced through it, disliked her - 
part, deaded that it was an ideal work for the purpose, and closing ' 
her eyes told the nurse to commence die treatment. After reading 
a few pages the nurse suddenly broke off and exclaimed : “ Why, 
Miss Terry, tins is you to the life ! ” EUen woke up and listened ; 
her opinion of the play instandy bounded to the opposite extreme, 
and she became eager to do it. “ She tried to induce Irvmg to 
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produce the play/* continued Shaw ; “ but he put his finger on 
the scene where Brassbound, after figuring tlurough the first two 
acts as a picturesque seaman, comes m in a frock coat and top hat; 
and he said, ‘ Shaw put that in to get me laughed at/ He \vas 
perfectly right; and the stroke was so successful that when 
Laurence Irving ‘ created ’ the part the audience laughed for two 
solid minutes at him at this point. Years afterwards Ellen played 
it, under the Vedrenne-Barker management at thc'Court Theatre, 
and then made her farewell tour through the United States with it. 

“ I wanted Ada Rehan to play it m America ; and an agent sent 
her the book. She was furious at bemg offered a thing tliat was 
not a play at all, and in which the man, slie thought, had the best 
part. Years later, when I read it to her (not bemg supposed to know 
anything about tliis early miscarriage), it threw her into a condi¬ 
tion of extraordinary exatement, in w'hich she exclaimed incoher¬ 
ently that actresses of her generation had been taught to beheve 
that they had nothing to do but be beautiful, and that here was 
something quite new, quite different. She declared that she must 
play It. But the illness wluch finally killed her inter\'cncd and ended 
her stage career. ‘ I wish I dare play,’ she said, ‘ but I cannot: I 
never Imow when I shall flop ’ ‘ Flop away,’ I said : ‘ we can 
drop the curtain till you get up again. ‘ Oh, I wish I could,’ shc- 
said. But she never did. 

“ Now that even the old professionals who srill find it difficult 
to admit that my plays arc plays have adopted it as an article of 
faith that I wnte very good parts, it is hard to believe that so many 
actors and actresses to whom I offered parts that were first-rate 
chances for them, refused them as absurd and undramatic. Omit¬ 
ting four or five names of artists wlio, being still alive, might fanc\’ 
that I am reproaching them, Ada Rehan, Ir\nng, Tree, Mansfield, 
Wyndham, Ternss, Alexander, Fanny Coleman, all landed diem- 
sclves in tliis way. They were Idee the old Itahan singers confronted 
with Wagner.” 

Shaw’s memory of the incident between Ellen and her nurse 
was not quite accurate. What really happened was more interesting. 
The play, winch he provisionally called The Witch of Atlas, was 
finished on July ytli. ” Now I have to go over it to get the business 
right, wliich wiU take many grievous brain-racking days. And then 
further delay whilst Charlotte deaphers my wretched notebooks. 

B.S. H 
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and makes a typewritten draft, with such unprofessional speed as 
her housekeepmg and wifely cares allow. It was 111 Ellen s hands 
by the end of the month, and on August ist he announced that he 
would give It “ tlie ugly but arresting name Captam Brnssbotmd*s 
Conversion.” He told her tliat it was her play, that it was the only 
ihmg on earth he had the power to do for her, adding “ And now 
no more plays—at least no more practical ones. None at all, 
mdeed, for some time to come : it is time to do somcthuig more 
in Shaw-phiiosophy, in pohtics and sociology. Your author, dear 
Ellen, must be more tlian a common dramatist.” 

On August 4di he received the last and most painful blow he 
ever got from an artist nurtured m the commercial theatre of his 
time. EUen wrote to say that the play was not at all suitable for 
her, that it would never make a pcimy on tlic stage, and that the 
part of Lady Cicely ought to be played by Mrs. Patrick Campbell. 
Shaw was really upset: “Alas ! dear Ellen, is it really so ? Then I 
•can do nodnng for you. I honesdy thought diat Lady Cicely would 
fit you like a glove. ... It is clear diat I have nothing to do with 
the theatre of to-day : I must educate a new gcncranon with my 
pen from clnldhood up—audience, actors and all, and leave them 
my plays to murder after I am cremated. . . . And so farewell 
our project—all fanc)S hke most projects. . . . Sdly Ellen ! ” Her 
next letter contained die phrase, “ Of course you never really meant 
Lady Cicely for me,’’ which provoked Inm to a Icngdiy rejoinder: 
“ Oh you he, Ellen, you he : never was diere a part so deeply 
wntten for a woman as this for you, self-unconscious, will o’ die 
wisp beglamourcd child actress as you still arc.” He cold her to 
read two books of travel—^Mary Kingsley's and H. M Stanley’s 
—and to “ compare die brave woman, with her common sense and 
good wdl, with die wild-beast man, vndi his elephant rifle, and his 
atmosphere of dread and murder, brcaicuig his way by mad selfish 
assassination out of the difficulties created by his own cowardice. 

. . Have you any real belief m die heroism of the fihbustcr ? 
Have you had any sympadiy with the punishments of the judge ? 
Have you found in your own hfe and your bwn small affairs no 
better way, no more instructive heart wisdom, no warrant for 
trusting to die good side of people instead of terrorising the bad 
side of them ? . . . Here is a part winch dominates a play because 
•the character it represents Mominates the world. ... In every odier 
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play I have ever 'written—even ui Candida —I have prostituted the 
actress more or less by making die interest m her partly a sexual 
interest ... In Lady Cicely I have done widiout this, and gamed 
a greater fascination by it And you are disappomted. . . . Oh 
EUen, Ellen, Ellen, EUen This is die end of everything.” 

His letter, which made her weep, must have inspired the bed¬ 
side treatment already referred to. On August 20th she wrote from 
Wells House, Ilkley, Yorkshire, that she had been m bed for four 
days with ’flu and tliat her maid, who had read the play to her 
two or three times, had not thought Lady Cicely a bit like her, 
until one day they were -visiting a poor district together and EUen, 
who was surrounded by poor people, caught a peculiar expression 
on her maid’s face. “ Much amused at something,” thought 
Ellen. A week later they were at Bolton Abbey amongst a crowd 
of smart people, and again EUen saw that pecuhar expression. 
When they were back at Ilkley she asked what had amused her 
companion. “ Oh, I’m very sorr)^” the girl blurted out, suppressing 
her laughter with difficulty, “ but Lady Cicely is so hke you ! She 
gets her way m everything—jnst like you ! ” EUen instantly asked 
Shaw if she might let Irvmg read the play. 

Shaw was convalescing at Ruan Mmor in ComwaU, where he 
bathed twice a day witli good effect on his muscles: “ Swimming 
IS die only exercise I have evef taken for its own sake I swim now 
for the most part under water, as my wife learns the art by usmg 
me as a hfe-preserver.” He knew perfectly well that Irving would 
never do a play of his, but he mdulged lien’s whim so far as to 
,wnte a long letter about royalties, percentages and what-not, in 
case Irvmg went mad and deaded to try it EUen did her best with 
Irving, for she loved die play more and more, and was “ trans¬ 
ported ” by the part of Lady Cicely, but he thought it “ hke a 
coimc opera,” and her attempts came to nodimg. She then hoped 
that she would be able to put it on herself. 

In the autumn Shaw went with his wife on a cruise lound the 
Mediterranean Writing.ffom “ somewhere betw^een Villefranchc 
and Syracuse,” he called it “ a brute of a place, moraUy hideous, 
physicaUy only pretty-pretty. Would it were Spitzbergen 1 I 
was bom to bite die north wind, not to soak in this lukewarm - 
Reclatt’s blue purheu of gamblers.” He got what he wanted ten 
days later in the Grecian Arcliipel^o : “ Cold, storm, sleety grey. 
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pitcliing and rolling, miser)', licadaclics, horrors of universal 
belclnngs ! . . . However, I am at least quit of Adieus, witli its 
stupid classic Acropolis and smashed pillars” Constantinople 
looked rather well by moonlight, but stank ; he spent a day there 
“ shuffling about the mosques m ridiculous overshoes ” The voyage 
got on Ins nerves ; the enforced inaction did not suit him ; and 
his wife desenbed him as “ impauent of the confinement of the 
ship’s hfe ” 

Back in London early m 1900, his home at No. 10 Adclphi 
Terrace for the next twenty-eight years, he heard from Ellen, who 
was tourmg in the States, that she could do notlung about the play 
for nearly two years, as she had promised to stay on with Irving. 
“ Now for one of my celebrated volte faces” answered Shaw. “ I 
hold on pretty hard untd the stars declare dicmselvcs agamst me, 
and then I always give up and tr)' somedimg else wth a prompti¬ 
tude winch seems cynical and unfeeling to the slow-witted English¬ 
man who only tells himself Ins misfortunes by degrees. ... 1 
have pitched so many dreams out of the whidow that one more or 
less makes httle difference. In fact, by tins time I take a certain 
Satanic delight in doing it, and noting how little it hurts me. So 
out of the window you go, my dear Ellen ; and off goes the play 
to my agents as in the market for the highest bidder.” 

But apparendy there were no bids, for m the autumn of 1900 
Shaw asked Ellen Terr)' to play Lady Cicely m a performance to 
be given by the Stage Society She was touring the provinces widi 
Irving, and could not manage it, her part being taken by Janet 
Achurch when the play was performed for die first time by the 
Stage Society at the Strand Theatre on December i6di, 1900 
Janet was not good m the part, and die author told her why : “ I 
am like Moliere in point of always consulting my cook about my 
plays She is an excellent critic ; goes to niy lectures and plays , 
and esteems actors and actresses as filthy rags in comparison to the 
great author they interpret. Consulted as to Lady Cicely, she at 
once said : No ; she wasn’t right: when she sat down she got 
her dress tucked in between her knees : no high lady would do 
that. Now that is an excellent criticism. You played die whole 
part, as far as comedy went, with your dress tucked between your 
knees ” 

As the performance was on a Sunday evennig, Ellen was able 
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to be present, and she and Shaw met for the first time under the 
stage of the old Strand Theatre. She thought liim “ a good land 
gentle creature,” not at all what she had expected from his letters 
and criticisms. 


FIN DE SIECLE 

E llen’s description of G.B.S as “ a good kind gentle creature ” 
would not have been endorsed by the average dramatist, 
composer, actor, singer, impresario or theatre-manager, who 
would have expressed themselves on the subject at greater length 
in stronger language. Yet he was a far more respectable member 
of the commumty than the majonty of his famous hterary con¬ 
temporaries, many of whom closed their lives round about 1900 in 
the lunatic asylum, the opium den, the river Seine or the Roman 
Catliohc Church. The trouble was that people did not know what 
to make of lum. He seemed to be serious, yet he seemed to be 
playmg the fool. The cause of the confusion was that he had an 
abundance of that wild gaiety of spint which finds its safety-valve 
in play-acting. After a circus performance at Olympia he was 
introduced to ‘Whimsical Walker “ It is very mce of you to shake 
hands with an old clown,” said Wlumsical. “ It’s just one old 
clown shakmg hands with anotlier,” rephed Shaw. His love of 
clovming, an effervescence of vitahty, led many unimaginative 
people to believe that he was usually tallung wnda his tongue in his 
cheek ; and even his unrehearsed effects had an irritant quahty 
because liis natural shyness made lum appear extraordinarily cool. 
One day, at Westrrunster Bndge underground station, he shpped 
at the top of the stairs and shot down the whole flight on his back, 
while the onlookers held their breaths in horror. Then he rose to 
his feet without the least surprise and walked on as if that were 
lus usual way of going downstairs. The shnek of laughter from 
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the onlookers expressed reKef, annoyance and mirth in about 
equal proportions 

But die impression of perversity he produced with the foohsh 
that he was exploiting die mere trick of calling black wlute (to 
which his reply, “ Well: try it for yourselves,” was conclusive) 
was really a result of die time lag of the literary professions in 
England. A terrific reversal of soaal valuations had been produced 
by the publication of Marx’s Capital Nietzsche had, as he claimed, 
cfected a “ transvaluation of values ” in modem morals ; and this' 
shift of scale had asserted itself in London in the conversations of 
Oscar Wilde, by far the greatest wit.and raconteur of the jin de 
sikk Ibsen’s attack on conventional idolatry and domesticity had 
piUoncd the Tennysonian heroes as pretentious cads. But in hterary 
London, winch had read no further than Macaulay and Anthony 
Trollope, and knew of Oscar Wilde only as a diner-out who paid 
for his invitations with a display of paradoxes, Sliaw seemed a 
unique and scandalous phenomenon, whereas, having assirmlated 
Marx and Henry George, antiapated Ibsen and Nietzsche, and 
taken his fellow-toivnsman Wilde seriously, he was simply in the 
forefront of a revolution in morals. This had not as yet seized 
political power in Germany, Italy, Russia and Turkey, nor inci¬ 
dentally stained its tnuniphs by sheddmg oceans of blood and by 
innumerable blunders and ineptitudes. Nowadays, up against 
Lenin and Stahn, Hitler and Mussolini, Ataturk and Rhiza' Khan, 
Shaw seems a very harmless old gentleman ; but in the days when 
he made his reputation Europe was still Victorian : consequently 
his reputation was scandalous and mostly fabulous. 

“ It is mtcresting to compare the old morals of Shakespear with 
the new morals in Ibsen’s plays and my own,” Shaw once wrote to 
me. “ Of course there is a considerable overlap, as human nature 
remains largely the same, and all dramatists are on common ground 
to that extent. But there is none tlie less a big difference Shake- 
spear had no creed and no programme : his plots were all reach- 
me-downs winch he 'ttansfigured as best he might by Ins genius. 
In company with SheUcy, Wagner and Ibsen, I was a soaal reformer 
and doctrinaire first, last, and all tlie time. My sensitiveness to 
social, political, and religious injustices and stupidities was certainly 
sliarcd by Shakespear ; but as he' saw no way out it drove him 
to a Swnfrian pessimism in wliich he saw Man in authority as an 
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Angry Ape, and finally into a cyniasm made bearable by the divme 
gaiety of gemus. Mercutio and Benedick did not die : they aged 
into Gonzalo, with whose help, and that of Cahban and Autolycus, 
we hardly notice that the rest, except of course the young lovers, 
are Maclnavellian scoundrels. Timon and Thersites remained un¬ 
answered ; but they had said their say ; and Shakespear was not 
the man to go on grousing uselessly. Not thus Shelley and Wagner, 
Ibsen and myself We saw a way tlirough the Valley of the Shadow 
and beheved that when men understood their predicament they 
could and would escape from it.” 

I lately reminded Shaw that Ins Better than Shakespear ? was 
written forty years ago, and asked whether he had anything to add 
to it He replied, “ Of course I have. But first get out of your 
head the superstition that I am a young man, and Shakespear an old 
one who has written Inmself out and retired to Stratford as William 
Shakespear, Gent. The truth is that Shakespear died prematurely : 
perhaps he drank too much, as Ibsen did. I know you are an old 
Bardolator and think die comparison with Inm is hard on me ; 
but as a matter of fact it is grossly unfair to Shakespear. Do you 
realise that I have hved more than thirty years longer than lie did, 
and that my biggest works were written at an age he never 
attained ? All the great artists who have hved long enough have 
had a juvenile phase, a middle phase, and a Third Manner, as we 
say when we are talking of Beethoven. Well, Beethoven composed 
the Nmth Symphony and the Mass m D at the age at which Shake¬ 
spear was dead The enormous talent of Handel did not produce 
Messiah, which still enchants listeners who, like myself, do not 
believe a word of it, until Handel was six years older than Shake¬ 
spear was/at his death Ibsen was sixteen years older than Shakespear 
ever was when he wrote The Master Builder. I was respectively 
thiitecn and fifteen years older when I wrote Methuselah and St. 
Joan. All these works arc Third Manner works; and Shakespear 
had no Third Manner I do not pretend tliat Shakespear at sixty 
would have written Prometheus Unbound or Emperor or Galilean or 
The Nihlung’s Ring or Back to Methuselah ; but Gonzalo might have 
gone further than stealing a few lines from Montaigne and Prospero 
done sometlimg better witli his cloudcapt towers dian knock diem 
down. There was Saint Thomas More to be surpassed and John 
Bunyan to be anticipated. As it is he can claim that we are all 
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Standing on Ins shoulders. Whose shoulders had he to stand on ? 
Marlow and Chapman, the best of his rivals, were mere blathci- 
skites compared to him. And he was on the brink of die appalling 
degringoUHe of the British drama which followed his dcatli, and 
went on for three hundred years until my time. That is why I 
have to compare him with giants like Handel and Becdiovcn. 
There were no giants in the British theatre to compare with liim. 
And his plays were so abominably murdered and mutilated until 
Harley Granvillc-Barkcr, twenty years my junior, restored them 
to the stage, that it was shamefully evident that the clergymen 
who knelt down and kissed Ireland’s forgeries and the critics who 
made him ridiculous by their senseless idolatncs had never read a 
line of Ins works and never intended to.” 

Perhaps it is hardly necessar)' for me to reply that Shakespeare 
dealt, not in morals, but in fundamentals. His theme was human 
nature, which never changes. The so-called “ new morals ” of 
Ibsen, Shelley^ Wagner, Shaw and Co., though dressed up to look 
attractive and novel in each age, arc merely those of any gang of 
people who wish to attain power or clean up the mess made by 
previous gangs; their new morality is as old as the Church 
Militant, as old as Mahomet, Attila and Danus, to say nothing of 
Moses and the lulls But by a sad dispensation of providence Shaw 
was fated to talk twaddle whenever he compared Shakespeare with 
lumself and his favourite authors, and all I need add is that he had 
notlmig to say against Shakespeare as a pessimist What he offered 
us as Ins own optimism was notlung more cheerful dian his con¬ 
viction drat if, as he thought probable, Man would have to be 
scrapped as a hopeless failure, the Life Force could be depended 
upon to fill his place with a better animal. When Ins fneud, 
Henry Salt, wrote an autobiography, calling it Seventy Years Aniotig 
Savages, Shaw chuckled appreaatively. He always regarded the 
world as a sort of zoo m whicli monkey houses and tiger cages 
filled the landscape. He pictured the man of genius, himself really, 
as condemned to a life among wild beasts. Naturally this did not 
please liis contemporancs, who had a better opinion of themselves. 
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I N the spring and summer of 1900 Shaw was at Blackdown 
Cottage, near Haslemere, writmg a prefece and notes to his 
Three Plays for Puritans, and preparmg them for publication 
the foUowmg year. In February 1901 he was staymg at Piccard’s 
Cottage, St. Catherme’s, Guildford. These changes of address were 
due to the fact that it took him diree hours to keep appomtments 
m London from his Ebndhead house, though die fortieth mile¬ 
stone was almost at his gate. Eventually he had to leavd Surrey for 
Hertfordslnre, taking The Old House, Harmer Green, Welwyn, 
in the spnng of 1904, and leaving that a year or so later for Ayot 
, St. Lawrence, where he settled dovm permanently. In the church¬ 
yard at Ayot there is a tomb bearmg the inscription : “ Jane 
Eversley. Bom 1815. Died 1895. Her time was short.” Shaw 
felt that a place where the inhabitants who died at eighty were 
considered short-hved had the right chinate for him. 

He spent the first years of the century in the committee rboms 
of die old St. Pancras Vestry and the new Borough Council, dealing 
with such matters as pubhc health (mcludmg a smallpox epidenuc), 
paving, hghtmg, dramage, rates, salaries, and m wnting articles 
on Free Trade', the Boer War and other pohtical questions of the 
hour At the same time he was givmg his mormngs to die wntmg 
of Man and Superman, m wliich, as m all liis plays, lus economic 
studies “ played as important a part as a knowledge of anatomy does 
in the works of Michael Angelo.” Shaw never planned or plotted 
a play in advance. Havmg got the main idea, he sat down and 
trusted confidendy to inspiration, never seeing a page ahead while 
'writing and never knowing what was going to happen. “ What 
I say to-day, everybody will say to-morrow, though they will not 
remember who put it into their heads Indeed, diey wdl be right; 
for I never remember who puts the thnigs into my head : it is the 
-Zeitgeist.” Thus he came to feel that the forms his plays took 
were inevitable, diough he worked as carefully at the wnting of 
them as the most mdustrious craftsman. “ I never let a play out of 
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my lictnds tintil it is 3S good ss I csn mskc it, Rtid until it is stiffi** 
cicntly light to be digested without difficulty. But tlic only thanks 
that people give me for not boring them is that they laugh delight¬ 
edly for three hours at the play tliat has cost many months of 
hard labour, and then turn round and say that it is no play at all, 
and accuse me of talking with my tongue in my check.” On one 
point he was especially careful: “ Whenever I feel in writing a 
play that my great command of the sublime threatens to induce 
solemnity of mind m my audience, I at once introduce a joke and 
knock the solemn people from their perch ” But his love of anti¬ 
climax was not his sole reason for writing comedies “ AH genuinely 
intellectual work is humorous,” he declared. And : “ Why docs 
the imaginative man always end by writing comedy if only he 
has also a sense of rcahty ? Clearly because of the stupendous irony 
of the contrast between his imaginary adventures and his real 
circumstances and powers.” When he had completed and per-' 
fcctcd a play to the utmost of his abihty, he naturally would not 
allow less qualified hands to tinker with it. “I wont have a line 
omitted or a comma altered,” he wrote in 1902 to the Austrian 
translator of his plays; “I am quite familiar with the fact that 
every fool who is connected with a theatre, from the call boy to 
the manager, thinks he knows better than an author how to make 
a play popular and successful. Tell them . . . that I am a pig¬ 
headed, arrogant, obstmatc, domineering man of gemus, deaf to 
reason, and invincibly determined to liavc my own way about my 
own works ” Yet nobody could have been less respectful to liis 
texts than he was himself. His cuts and changes appalled those wlio 
suggested them. Producers who wanted an extra line to help the 
stage business, and actois who found a chmax commg too suddenly 
on them, instantly got vdiat they wanted, and sometimes more 
than they bargained for Shaw’s contempt for authors who would 
not or could not do this was unbounded : he called them “ no 
tradesmen ’ But the changes had to be made by himself, and not 
by the nearest amateur. 

Man and Superman was the first play Shaw wrote that had no 
reference whatever to the conventional theatneal requirements of 
his age; ^ and it contains, in a long tliird act known as Don Juan 
n ^ careful attempt to write a new Book of Genesis for die 

iblc of the Evolutionists ” , The essence of Shaw’s religious philo- 
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Sophy is given by Don Juan; “ I tell you that as long as I can 
conceive sometliing better than myself I cannot be easy unless I 
am striving to bnng it into existence or clearing tlie way for it. 
That IS the law of my life. That is the workmg within me of Life’s 
incessant aspiration to higher organisation, wider, deeper, mtenser 
self-consciousness, and clearer sel^understandmg. It was the 
supremacy of this purpose that reduced love for me to the mere 
pleasure of a moment, art for me to the mere schooling of my 
faculties, religion for me to a mere excuse for laziness, since it had 
set up a God who lo'oked at the world and saw that it was good, 
agamst the instinct m’ me tliat looked through my eyes at the world 
and saw that it could be improved.” 

Bnefly, Shaw’s behcf was in a God who aclueves his purpose 
by Trial and Error. God, as the Church of England puts it, has 
, neidier body, parts, nor passions God is a Creative Purpose ; and 
all living creatures are expenments m the production of instruments 
of that purpose, wliich is the attainment of power over matter 
and circumstance with the necessary accompanymg knowledge and 
comprehension. The Purpose, alias the Life Force, alias the Evolu¬ 
tionary Appetite, alias God, may make fnghtful mistakes, wliich ^ 
Its creatures have to remedy. This constitutes the Problem of Evil, 
winch the hypothesis of an Omnipotent God does not solve. The 
instrument may not function properly and destroy itself by cancer 
and epilepsy. The cobra and the tiger were designed for uses wliich 
they have survived ; and they must now be exterminated. The 
Purpose has a sense of humour which it has gratified by the creation 
of grotesques winch can be seen in every aquarium. It has a sense 
of beauty which can be studied m avianes and m Greek sculpture. 
Creation never stops; therefore die current view of Causation 
winch regards the present as an inevitable consequence of the past, 
and the future of the present, is a deadly error : the Hving cause 
IS always in the future : hence there is dways hope and always a 
sense of the nnraculous. 

To us the interesting thing about this belief is the light it casts 
on Shaw as the sort of man such bchefs (which we sum up as 
Creafive Evolution) produce. It was as an instrument of the Life 
Force diat he spent all Ins energy in preaclniig and fighting for Ins 
conception of soaal betterment. His behef m a power working 
through man towards perfection is not only the explanation of Ins 
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belief that his works arc inspired, but a confession of liis own deep 
dissatisfaction with human bemgs as they are. 

The new gospel proved unacceptable to die late Jolin Murray, 
publisher, who had apparendy received a dissimilar revelation ; and 
thenceforth Shaw published his works on commission. Constable’s 
brought out Mm and Supeman in 1903, and for the first time the 
critics took G.B.S. seriously as a soaal critic and philosopher. The 
change was reported, witli several other matters, in a letter from 
die audior to’Forbes-Robertson, who was touring Amenca and 
occasionally dimkmg of Cevsar and Cleopatra : 

21st & 22nd Dec. 1903. 

“ My dear Forbes Robertson, 

. “ Your letter from Cincinnati finds me in a state of 

extreme prostration. I incautiously witnessed Tree’s Richard II the 
night before last *, and the spectacle of our friend sitting on the 
ground telling sad stories of the death of kings, not to mention 
his subsequent appearance in Westminster Hall ni the character of 
Dore’s Christ leaving the Praitonum, has been almost too much 
for me. 

“ As to Ccesar, it is to be produced with great splendour at die 
Neucs Theater in Berlin in February, an event from wliich we 
may get some Iiints as to the Sphinx, wliich I have always con¬ 
ceived as sometiiing faked up with a clodics Jiorsc and a mangle. 
There is a Shaw boom on in Germany, because four of my plays 
have been produced m Vienna, Leipzig, Dresden and Frankfurt; 
and they have all failed so violcndy, and been hounded from the 
stage with such furious execrations, that the advanced critics pro¬ 
claim me die choice and master spirit of the age ; and no manager 
respects himself until he has lost at least 200 marks by me. My 
plays have become as Louis Parker’s : tiicy simply caimot be kept 
off die stage. The managers make me large advances on account 
of royalties : they dimlv nothing of twelve-pound-ten apiece for 
myself and die translator ; and diey never get it back, as two mghts 
IS the record run so far. Happily every one here diinks these pro¬ 
ductions have been immense successes ; and for your sake and 
Ccesar s I have said nothing to the contrary. 

But Ccesar will cost a lot of money to dress, though the cast 
will not cost much widi the two title parfs in die family. There 
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Conscience is but a word tliat cowards use 
Devised at first to keep the strong m awe. 

Our strong arms be our conscience, swords our law 1 

And aftei all die pious twaddle of Richmond, his charging order 
IS deheious: 


Upon diem ! To’t pell mell, 

If not to heaven, then hand m hand to hell. 

The offer of his kingdom for a horse is part of the same thing : any 
means of kcepmg up the ecstasy of the fight is worth a dozen 
kingdoms. In the last scene he should have a bucket of rose pink 
diro\vn in his face, and dicn reel on ; all cut to pieces, killed already 
SIX dmes over, with a broken sword and his armour all in splinters, 
wrenching off the battered crown, which is torturing Ins poor split 
head. Being hunted down just then by the Rev. Pecksniff Rich¬ 
mond and his choir, he is just able, after an impulse to hold on 
to the crown tooth and nail, to pitch it gady to Inm and die like 
a gendeman. That would be real Shakespear too ; for William’s 
vill.iins are all my eye : neither lago, Edmund, Richard nor 
Macbeth have any real malice m them When Wilham did a really 
maliaous cicature, hkc Don Jolin, he couldnt take any real interest 
in him. Now you would be a charnnng Richard ; and though 
the production might or might not be a financial success in London, 
it would be a good mvestment, as it would last your life m the 
provinces as a repertory play. Mrs. Robertson could play Edward 
V : she is not silly enough for Lady Ann. By all means keep up 
your bankmg account with Lights that Succeed,^ but build up die 
big repertor)' all the same ; it provides for old age, and is the only 
means of becoming the undisputed head of the profession. ^ 

“ CKsar, of course, will be m die big repertory of the future ; 
and you ought to create him But you dont half believe m him ; 
and the public might not believe m him at all I never could get 
you quite up to the scratch with Richard IV • ^ you did the part; 
hut you never did die play. Caisar would have a better chance widi 
you because it is not only a much bigger part, but Mrs. Robertson 

- that Failed ; one of Robertson’s greatest successes 

- DtcL Dudgeon . Robertson’s part in The Demi's Disciple. 
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could make a hit with Cleopatra, whereas, she would have had to 
get her brains extracted and her face soft-boiled to play the poor 
pitiful creature Judith. Further, The Devil’s Disciple requires tliree 
or four stars (Anderson and Burgoyne are more difficult to 
cast than Dick), whereas m Ccesar tlie minor parts are witliin the 
scope of ordmary talent. Ccesar is not a cheap venture. Even the 
Neucs Theater has found it necessary to spend ;{^iooo on the pro¬ 
duction (equal to, say, j{^6ooo in London) ; and I have a certam 
cautious stmginess m me winch makes me shrink from gambhng 
with the bread of your infants. You could do Richard III for the 
same money ; and Richard could not fail utterly, whereas the 
Lord only knows what might or might not happen with Ccesar. 
I think you had better sample it at the Stage Soaety before com- 
imttmg yourself or me any further. I should give it witliout 
remorse to a better Caisar, either in England or Amenca, if I 
could find one ; but where is he ?, The only Amencan star who 
would have the cheek to touch it is Mansfield ; and he refused 
it long ago; whereupon I said ‘Adieu, Pompey,’ and disowned 
him . . , 

“ By the way, if you want to benefit the charity, msist on a 
business-like committee, and cha\ge full salary, which you can then 
hand over as a subscription. Odierwise they wiU muddle all the 
money away in unnecessary expenses ; and after a great success 
there will be either a deficit or a balance of fifteen shilhngs for the 
hospital, and your friend will be your enemy for the rest of his 
life. Whereas if you insist on die full value of your services and 
hand that over, die charity will secure it whedier the comrmttee is 
insolvent or not, and your fnend wiU be so pleased diat he will 
demand a repetition of die exploit every year until you are foi^ced 
to cut him 

“ 1 see diat one Arnold Daly is playing Candida in New York. 
If he plays anywhere within your reach, ask Mrs Robertson to go 
and see it and tell me what it’s hke. Thfere is a sort of snivelling 
success possible for Candida if the nglit cast could be got for it 

“ You can read tins letter as a serial, m instalments. I am so 
tired of wnting about die Fiscal Question that I cannot help 
spreadmg myself on a gemal human theme. 

“ Yours ever, 

“ G Bernard Shaw.” 
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Man and Supennan was first produced by the Stage Society on 
May 21st, 1905, with Granville Barker, made up like a youthful 
edition of the author, in the part of Jack Tanner. Two days later 
it opened at the Court Theatre in Sloanc Square, where Shaw was- 
at last creating the plays, actors and audiences of his dreams. 

In 1904 the Court Theatre, m the hands of J. H. Leigh, w.^ 
giving a series of Shakespearean revivals. Early that year Leigh’s 
manager, J. E Vedreiinc, asked Granville-Barker, who had been 
producing for the Stage Society, to superintend a revival of The 
Two Gentlemen of Verona. Barker agreed on condition that Vedrenne 
would join him m givmg half a dozen matinees of Candida at tlie 
same theatre. Vedrenne accepted tlie condition and the expen- 
ment was successful, the first matinee on April 26tli being received 
with shouts of “Autlior.” Vedrenne appeared on the stage and 
began a speech : “ Ladies and Gentlemen, I am not Shaw, who is 

probably on the platform of the station next door-” The 

audience heard no more, most of tliem jumping up and hurr)nng 
to Sloane Square underground station to catch a ghmpsc of Shaw, 
who, however, did not wait for them. Barker and the theatre made 
a modest profit out of the matinees, Shaw received about f^so, 
and a partnership was formed between Vedrenne and Barker, who 
started a season at the Court Theatre in die autumn of 1904, on a 
guarantee from a few friends which was never called up, as die 
Shaw matinees paid their way and the theatre was lettable to 
amateurs and others for casual mght performances. The Vedrenne- 
Barker management of the Court Theatre, which lasted from 
October i8di, 1904, to June 29th, 1907, was widiout question the 
most noteworthy episode m Bnghsh theatneal history since Shake¬ 
speare and Burbage ran the Globe on Bankside. Starting with 
matinees, they soon had to give evening performances as well, for 
success came quicldy with the first performance of a new Sliaw 
play, John BulVs Other Island, fimshed in a hurry and produced 
on the afternoon of November ist, 1904. 

The partners were as dissimilar in temperament as two men 
could be, Vedrcnnqhavuig been a consul in Cardiff, passed m die 
theatre as a man of busmess. He was married and a fadier, des¬ 
perately economical; otherwise he would have been rumed by 
Barker, who was solely mterested m the art of producing plays, 
and Ignored everything and everyone not directly concerned with 
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it. He expected Ins actors to understand and to underplay dieir 
parts ; lie was at his best in producing die intimate type of drama 
written by liimself and Galsworthy ; he could not do justice to 
Shaw, whose plays, with their carefully built-up speeches, required 
flamboyant actmg. “ I truckle to Granville Barker in order to 
concfliate liim when he is forty,” wrote Shaw m 1902. “ He 
regards me as a vulgar old buffer who did my best in my day to 
play up for better dungs—^his dungs, for example. In revenge I call 
lum ‘ senous rehef,’ etc. But he is always useful when a touch of 
poetry and refinement is needed : he lifts a whole cast when his 
part gives him a chance, even when he lets the part down and 
makes the author swear. He rebukes me feehngiy for wanting 
my parts to be ‘ cancatured ’ ” Shaw considered liim a gemus, 
“ a cold-hearted Italian devil, but a noble soul all the same,” which 


was another way of describing a very go-ahead young man who 
thought solely of liimself and his work 

Shaw produced his own plays at the Court Theatre, Barker all 
the others; and although works by Euripides, Maeterlinck, Scluutz-' 
ler, Hauptmann, Yeats, Hankin, Masefield, Galsworthy and Barker 
were seen there, die plays of Shaw gave the management its real 
distinction and mcidentally its financial profit. Only once m his 
hfe had Shaw appeared as an actor: “At the first performance of 
A DoWs House in England, on a first-floor in a Bloomsbury 
lodging-house, Kark Marx’s youngest daughter played Norah 
Helmer, and I impersonated Krogstadt at her request with a 
very vague notion of what it was aU about.” But that was back 


in the early eighties, and in the meantime he had learnt more about 
acting than any actor on the stage ; among other tilings he had 
learnt that there were two types of actors : those who were only 
happy on the stage as themselves, and diose who were solely at 
ease when disguised in character-parts utterly unlike themselves 
Having finished a play, the first thmg he did was to read it to 
a selected group of personal fnends Next he read it to the com¬ 
pany engaged to perform it. His readmgs were extraordmardy 
vivid. He had an unernng dramatic sense ; each character was 
carefully differentiated, and he could maintam the voice peculiar 
to each nght up to the end of the play without the least suggestion 
of stram ; he was never monotonous ; he used no gestures, getting 
his effects solely by the tempo and modulation of his voice ; and 
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he never seemed to stnke a false note, his intonations exactly 
expressing the mood and meaning of the speaker. Such was the 
effect of his readmg that it would have made a bad play appear 
good ; but It disheartened the more modest actors, who knew that 
dicy could never play their parts as well as he had read them. 
However, he did lus patient best with the actors, who thought him 
the most tactful and courteous of producers. You must pamper 
the company and not buUy them,” he once advised Mansfield, and 
his own productions illustrated the value of lus advice. After the 
readmg, the actors received their parts and read tlicm at their case 
for about a week, with Shaw on the stage directing the stage busi¬ 
ness, planned thoroughly beforehand. When this was solidly 
established he left the stage and sat in the auditorium, note-book 
in hand, whilst the actors got to work without book. In this phase 
he never interrupted the dialogue nor allowed it to be interrupted 
until the play was completely learnt. But he was watching closely, 
usually from the front row of the dress arcle, and makmg in¬ 
numerable notes, wluch he ran over on the stage witli the actors 
concerned at the close of each act, showing how the lines were to 
be spoken, giving the vocal'inflecdons and the appropriate physical 
gestures and expressions, and always exaggerating his illustrations 
so as to prevent the actors from simply mutating him instead of 
grasping his meaning. His manner was gemal and sympathetic, 
and he never uttered a harsh or hurtful word, lauglung over his 
own lines, winch he could never repeat accurately. His high 
spirits were as infectious as his Insh speccli ; he was down, con¬ 
jurer, acrobat, actor, aU m one; and lie got his own way in 
everything without the smallest friction. 

He designed the scenery, chose his casts, managed his stage- 
manager, lectured Ins actors, wrote post-cards to them full of 
repetitions of tlie lines they could not get right, laughed at tliem, 
abused them humorously, and won their affection. He attended 
every rehearsal, and without appearing to mterfere attended to 
pretty well cverynhmg ^e. When John Galsworthy sent Ins play. 
The Silver Box^ to the Court Theatre management, Sliaw read it 
at once and advised Barker to do it. “I met Shaw who told me 
he d read the play and drought it very fine. H’m I ” noted Gals¬ 
worthy, whose scepticism was ill-founded, for Shaw informed me 
that J.G. and I were always on cordial terms ; but there were no 
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incidents. The elegance and economy of his style were pleasant 
to me—so unhke my own Italian-operatic manner.” He was 
enthusiastic over Barker’s revivals of the plays of Euripides trans¬ 
lated into English verse by Shaw’s old friend Gilbert Murray, whom 
he portrayed vividly as Cusms in Major Barbara. Shaw ranked these 
translations as being in a class by themselves, and that the liighcst, 
in twentieth-century drama. Their production he considered the 
highest achievement of Granville-Barker’s management 

He tned hard to bring the novehsts mto die new movement, 
sometimes forcing the production of plays by other writers by 
threatemng to widiliold his own. “ Have you seen Kipling’s story 
{They) m Senbner’s, winch I send you by this post ? ” he asked 
Ellen Terry. “ Wouldnt you like to play the blmd woman? 
That is what I call genius. one forgives all the creature’s schoolboy 
ruffiamsms and vulgarities for Ins good thmgs, of w|nch tins is 
one of the goodest. What a pity the thnlhng tunnng-point of it 
—^wheii he feels the clnld’s kiss m Ins pahn, and then, seeing diat ^ 
there is no clnld dierc, realtses —^is mipossible on the stage ! I 
wonder could I get him to try his hand at the dieatrc in Ins fine 
Style—not Ins Lights that Failed and Limmacons {The Man Who 
Was) and the like.” He cried to tempt Kiphng but faded. He did 
the same with G. K. Chesterton, Maunce Hewlett, and H' G. 
Wells. None rose to the bait. 

One of Shaw’s most difficult jobs was to train a number of 
actois, who had been brought up m the anti-Shakcspearean tradi¬ 
tion and bcheved diat speedies longer dian ten words were fatal 
to popular success, to switch over to an author who spedaliscd m 
Ions speeches and revived the classical rhctoncal style m modern 
phraseology. He did not want modem actors. He wanted 
“ classical ” actors for Ins particular style of modem work. “ Do 
remember, ladies and gendemcn,” said Barker to a Shavian cast, 

“ diat tins IS Italian opera ” The Shakespearean actors had the 
teclnnque requited by Shaw ; but diey had never assoaated it 
with modern realism, and felt hkc fish out of water in Ibsen or 
Shaw. To illustrate tins point we may take the case of Louis 
Calvert, an admirable Shakespearean actor who, Shaw felt certain, 
would be exaedy nght as Broadbent in John BnlFs Other Island. 
In ’97 Calvert had played Antony to Janet Achurch’s Cleopatra m 
Manchester, and Shaw had called him “ inexcusably fat,” adding 
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diat he was “ home ofF by four stalwart soldiers, whose sinews 
cracked audibly as they heaved lum up from tlic floor.” He was 
therefore rotund enough for a British business man, though Shaw 
selected him because he had the requisite teclnnque. 

Yet when it came to rehearsal Calvert could make notliing of 
Broadbent’s platform fustian And he knew it. At last he came 
to Shaw and said, “ I know I am all wrong with these speeches; 
and I hear that they arc ail right when you speak them. WeU, I 
cannot get them right myself; but if you will give them to me 
line by hue I can reproduce you exactly ” So Shaw “ fed ” him 
line by hue as desired; and the speeches came off to perfection. 
But Calvert was revolted. “ You are asking me,” he said, “ to 
turn my back on all my experience as an artist. If tliere is one 
thing diat I think I know thorouglily it is that you must find the 
key words on which the whole speech depends You drive dicse 
into the audience, and then they know what you are talkmg about, 
and you can get over the words they can guess—die prepositions 
and conjunctions and interjections—as far as you hlce. But what 
is tliis that you arc asking me to do ? You want me to pick out 
all the insignificant words and hand them out syllable by syllable 
as if they were the last words of God’s wisdom.” 

“ Exactly,” said G.B.S. “ That is the secret of British political 
oratory. Broadbent must be never so impressive as when he is 
talking nonsense and making the bloodiest fool of Inmself.” 

Calvert, who was not lackmg m intelhgence, seized die idea; 
and there was no more trouble : his Broadbent became perfect. 
But he was not so fortunate in Ins assumption of the part of Under¬ 
shaft m Major Barbara. He delivered Ins Imes with such a command¬ 
ing eye and air diat even Shaw was taken in until one day he 
happened to be bcliind the scenes, where Calvert was invisible, 
during the dialogue in die second act between the armament long 
and the translator of Euripides. When the commanding eye ^d 
air were shut off it became audible diat Calvert did not understand 
a word he was saying, and that GranviUe-Barker, playing Cusins, 
did. 

Years later, when Calvert had been to America and played 
Undershaft there, he and Shaw met one day in the Haymarket. 
Shaw inquired about die American production. Said Calvert; 

I am going to tell you sometlung that will astonish you.” Shaw 
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looked becomingly grave and expectant. “ When I played that 
part in London I did not understand a word of it. But in New 
York I GOT it; and you should have seen it.” Shaw acted 
incredulous amazement as well as he could. After that, whenever 
he was m any doubt as to whedier an actor understood what he 
was saymg, he shut his eyes and hstened bhndly. 

John Bull's Other Island was written at tlie request of W. B.' 
Yeats for the Irish Literary Theatre. Yeats appreciated it keenly, 
declaring it to be “ the first of Shaw’s plays that had a geography ” ; 
but he saw that its expert stage trickeries were beyond the still brief 
and specialised experience of the Abbey Street players, wonderflil 
as they were. Also, Shaw was wholly out of time with the Celtic 
Movement. “ If I had gone to the hills nearby to look back upon 
Dublin and to ponder upon myself, I too might have become a 
poet hkc Yeats, S)Tige and the rest of them. But I pnded myself 
on dunkmg clearly, and therefore could not stay. Whenever I took 
a problem or a state of hfc of wliich my Insh contemporaries sang 
sad songs, I always pursued it to its logical conclusion, and dicn 
inevitably it resolved itself mto comedy. That is why I did not 
become an Irish poet, ... I could not stay there dreannng my 
hfe away on the Insh hiUs. England had conquered Ireland ; so 
there was nodimg for it but to come over and conquer England.” 
The success of John Bull’s Other Island at the Court Theatre was 
largely due to die fact that in it die typical Enghshman was senti¬ 
mental and successful, wliich is how he hkes to see himself, wlule 
die typical Irisliman was clever and was assumed to be compara¬ 
tively unsuccessful on no evidence whatever. The play also 
appealed to those in die audience who enjoyed a dash of mysticism, 
with their flagon of fun, and Keegan’s scene with the grasshopper 
was unexpected enough to be refreshing in a play by Shaw, 
though they probably missed die best thing in it: “ Ah, it’s 
no use, me poor htde friend. If you could jump as far as a , 
kangaroo, you couldnt jump away from youi own heart an its 
pumslnncnt. You can > k at Heaven from here : you cant. 
reach it,” 

When Shaw foil 
please Mrs. Shaw, 
reaching Dubhn fr 
“ going back ” and 
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until I went to Ireland as a tourist that I perceived that the chami 
of my country was quite independent of the accident of my havmg 
been born m it, and that it could fasemate a Spamard or an English¬ 
man more powerfully than am Inshman, in whose feeling for it 
there must always be a strange anguish, because it is the country 
where he has been unliappy and where vulganty is vulgar to him. ’ 
In the mouth of Keegan he expressed the fcelmg of a returned exile 
more poetically • “ When I went to those great cities I' saw won¬ 
ders I had never seen in Ireland, But when I came back to Ireland 
I found all the wonders there waiting for me You see diey had 
been diere all the time ; but my eyes had never been opened to 
them. I did not know what my own house was like, because I had 
never been outside it.” 

What greatly helped John Bull as a box-ofiice attraction was the 
example set by Arthur Balfour, the Prime Mimster, who went to 
see It four times, takmg Campbell-Bamierman and Asgmth, the 
Opposition leaders, on two of Ins visits. And what finally estab¬ 
lished the Court Theatre as a money-making concern by sending 
fashionable society flockmg to its doors was King Edward VII s 
Command Performance on March nth, 1905.^ “ Short of organi¬ 
sing a revolution I have no remedy,” wrote Shaw to Vedrenne on 
hcanng that the Edng was going to see Ins play. Vedreime was 
not in search of a remedy ; he rubbed his hands widi glee, chuckled 
at Shaw’s litde joke, and hired a spcaal suite of furniture for the 
Royal Box King Edward, who had frowned his disapproval of 
Arms and The Man, laughed so heartily over John Bull’s Other 
Island that he broke the chair on which he sat, the damage being 
debited to the management and paid for, if not widi pleasure, at 
least without protest by Vedrenne. Indeed every performance 
aroused so much laughter that when the play was revived in 1913 
Shaw remonstrated with the audiences in a leaflet: 

Do you not thmk that the naturalness of the representation 
must be destroyed, and therefore your own pleasure greatly diimn- 
ished, when the audience insists on taking part in it by shouts of 
applause a.nd laughtfer, and the actors haVe repeatedly to stop 
acting until the noi^ is over? 

Have you considered that m all good plays tears and laughter 
he very close togetlw, and that it must be very distressing to an 
actress who is trying- imagination fixed on pathetic 
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emotions to hear bursts of laughter breakmg out at sometliing she 
IS supposed to be unconscious of? 

“ Do you know that even when there is no such conflict of 
comic and tragic on the stage, the strain of performing is greatly 
mcreased if the performers have to attend to the audience as well 
as to their parts at the same time ? 

“ Can you imagine how a play which has been rehearsed to 
perfection in dead silence without an audience must be upset, 
disjointed, and spun out to a wearisome length by an audience 
which refuses to enjoy it silendy ? 

“ Have you noticed that if you laugh loudly and repeatedly for 
two hours, you get tired and cross, and are sorry next mormng 
tliat you did not stay at home ? 

“ Would you dream of stoppmg the performance of a piece of 
music to applaud every bar that happened to please you ? and do 
you not know that an act of a play is mtended, just like a piece of 
music, to be heard without interruption from begmmng to 
end ? . . . 

“ Can I persuade you to let the performance proceed in perfect 
silence just tliis once to see how you like it ? The intervals will 
give you no less than five opportumties of expressing your approval 
or disapproval, as the case may be.” 

As the result of tins appeal the audiences refrained from laughter 
throughout the first act, making up for it by laugliing immoder¬ 
ately dunng the rest of the play. 

John Bull’s Other Island was given 121 times during die Vedrenne- 
Barker management of the Court Theatre, its success being sur¬ 
passed by You Never Can Tell (149 performances) and Man and 
Superman (176 performances). Each play was put on for a short 
run, taken off to make room for another, revived again if there 
was stiU a demand for it, and so on, tins being the first successful 
attempt to estabhsh a repertory dieatre in England, Shaw describmg 
the playgoers who came to die Court as “ not an audience but a 
congregation.” 

With the production of Man and Superman Shaw became the 
idol of the rismg generation of intellectuals, retaining that position 
for a decade His influence over the more serious young men and 
women m the early years of the century, and mdeed in the years 
following the war of 1914-18, was far greater than that exercised 
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same scale. He wrote a teclimcal criticism for the Army. He then 
suggested that the Lasses who were displaymg such dramatic talent 
as smgers could produce a greater effect if they got up htde plays. 
He offered to write a simple playlet for them to show how it 
could be done. But though the Comimssioners agreed, they said 
that the theatre was the gate of hell to many of their older soldiers, 
who would tolerate a play only if the author could pledge his 
word diat die events m the play had really happened. Shaw, like 
Jolin Bunyan when he was siimlarly challenged, cited the prece¬ 
dent of the parables “ Do your people beheve that the prodigal 
son was a red person ? ” The Commissioners replied that certainly 
diey did. They would be horrified if it were suggested that Jesus 
could have uttered fictions Shaw appealed to Mrs, BramweU 
Booth as to whedier she would have the sample playlet if he 
wrote it. She said she would rather have a cheque. 

This did not end the inadent The notion of the playlet grew 
in Shaw’s imagmation mto a big play ; Major Barbara. In his 
evidence before the Censorship committee, GranviUe-Barker told 
how die Salvation Army lent their umforms for the Court Theatre 
production and how the Censor, before hcensmg the play, had 
asked him whether the feehngs of the Army would be outraged 
by Its bemg put upon the stage : “ I was fortunately able to teU 
him that we had been m communication with the Salvation Army, 
and diat so far from their feehngs being outraged, they regarded 
It, 1 may say, as an excellent advertisement—^to use the term 
‘ advertisemei it ’ in its very best sense. Had I not been able to 
assure Mr. Bedford of that, he might, I tlinik, easily have been 
unwilhng to ^cense the play.” When I reminded Shaw of this his 
comment wasV “ Redford did not care a rap about the feehngs 
of the Salvation\Army. It was ‘ My God, why hast thou forsaken 
me ? ’ that frighted lum He asked whether they were not the 
last words of Christ on the cross. Barker assured them that they 
were ni die Psalm^ He then gave m.” 

The first performance o^Majoi Barbara took place on November 
28th, J905, before aA audience that mcluded Arthur Balfour and 
all the intelligentsia \of London,” with a boxful of uniformed 
Salvation Army ConmAssioners who had never before crossed the 
threshold of a theatre.\The first two acts were received with 
rapturous applause, and 'Shaw was congratulated by his fellow- 
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dramatist Alfred Sutro, when they met in the lobby after Act 2, 
on having wntten his masterpiece. “ If the last act is as good as 

the other two-” Sutro continued. “ The last act plays for an 

hour,” mterrupted Shaw, “ and it’s all talk, nothing but talk.” 
Sutro’s face fell. “ Don’t you worry,” added Shaw, patting liim 
encouragingly on the shoulder, “ you’ll see—they’ll eat it ! ” But 
even if they ate it they failed to digest it, and people left the theatre 
wondermg whether the melodrama of the second act compensated 
for the prodigious lengdi and depth of the last. Accordmg to 
'Shaw, the last act “ almost drove the audience mad because Under- 
shaft had not mastered his part sufficiently to make it interestmg,” 
However, as Charles Frohman said, “ Shaw’s very clever ; he 
always lets the fellow get the girl m the end ” ; and Major Barbara 
went mto the Court biU for six weeks, which was the longest run 
allowed for any play done diere, though the more successful ones 
were constantly revived. Four weeks would have been better ; 
for a General Election emptied all the theatres before the six weeks 
ended. 

In the late summer of 1906 Shaw and his •wife were staying at 
Mevagissey in Cornwall when Granville-Barker came down to 
press for a new play. Shaw, a keen swimmer, was spendmg his 
momhigs in the sea, and had no idea ready for a new play. Mrs. 
Shaw remmded him how, while chattmg -with Sir Almroth Wright, 
at St. Mary’s Hospital, they had been mterrupted by an assistant 
who wanted to know whether the eminent physician could add , 
another tuberculous patient to those he was already treating by 
lus new opsomc method, the number he could so treat being 
necessarily limited. “ Is he worth it? ” asked Sir Almroth. Shaw 
histandy saw that there was a play m the situation, and said so to 
Mrs. Shaw, but drought no more of it until her remmder at Meva¬ 
gissey. The subject also enabled him to take up a challenge issued 
by William Archer, who had stated in pnnt that Shaw could not 
claim the highest rank as a dramatist until he had depicted death on 
the stage. He therefore determined to write a tragedy all about 
doctors and death, and to make it the most amusing play he had 
ever written. ' 

His lifelong interest in the medical profession and their cures 
was part of his naturally mquisitive disposition, but a constandy 
recurring ailment had quickened his curiosity in medicine. About 
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once a month, until the age of seventy, he suffered from devastating 
headaches which lasted for a day : they were due, he believed, to 
the fact that he could not let off sufficient steam in hard exercise 
and manual labour, so much of Ins work being of a sedentary 
nature. “ I endure, like many brain-workers, periodical iicadachcs 
from which doctors of all sorts, registered and unregistered, have 
retired baffled ; but a pleasant lady tvlio volunteered to cure one 
of them by sitting near me and composing herself into a bland 
reverie unspeakably exasperating for a suflcring man to contem¬ 
plate, did actually take the headache away, or provoke it to take 
itself away, the very scepticism she inspired, or perhaps her good 
looks, acting as a sort of psychological stimulant to the phagocytes 
who cat the headache bacillus: a theory which I leave Sir Almrotli 
Wright to elaborate.” But cures of this kind could not be depended 
upon, and Shaw was always on the look-out for a doctor who liad 
meditated on headaches One afternoon, just after recovering 
from an attack, he was introduced to Nansen and asked the famous 
Arctic explorer whether he had ever discovered a headache 
cure 

“ No,” said Nansen with a look of amazement. 

“ Have you ever tried to find a cure for headaches ? ” 

“ No.” 

“ Well, that IS a most astonishing thing ! ” exclaimed Shaw. 
“ You have spent your hfc m trying to discover the North Pole, 
whicli nobody on eartli cares tuppence about, and you have never 
attempted to discover a cure for tlic headache, winch every living 
person is crying aloud for.” 

Like Falstaff, Shaw turned his disease to commodity, using his 
headaches to learn all about doctors : ” I used to be a collector of 
uncanonical dicrapcutics. Whenever I heard of a new mctliod of 
treating illness I presented myself for treatment when next I had a 
spare hour Though my celebrity made me an interesting patient 
I was medically a very disappointing one, as there was nothing 
more serious the matter with me than die occasional headaches 
which, like common colds, reduce Harley Street to impotence. 
The cure of a man who is obviously not lU cannot be claimed as a 
tnumph by any physician, ordiodox or unordiodox. Still, if I 
could not crcdit die practitioner with success, at least I could not 
reproach him with failure And I gathered a good deal of first- 
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hand information which I could not have obtained by any other 
means.” 

Thus', when he wrote The Doctor s Dikimm, he was able to 
dramatise aspects of the leading physicians and surgeons of the day, 
and the result was extremely funny. Dubedat, the artist, was a 
composite portrait, ovung his borrowing propensities largely to- 
Edward Avehng. The artist’s wife, Jennifer, was poorly realised, 
and we know from the author why : “ I am sorry to have to tell 
you that the artist’s wife is the sort of woman I hate,” he wrote 
to Lillah McCarthy, “ and you will liave your work cut out for 
you in makmg her fascinating.” The play was produced, with 
] 3 arker as Dubedat, on November 20th, 1906, and was treated as a 
satire on the medical profession by the critics, who also accused' 
Shaw of execrable taste for making the artist die after uttermg 
what was to them a blasphemous creed : “ I believe m Michael 
Angelo, Velasquez, and Rembrandt.” "Whereupon Shaw informed’ 
them that he had cribbed it from Wagner’s story. An End in Paris, 
in wliich die dying musiaan’s creed begins, “ I believe in God„ 
Mozart and Beethoven.” The critics were nonplussed, never having- 
heard of Wagner’s story ; but one of them tried to get out of the 
difficulty by saying that Wagner’s mSsiaan at least had the decenc}' 
to mention God. “ Quite so,” said Shaw, “ but you sec Dubedat 
does not believe in God.” Archer, of course, complained that Shaw- 
had not succeeded in treating the dcadi-scene “ widi a straightr 
face ” Shaw agreed. The play ran its six weeks to good houses, 
and Shaw was now so generally regarded as a money-maker that 
the commercial managers, who were so uncommercial diat tlicy 
never produced anything that did not remind them of somcdiing 
else, began to appeal to liira for plays. To one of tlicm, Cynl 
Maude, he explauicd diat the provision of plays for tlic Court 
Thcatrc.was a wholo-timc job : “ Tins Doctor play was produced- 
by a tour deforce. Last summer not a Ime of it was on paper or in* 
my head. By the time I get a moment to start again tlic Court 
will be howlmg for another play. Tliis system of putting up plays- 
for six weeks is certainly a wonderful success pecumanly, for the 
plays dont die and the business doesnt slack; but it is the very 
devil in point of rehearsal. I spend mondis every year producing- 
when I ought to be wrinng.” 

At die end of June 1907 Vedrenne and Barker, exhausted by 
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taldng risks and incessant liard work on Barker’s part in return 
for modest and precarious incomes, faced the fact that tlic Court 
Theatre was neither big enough nor central cnougli to hold the 
audiences and the money tlicy needed. Towards the close of th.at 
year they moved to the Savoy Theatre, where they added The 
Devil’s Disciple, Cmsar and Cleopatra and Amis and The Man to the 
Shavian repertory, besides taking the Haymarket Theatre for the 
production of a new Shaw play. Getting Married. A third theatre 
was taken for a new play by Laurence Housman. Three west end 
theatre rents broke the back of the enterprise, which had been 
pushed beyond its limits “ Vedrenne got out with nothing but a 
reputation,” Shaw informed me: ” Barker liad to pawTi his ’ 
clotlies ; and I disgorged most of my royalties; but the creditors 
were paid in full.” Honour was saved ; and a great chapter in 
tlieatrical lustory was closed. 


FABIUS V. SCIPIO 

W HILE the diamadst was sailing to success befoic tlic breeze 
of popular applause, the propagandist was buffeting the 
squalls of criticism. The South African War broke out in 
the autumn of 1899 and nearly everybody in England thought the 
Boers would give in when dicy were faced with the might of a 
British army. But the Boers had powerful allies, chief among 
them being the British War Office, and the war dragged on for 
nearly three years. Shaw shared the gcncial optimism in the early 
days. On December 24th, ’99, he wrote from 30 Mature Terrace, 
Aberystwyth, whither he had gone to lecture after his Mediter¬ 
ranean tnp^and where he stayed over Xmas because the weather 
was fine : How I should like to do a pamplilet on the war ! Only 
It will be over before I could find time.” British incompetence and 
Boer leaderslnp between tliem gave him aU the time he required, 
and on August 3 ist, 1900, he was able to annoimce die completion 
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of lus draft of Fabianism and The Empire in a letter, scnbbled bur- 
nedly on blue paper, to a fellow-Fabian, H. T. Muggeridge : 

“ You are in a devil of a hurry for an answer I only got your 
letter six weeks ago, and now you set Pease on me hke a bulldog. 
Six years is my usual time for answering letters—especially letters 
for lectures 

“ I do not know where Walhngton is ; and I despise its absurd 
Literary and Debatmg Society; but for your personal sake I am 
wiUmg to consider the matter. What day does it meet on, and at 
what hour ? Perhaps you told me tins m your letter ; but Pam up 
in town just now, away from my papers. Drop me a Ime to 
Blackdown Cottage, near Haslemere, Surrey, and I will make a 
violent effort to answer prompdy You might mention your 
vacant dates, and the subjects you already have lectures secured for. 

“ I have just fimshed draftmg an Election Manifesto for the 
Fabian. It is a masterpiece, enormously long (a regular volume), 
and so extra-ultra-hyper-impenahst that you wiU turn die colour 
of this paper and fall down m convulsions when you read it. Never¬ 
theless I hope for your vote for it I am convinced that the Liberal 
agitation against the Government is gready strengdienmg it, 
because nobody will dare to vote for a merely negative and impos- 
sibihst policy in the middle of a war The Labour Leader’s ‘ white 
hst ’ is the final stroke—the wlute flag held up to Liberahsm at the, 
moment when we are on the verge of victory over it And all over 
this Kruger case winch is only a second edition of the Tichbome 
case—a poor man being done out of Ins nghts We have got to 
teach both Kruger and Chamberlain that countnes are not bits of 
pnvate property to be fought for by dynasties, or races, or nations 
You must have some International Sociahsm hammered mto that 
obstmate walnut head of yours : thats MY imperialism.” 

Two months later, at a Borough Council election, Shaw drew 
the Union Jack on a prmted post-card which was bemg sent out 
from Ins committee room and wrote along the top VOTE FOR 
THE IMPERIALIST CANDIDATE He had, m fact, surprised 
his adnnrers, and caused a spht m the Fabian Society, by backing 
, Kipling against Isaiah. “ I never got over Olive Schremcr’s Story 
of an African Faun Sonie few years before the war Cronwright 
Schremer came to London I asked him why he and Joubert and 
.the rest put up with Kruger and Iris obsolete theocracy He said 
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they knew all about it and deplored it, but that the old man would 
die presently and then Krugcrism would be quietly dropped and a 
hberal regime introduced. I suggested that it might be dangerous 
to wait; but it was evident that Oom Paul was too strong for 
them Durmg the war a curious thing happened in Norway. 
There, as in Germany, everyone took it for granted that the right 
side was the anti-English side. Suddenly Ibsen asked in his grim 
manner, ‘Are we really on the side of Kruger and his Old Testa¬ 
ment ? ’ The effect was electncal. Norway shut up. I felt like 
Ibsen. I was, of course, not in the least taken in by the Times 
campaign, though I defended the Times agamst the accusation of 
bribery on the ground that it was not necessary to pay the Times 
to do what it was only too ready to do for nothing. But I saw 
that Kjruger meant the 17th century and the Scottish 17th at tliat; 
and so to my great embarrassment I found myself on the side of 
the mob. ... It is astonishing what bad company advanced views 
may get one mto.’’ 

Thus, although he had no illusions concerning the gang who 
wanted the war because they wanted more money, he found liim- 
self on the side of the crooks in opposition to die clinstians. Being 
a natural-history student, he said, he felt no more indignation 
against Rockefeller or Rhodes than he did against a dog foUow'ing 
a fox. “ If Rockefeller desei ves hangmg (an expression which 
belongs to your moral system),” he wrote to Hyndman, “ so does 
ever^^ man who would do the same as Rockefeller if he got the 
chance, say 99 per cent of liis mdignant fellow-men. You camiot 
hang everybody, including yoursdf; and yet morahsm leads to 
that or notliing ” Such was his argument, which Hyndman might 
have answered with two simple statements : (i) Moral systems are 
the only safeguard against oppression and anarchy where there is 
no social conscience, as in any state of soaety known to men. 
(2) If most men were potentih Rockefellers, there would be no 
Rockefellers, who flourish because of certain quahties that make 
them exceptional. Apparendy his knowledge of natural history 
had not taught Shaw that the strong and pitiless prey upon the 
weak and meraful. On this and on several later occasions he should 
have remembered his own declaration : “ Progress depends on 
our refusal to use brutal means even when they are efficacious,” 
And he might have experienced an anxious moment during the 



FABIUS V. SCIPIO 


257 

“ Kliaki ” election of 1900 if lie had been reminded of another of 
his say mgs : “ Great communities are built by men who sign with 
a mark : they are wrecked by men who wnte Latin verses.” 

The attitude of most soaal-democrats towards the Boer War 
differed from Shaw’s; they felt that a small independent nation 
was being crushed in order to extend the domination of the very 
system they wished to destroy. True, it was a backward nation ; 
but was modern c'apitahsm a step forward ? The offiaal view of 
the Fabian Soaety, put forward by Shaw in his pamplilet, was that 
in the mterests of avihsation a great power must govern, and 
that tliough goldfields ought to be mtemationalised tlie British 
Empire was, at that ume, die only available substitute for a World- 
Federation, the alternative being to leave the power of gold m the 
hands of a-small irresponsible community. The fetish of gold has 
long been exploded and the Fabian argument strikes us now as very 
old-fashioned, for we have hved to suffer from the irresponsibihties 
of large communities ; but backed by the dialectical slaU of Shaw 
it impressed the members, only twenty of whom resigned. 

All tlirough the early years of the century he was a tireless 
speaker. Somcnmes he was the concihating influence, at odier 
times the cause of turbulence. He once illustrated for me the kmd 
of argument with winch he had to deal m the-former capaaty, 
though the occasion was much earlier in his career. It happened 
just after die great dock stnke of ’89, when dirough die efforts of 
Cardmal Manmng, Jolin Bums and Tom Mann the dockers had 
won the day, or at least a penny an hour extra pay. ShaW was 
givmg John Bums his due, when a man jumped up and not only 
denounced Bums but denounced Shaw for not denouncmg him. 

“ What would you have done had you been m Jolin Burns’s 
place ? ” asked Shaw. “ Done ! ” shouted the man, who must 
have been a freethinker, “ I’d have taken the bloody cardinal by 
the scruff of Ins bloody neck and chucked him into the bloody 
river ! ” There were times when people felt Hke diat towarefr 
Shaw. He lectured the Guild of St. Matthew, telhng diem that a 
religion which founded itself on certain tales in the Old Testament 
could have no modern man’s respect, and many devout christians 
thought that drownmg would be too pleasant for him. He spoke 
at die meetings of the Church and Stage Guild, where he noticed 
that one of the speakers, an old music liall star, from sheer force of 
B.s. - I 
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habit wiiikcd at the audience every time he scored a point for 
Christ. Etlucal Societies did not appeal to him in vain. On his 
way to one of their meetings he asked his companion, H. T. 
Muggendge, “ Now tell me, what is an Ethical Society ? ” 
Muggendge rephed that it was a soacty devoted to ethics. Shaw 
pressed for fuither details Muggendge said that the service began 
with a song and contmued with a reading from some classical work, 
say by Stanton Coit. “ Ah, I see,” said Shaw : “ It’s atheism tem¬ 
pered by hymns ” He was never cornered by a question. For some 
curious reason, possibly the attraction of opposites, clergymen 
always flocked to hear him address the Fabian Society. Once he 
was lectunng on “ Flogging as a Pum'shment,” and as usual ques¬ 
tions were invited when he sat down. The last question was from 
a parson . “ In the army many men guilty of misdemeanours ask 
to be flogged. What has the lecturer to say to that ? ” Shaw had 
tliis to say : “ The subject of my lecture was ‘ Flogging as a 
Punishment,’ not ‘ Flogging as a Luxury.’ ” His headaches never 
prevented lum from speaking : he forgot them when he rose to 
speak. On one occasion he was reported to be ill, and a press 
agency wished to learn the nature of his ilhicss Shaw satisfied 
diem . “ Kindly mform the pubhc that I am dead. It will save 
me a great deal of trouble.” 

Several people at various times tned to broaden the appeal of 
the Fabian Soacty. Two young enthusiasts from Leeds, Holbrook 
Jackson and A. R Orage, founded an Arts Group, which received 
die encouragement of Shaw and Olivier, both of whom attended 
the meetings But the Webbs were not interested in the arts, which 
diey vaguely felt to be subversive of authonty and inimical to 
economics, and Shaw at last adsnsed Jackson to take the Group out 
of the Society and run it as a separate concern When The New 
Age was for sale, Orage was anxious to buy it and edit it on soaal- 
istic hnes. As he did not care for Shaw (possibly because Shaw 
used to pronounce his name French-fashion instead of “ Ornj ”) 
he got Jackson to ask Shaw if he would help to finance die venture. 
Shaw had just made ^{^500 out of the London production of Ccesar 
Cleopatra, and promised to let diem have it if dicy could get 
a business man to put up an equivalent sum. “ I am not a financier,” 
lie said ; you must raid the city first.” A tlieosophist who was 
in sympathy with Orage’s opimons came forward with the necessary 



FABIUS V. SCIPIO 


259 

tacking ; Shaw fulfilled his promise ; and The New Age was soon 
devoted to criticisms of the Fabians by “ Ornj,” who called Shaw 
Webb-footed, and called Webb everything but Shaw-footed. 

The most serious nft that ever occurred m the Fabian Society 
was caused by H. G. Wells, who, sponsored by Shaw and Graham 
Wallas, became a membef in February 1903, after which he practi¬ 
cally ignored the existence of the Society for two and a half years. 
The Webbs took him up and made much of him. His scientific 
traming appealed to them quite as much as his socialistic ardour 
and his reputation as a novelist Shaw was also very friendly. They 
had met on January 5th, 1895, at the St. James’s -Theatre after the 
first pierformance of Guy Domville, the author of which, Henry 
James, Jiad been assailed with hisses by the audience. Wells was 
the dramatic critic of The Pall Mall Gazette, though not m the 
least interested m the drama. Desirous to join the staff of that 
paper, and the post of dramatic cntic bemg wacant, he had been 
asked by Gust, the editor, what his qualifications were. Wells said 
that he had seen Henry Irving and EUen Terry in Romeo and Juliet 
and Penley m The Private Secretary. “ Notliing else ? ” asked Gust. 
“ Nothmg else,” replied Wells. “ Then you’ll bring an entirely 
fresh mmd to the theatre,” said Gust and engaged him on the spot. 
He accosted Shaw as a colleague and they walked homewards 
together after the play. Shaw talked of the noisy scene at the 
theatre and said that nobody m the audience, and hardly anybody 
on the stage, had appreciated the grace of James’s dialogue. Wells 
noted Shaw’s revolutionary first-night garb : a modest brown 
jacket suit; also his very white face and very red whiskers. “ He 
talked hke an elder brother to me in that agreeable Dubhn English 
of his. I liked him with a hkmg tliat has lasted a life-time.” Leaving 
Shaw at liis door in Fitzroy Square, Wells walked on to his lodgings 
near Primrose Hill, pondermg their differences of taste and char¬ 
acter, winch were mdeed considerable. 

A first impression of the Fabians left Wells hostile. He went 
with a friend to a meeting ui Ghfford’s Inn “ and heard a discursive 
gntty paper on Trusts, and one of die most mconclusive discussions 
you can imagmc Three-quarters of the speakers seemed under ' 
some peculiar obsession which took the form of pretendmg to be 
conceited. It was a form of family joke *, and as strangers to the 
family we did not hke it.” 



260 


BERNARD SHAW 


The truth of the matter was that the Fabian Society was an 
utter misfit for Wells, who was just ten years too young for it. 
It was led and voiced, though never dominated, by “ the Old 
Gang,” Webb, Shaw, Bland, Wallas and Olivier. Webb and 
Ohvicr were trained civil servants in the upper division. Wallas, a 
schoolmaster, also in the upper division of tliat profession, and a 
bom teacher, was highly trained academically. These three liad 
knocked Bland and Shaw, who as literary adventurers were as wild 
as Wells when they started, into shape as good committee men, 
knowing that they could not have tlicir own way but must accept 
the greatest common measure of the group to go on witli, and be 
able to manage committees and dictate tlicir resolutions within 
tins hnnt They were keen on educating tlicmselvcs and one 
another. They were so thoroughly m earnest, so hungry for facts, 
so mtolerant of ignorant enthusiasm, liowcvcr sympathetic, so 
contcmptuoiis of the guff snd htigs-hoo of popahe revolutionary 
oratory, that though they as public speakers could hold audiences 
and were deadly debaters, their family joke, as Wells called it, was 
Shaw’s precept that you must think your problem out until you 
have got to the bottom of it, and when you have reached a point 
at which your solution will seem so simple'that it will sound like 
the first notion tliat would come into any fool’s head, deliver it 
with the utmost levity. Thus, he argued, you entertain your 
audience and score irresisubly over the parhamencar)'’ humbugs 
whose art it is to cover up by the most miprcssive gravity the fact 
drat they are saymg nothing at tlie greatest endurable or unen¬ 
durable length. 

No doubt Shaw’s example, if not his precept, created a certain 
Fabian mannerism in the rank and file of Fabian lecturers which 
iintated Wells whilst it was still strange to him ; but it never led 
to mere imitation among the leaders, who all had individuahaes 
quite as powerful as Shaw’s. 

What was to be done witli Wells in this company ? He was 
ten years younger. He was easily the worst committee man in the 
world, flying out at a word of contradiction into reckless rages 
in which he accused his opponents of every infamy, and put lum- 
self hopelessly in the wrong when, as often happened, he was 
entirely m the nght. He was the most entertainmg and friendly of 
talkers; but whendt came to controversy Mrs. Webb had to tell 
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ium tliat his had manners would prevent him from ever attaining 
preseniabihty in pubhc life. He had no ready-made physical 
advantages: beside six-footers hkc Ohvier, Wallas and Shaw 
(Wallas was six foot two), and muscular giants hke Olivier and 
Bland (Ohvier could lift Wallas and throw him about; and Eland, 
whose shoulders were so big that Shaw always avoided sitting next 
him because he needed three cliairs to accommodate them, was a 
skilled pugilist who had fought a gipsy at a race meetmg for the 
fun of It), beside these Wells was a pigmy. Ohver was handsome 
and well-bred : Wallas was an upstandmg specimen of die scholarly 
Englishman, and had no rival m London and America as a popular 
and instructive University Extension lecturer. Shaw, whose begin¬ 
nings as a pubhc speaker in 1879 had been pitiable vmtil he learnt 
from an opera singer, a pupd of the famous Delsarte, that for public 
purposes speech was a fine art diat had to begin with learning die 
^phabet over again and learning it differendy, had by street-comer 
practice and phonetic study made himself a finished platform artist. 
He was' not above practising his vowels and consonants as the 
opera smger practised his scales, and had declaimed Shakespeare in 
the hills above Loch Fyne for a fortmght before addressing a big 
meeting in Glasgow to answer Joseph Chamberlain’s opemng of 
the Tariff Reform campaign diere. Alone of the five, Webb 
absolutely refused to improve his dehvery. When he became a 
Cabinet Minister late in life he made, Shaw told me, the best 
speeches in the House widiout taking the smallest trouble to make, 
them audible ; but at the date of Wells’s arrival in the Fabian 
Soaety he was an effective speaker and complete master of all his 
committees by his great abdity and knowledge, which carried him 
through without any of Shaw’s platform tncker)'’. He easily led 
men with every advantage over him of voice, stature, style and 
bearing. 

Up against such colleagues Wells would have had no chance at 
all but for the fact that they all read Inm and knew that he had 
much to say and could say it well and witaly. His voice, attractive 
in private, was a mere squeak in pubhc halls ; but he was hstened 
to because he was Wells, and always worth listenmg to when he 
was keeping his temper. If only he could have kept it hke Webb 
and been as adroit in handling other people he might have been 
as great a Fabian. But that, to the Society’s great grief, was not 
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to be. It must not be inferred, however, that Wells was conscious 
of being worse equipped for public hfc than tlic Fabian experts. He 
was far too irreverent a cockney for any such modesty, knowing 
well that he possessed mental powers and literary art compared to 
winch platform accomplishments were dust m the balance. He 
made game of Bland, the caglc-voiccd domineering suburban Tory 
Social-Democrat, of the pedagogic Wallas with Ins donnish 
manner, of the tempestuous Olivier, the omniscient Webb, the 
hard, efficient Mrs. Webb, and above all the elusive Shaw. 
v^rant to get hold of a fact,” wrote Wells, “ strip off her inessentials, 
and, if she behaves badly, put her in stays and irons ; but Shaw 
dances round her and weaves a wilful veil of confident assurances 
about her as her true presentment.” 

All this was good cockney fun; but there were some serious 
misunderstandings in it. Nobody was keener on facts than Shaw. 
Fie it was who insisted on throwing over the primitive Fabian 
tracts and inaugurating a new series with “ FACTS for Socialists,” 
though Webb had to write it. He it was who tore Marx’s value 
theory to pieces and warned die movement that the class war cut 
right dirough the working classes, and was a dangerous delusion if 
interpreted as a sohd proletanat opposing a sohd proprictariat. He 
it was who rejected the Hcgcl-Marx dialectic as useless m England, 
and maintained that tire epoch-making effect of Das Kapital on 
modern thought was due, not to its philosophy, but to its devasta¬ 
ting bombardment of the very self-satisfied and self-religious 
capitalist bourgeoisie with its terrific magazine of officially admitted 
facts. His insistence on concrete examples instead of abstract 
phrases was incessant. 

Yet Shaw was a cast-iron theorist.^ He said that a fact could hit 
you in the face, but could not mean anything to you until it was 
fitted into a plan of thought. One of his reproaclies to the univer¬ 
sities was that they were full of learned Fools with omnivorous. 
memories who could remember any quantity, of facts and could 
make no more use of their collections than of used postage stamps.' 
He boasted of bis bad memory which forced him to forget every 
fact except those of such impoitancc that tlicy could not be for- 
^tten. He poob-poolied die German historical school, winch held 
chat history was fact-collecting first and last, pointing out that it 
was no use in practical politics because nobody could possibly know 



FABIUS V. SCIPIO 


263 

all the contemporary facts ; statesmen, he said, must have a political 
theory if they were to be anytlnhg more than blind drifters always 
turning their backs to the wind and following the jumping cat. 
He Inmself really could not think without a theory, or act without 
a hypothesis, without deduction as well as mduction. Though he 
claimed flexibility of mind as a quality given liim by the Irish 
chmate, and said that every Englishman should be sent to Ireland 
for at least two years to acquire it, Gilbert Chesterton was right 
when he defended Shaw against the charge of paradoxical flighti- 
ness by hailing him as the one man of'whom you could be sure 
that even in his extremest old age his views, and his readmess to 
strike you down if you questioned them, would be unshaken and 
unaltered. His Ricardian law of rent, his Jevonian theory of value, 
his theory of liberal education as aesthetic and not classical, liis 
nco-vitahst theory of evolution as “ emergent,” and his consequent 
denial tliat Darwinian Natural Selection was genuine evolution, 
his hypothesis of an “ evolutionary appetite ” as the fundamental 
progressive force in life: these were his Mount Sinai and his 
Sermon on the Mount. 

With such marble and granite as this in his mental make-up it 
is no wonder that in an English sodety, however much he might 
be petted and admired, he could never be quite trusted ; for he 
held that a statesman should always know whither he is bound, 
and was always explaining to his colleagues whither he and they 
were marching ; and this he found (or imagined) that Enghslimen 
could not bear. One of his favourite quotations was Cromwell’s 
“ No man goes further than the man who docs not know whither 
he is gomg.” Shaw added, “ If he did he would perhaps think he 
oughmt; and diat would never do.” 

To Wells nothmg could be more foreign. He was very English 
without anything in his composition like tlie Huguenot strain that 
distmguishcd Olivier or the Scotch and perhaps French elements 
in Shaw’s ancestry. He was not an econoimst nor an “ 1 st ” of any 
sort. He had a ravenous evolutionary appetite which was, in 
practice, a' revolutionary one ; but it was a simple direct passion 
and not die final term of a theoretic syllogism. That was why, 
when resisted, he did not argue : he raged and vituperated. He 
neither analysed nor criticised (Shaw was always doing both): he 
eidier reviled or recommended. He did not pick Marx to pieces 
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and keep tke good bits, admitting liis revolutionary greatness: he 
savaged him, bludgeoned him, denounced Inm as a person of - 
contemptible abilities and mean character. As to the Class War, 
diough his own books were full of it he flatly demed its existence, 
even when it was bemg fought out in Spam with fire and sword. 

In Ins novels his sense of character was wonderful as long as he was 
creating imaginary figures ; but his sketches of real people whom 
he dishked were feroaous lampoons. If he had been capable of 
cntical classification he would probably have described himself as 
an artist-biologist; but liis biolog)^ was die biology he had learnt 
firom Huxley in the days of Ins tutelage at Soutli Kensington ; and 
when Shaw, m the Fabian lecture m 1906 on Darwin, which sub¬ 
sequently became the preface to Back to Methuselah, threw over 
neo-Darwinism, ridiculed Weissmanism, and followed Samuel 
Butler into the neo-vitahst movement which is now leading 
Science back to metaphysics, Wells never stopped to examme the 
new position. He pooh-poohed Shaw as an ignorant sentimentalist 
who could not stand up to the cruelty of nature. 

That cruelty had been for Huxley a potent weapon to slay the 
Evangelical God who was then the common enemy of Science. It 
became identified with Saence quite thoughtlessly ; and WcUs had 
never reconsidered this nor detected its purely superstitious char¬ 
acter. His dismissal of Shaw as a sentimental ignoramus in science, 
of Marx as a shallow impostor m sociology, of Napoleon as only 
a dnrd-rate wicked cad, though they make amusing reading, with 
scraps of truth m them, have to be allowed for as “ H G’s way ” : 
a fact of which he was perfectly aware ; for he warned his friends 
not to mind him when he went 011 hke that; and tliey never did. 

Thus we cannot say that WeUs’s Fabian failure was the result 
of a clash of personahties. The cheap platfomi victories of the - 
Old Gang fell from Inm hke water from a duck’s back. When after 
a decent interval he quietly left the Soaety he did only what the 
stars of the Old Gang themselves did later on The mistake he had 
made, namrally enough at his age, was in imagimng that tlie Fabian 
Soaety nbeded only young blood and some courage and enter¬ 
prise to become a big and powerful organisation, able, finally, to 
control the government and feed the revolutionary appetite to 
repletion. Tl-ve Old Gang, remembermg their begimiings, knew 
better. They'^new that the Soaety would never have more 
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members tlian enough to keep a cheap office going and pay the 
secretary’s modest grant-m-aid of his pnvate income. Wells’s fore¬ 
cast of magnificent, offices, princely revenues, and millions of en¬ 
rolled sociahst converts, was a young man’s dream ; and the Old 
Gang knew it. They did not even seek recruits: they were per- 
meators to a man. Marx’s First International in 1861 was an 
antiapation of Wells’s notion of a regenerated Fabian Soaety ; 
and the Old Gang knew its history too well to have any illusions 
as to its possibility. What the Society actually could do they were 
doing, and doing very well. They hked Wells, and wanted his 
fame as a feather m the Soaety’s cap ; but the coach did not need 
a sixdi wheel; and all its most famous later recruits, especially 
women like Anme Besant and the American, Harriet Stanton 
Blatch, found that they were superfluous, and left it for other fields 
which were being less exhaustively cultivated. 

The'Old Gang itself eventually dissolved in the same way. 
Wallas was the first to go. When the Society had accomphshed 
Its acadenuc task of discrediting Laisser-faii e and opening up the 
boundless prospect of state industry, its second task was the foun¬ 
dation of a parliamentary Labour Party; and Wallas, finding 
himself becoming associated with agitators who were very far from 
"being saentific soaalists, broke loose and took the University 
Extension platform, where he was freer than he could have been 
as a Labour Party electioneerer. When the Labour Party was 
estabhshed as the offiaal Opposition in Parhamcnt after 1906, the 
Fabian bolt was shot, and there was, for the moment, nothing more 
to be done. The Labour Party had all the money and all the oppor- 
tumties and organisation that Wells’s imagination had pictured for 
the Fabian Society ; but it was Trade Uiuon money and organisa¬ 
tion, not sociahst, and even predominantly anti-soaalist. Shaw was 
admitted ex-officio to the prehminary Labour Representation Com¬ 
mittee as a Fabian ; but he was middle class ; and Keir Hardie, 
the first Labour leader, got rid of him immediately. The permcators 
were permeated with a vengeance ; and the Fabian programme of 
state-managed industry, winch the Labour Party proved incapable 
of handhng, was appropriated by the capitahst employers in the 
form of state-financed private enterprise, and began its develop¬ 
ment into Fascism and Naziism. The Fabian Soaety, merged in 
the new Party and smothered by it, was dead, but could not at first 
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realise tins incredible catastrophe. Its office, still open, only kept 
its ghost walking , 

The Old Gang held out until 1911, when Shaw resigned from 
the executive committee twenty-seven years after he had joined it. 
Ostensibly he was makmg way for young blood . actually he was 
succeeded by members no younger than himself, and much “ safer.” 
By that time tlic work of keeping up the Fabian office routine was 
waste of time for the old leaders, who were full of work in other 
quaiters Bland was a popular weekly journalist with an assured 
pulpit in a widely circulated provincial paper. Olivier was governor 
of Jamaica, on his way to being Auditor-General (he found the 
national accounts kept stall as in the days of King John, and intro¬ 
duced the startling novelty of book-keeping by double entr)^). 
Webb, Chairman of the Tcclmical Education Board of the London 
County Council, had cicatcd the London School of Economics, 
founded The New Statesman, and was famous throughout Europe 
for tlie monumental senes of works written by him and his wife 
on industrial democracy, Labour history, and British Local Govern¬ 
ment. Shaw was a leading playwright, publishing his plays with 
sociological prefaces whose scope would have been impossible in 
Fabian tracts. They all did what Wells had done, except that they 
retained their nominal mcmbcisliip of the poor old Society and 
paid tlieir subscriptions. 

When the Soaety revived under pressure of what Shaw called 
the second Punic War—not even the Four Years’ War had roused 
It—the Old Gang was old indeed. Bland and Wallas dead, Shaw, 
Webb and Olivier octogenarians. 

So much for the history of the Fabian Society in its Shavian 
heyday, and tlic significance of the Wells episode as a prelude to 
Its cataleptic decline and fall. 

Yet tlic preliminary skirmishes and the final battle of the great 
Fabius-Scipio campaign call for a more detailed account 

Three years after he had joined die Fabian Society, Wells 
dropped a duindcrbolt In February 1906 he read a paper. Faults 
of the Fabian, in which he poked fun at the Old Gang, called it a 
drawing-room society,” said diat socialism was in the air and 
should be brought down to earth, told the Fabians to launch a vast 
propaganda, to support the Labour Party, to form hundreds of 
centres, to bring m thousands of members, to collect large sums 
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of money, to distribute millions of leaflets and pamplflets, to send 
out scores-of young men and women to spread the gospel, and, in 
fact, to make dieir appeal world-wide, or at any rate Wells-wide. 
The strategy of the Society should be modelled on tliat of Scipio 
the aggressor, not Fabms the retreater. His paper was hailed with 
delight by the younger members, and a special comnuttee w'as 
formed to go into the whole question of Fabian pohey. Wells v/as 
neither a committee man nor a debater and was handicapped from 
the start; but all the enthusiasm in the Society was behind liim, 
for his was the go-ahead mediod. The committee drew up a 
report, the Old Gang rephed to it, and the issue was joined. 
Meanwlule, Wells visited America and wrote a book. 

The report and the reply were discussed at seven sessions of 
the Society held in Clifford’s Inn between December 1906 and 
March 1907- The meetings were crowded and noisy; there was 
much dust and confusion ; all the leaders took part in the debate : 
Webb, his head down, talking rapidly with a shght lisp, imparting 
volumes of informanon ; Bland, weanng a frock-coat and black- 
ribboned monocle, laying down the law in parliamentary style; 
Wallas, speaking hkc a schoolmaster to refractory pupils; Haden 
Guest, red-haired, mercunal; Olivier, tall, brown-bearded, broad- 
shouldered, careless of routine, sometimes explosive ; Mrs. Webb, 
cold, commanding, too often nght to be pleasant; Shaw, alert, 
exasperating, charming, infunating. Puckish, debonair and Machia¬ 
vellian. Agamst such a team Wells had not a chance, in spite of the 
roars of applause his hits elicited He was a bad speaker, halting, 
often maudible, and when audible squeaky. Pressing his knuckles 
hard on the table before liim, addressing his ne, correcting himself 
frequently, losing the thread of his remarks, suddenly remcmbcniig 
a point, bursting into a long parenthesis and failing to get back to 
his mam drift of thoughtj he droned and piped away m a wholly 
unimpressive maimer. Conscious of liis hopeless disadvantage, 
irritated with the Webbs (“ Domia Quixote and Sancho Panza ”) 
and j'calous of Shaw (whom' in moments of anger he called “ a 
sexless biped ” and “ an intellectual eunuch ”), he lost control of 
__luinself and made a personal matter of it, describing the Old Gang 
as liars, tricksters, intriguers, blackguards, rcactionancs, enemies 
of human society, and all the other names invariably applied by 
one world-mehorist to other world-mehonsts who have different 
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plans for world-melioration. In liis autobiography he recognised 
that he had not been at Ins best during the episode : “ On various 
occasions in my life it has been borne in on me, in spite of a stout 
internal defence, that I can be quite remarkably silly and inept; 
but no part of my career rankles so acutely in my memory with 
the conviction of bad judgment, gusty impulse and real inexcusable 
vamty, as that storm in the Fabian tea-cup,” 

Bland and Webb were angry with Wells for calling them liars, 
tricksters and what-not; but Shaw did not suffer from righteous 
indignation; in fact he once confessed that, like everyone else, 
dicrc were moments when he was every bit as bad as Wells 
painted him ; “ It docs not conccni me tliat, according to certain 
ethical systems, all human beings fall into classes labelled liar, 
coward, thief, and so on. I am myself, according to tlicsc systems, 
a liar, a coward, a thief, and a sensualist; and it is my deliberate, 
cheerful and entirely sclf-rcspcctmg mtcimon to continue to the 
end of my life deceiving people, avoiding danger, making my 
bargains with publishers and managers on principles of supply and 
demand instead of abstract justice, and indulging all my appetites, 
whenever circumstances commend such actions to my judgment. 
If any creed or system deduces from tins that I am a rascal incapable 
on occasion of telling the truth, facmg a risk, forgoing a com¬ 
mercial advantage, or resisting an intemperate impulse of any sort, 
then so much the worse for die creed or system, since I have done 
all these things, and will probably do them again.” 

Shaw, therefore, was clearly the only member of the Old Gang 
who could be trusted to demolish Weds without losing his temper 
or sphttmg the Society. But he was under suspicion of being too 
fnendly to Wells, and before being ^entrusted with the job of 
obliteraring the rebel he had to promise that he would enforce 
Wells's unconditional surrender. The great day came, and Scipio 
stood up to fight Fahius. But tins Fabius earned the war straight 
^’^'^’^^y’s'teamp by accusing Wells of threatemng to resign 
if defeated by a votk of the Socie'ty. Wells magnanimously pledged 
himself not to rcsigW whatever happened. “ That is a great relief 
to my mind,” said S]ia\^ ; “I can now pitch into Mr. Wells without 
fear of consequences.” \Havmg pitched in to his hearts content, he 
did a very crafty tliingV he explained tliat Wells’s onslaught was 
notbnig more than an arttack on the moral characters of die Old 
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Gang, and that if the members supported it the Old Gang would 
he compelled to walk out and found a new Society. Thus, having 
spiked Wells’s guns and loaded. Ins own, he forced the Society to 
surrender without a shot. Fmaliy, he eased the situation with the 
oil of comedy : “ Mr. Wells in Ins speech complained of the long 
delay by-the Old Gang in replying to his report. But the exact 
figures are : Wells ten months, the Old Gang six weeks. Durmgi 
his committee’s deliberations he produced a book on America. 
And a very good book too. But whilst I was drafting our reply I 
produced a play.” Shaw paused; for several moments Ins eyes 
glanced vacantly round the ceiling ; he seemed to have lost his 
tram of thought; members began to fidget uncomfortably ; at 
last he went on ; “ Ladies and gentleman, I paused there to enable 
Mr Wells to say, ‘And a very good play too.’ ” The audience 
shouted with laughter, burst following burst, each louder than the 
last. Wells smiled self-consaously. Shaw sat down. Fabius had 
won. 

After raising such questions as Women’s Suffrage, the endow¬ 
ment of motherhood, the substitution of pubhc for private 
authority in the education and support of the young, and getting 
very htde encouragement, Wells resigned from the Society some 
two years after his defeat. In The New Machiavelh he piUoned his 
former colleagues, Ins portraits of them, as he assured me, being 
slightly caricatured so as to give the necessary bias to the writer’s 
point of view. But his picture of a Webb-made world was fairly 
sound : “ If they had the umverse m hand, I know they would 
take down all the trees and put up stamped tm green shades and 
sunlight accumulators.” Webb had, he told me, “ the sustained 
energy of an essentially second-rate mind,” and a tnumph for social 
dernocracy would, as they imagined it, be a triumph for func¬ 
tionaries—“Adimrable Webblets, mystenously honest, bnghtly 
efficient, bright with the slime of varnish rather than the gleam of 
steel One sees these necessary unavoidable serv’^ants of the workers’ 
commonwealth—trusted servants, indispensable servants, m fact, 
autliontative and ruling servants—bustlmg virtuously about their 
carefully mvolved duties and occasionally raising a neatly rolled 
umbrella to check the careless course of some irregular atizen who 
had forgotten to buttoimp his imagmation or shave his character.” 
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f»-Tp-5 (HE Fabian front was by no means the only front on wHicb 
I Shaw was fighting. He took on the Vivisectionist Medical 
Researchers, die Compulsory Vaccinatiomsts, the pessimist 
physiasts who taught that the sun was burmng itself out and the 
human race doomed to be frozen to deadi presently, the corrupters 
of the Genera! Medical Council into an ordinary professional 
assoaation instead of a safeguard against professionahsm, the 
Flagellomaniacs (as he dubbed the advocates of flogging in the " 
cnminal code, the fighting services, and die schools), and all sorts 
of abuses that came witliin the reach of his guns. Rehgion, which 
had to be strictly kept out of the Fabian programme, brought him 
mto die field with such effect that in spite of his undisguised hetero¬ 
doxy approvmg sermons were preached in cathedrals and free 
churches; and he himself occupied the pulpit at the City Temple 
in London as guest preacher to congregations that were always 
crowded on such occasions, whilst the secularists and rationalists 
could not understand how a professed freethinker could attack 
science and materiahsm hke a bishop. “ Impostor for impostor,” 
he once asserted, “ I prefer the mystic to the scientist—die man who 
at least has the decency to call his nonsense a mystery, to him who 
pretends chat it is ascertained, weighed, measured, anidysed fact.” 
And in later years he was to wnte : “ There is nothing that people 
will not believe nowadays if only it be presented to them as 
saence, and nodirag they will not disbelieve if it be presented to 
tiiem as rehgion. I myself began hke that; and I am ending by 
receiving every saendfic statement with dour suspicion whilst 
giving very respectful consideration to the inspirations and revela¬ 
tions of the prophets and poets.” ^ 

The truth was that die saentists were not scientific enough for 
Shaw. He attacked the vivisectiomsts not as monsters of cruelty 

^men asked by a Manchester paper, “Have we lost faith?”, Shaw 
Mescal cS^aT’^ transferred it from God to the General 
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but as intellectual imbeciles. He showed that their notions of 
evidence and of statistics were childish. He classed their experi¬ 
ments as crudities widiin the reach of any fool, and declared that 
all they claimed to have discovered by their most revolting experi¬ 
ments in the laborarory they could have found out with less trouble 
by askmg tlie nearest policeman or dentist or any one who had 
ever kept a pet dog. But he warned the anci-vmscctionists not to 
depend on tlieir demonstrations tliat the discovenes were mares’ 
nests, “ Beware.” he said. “ These duffers may blunder into some 
important discovery to-morrow ; and then where will you be ? ” 
He pointed to the-earthquake in San Francisco and the sinking of 
two battleships by a miscalculated fleet manoeuvre as examples of 
catastrophes which had established the very important facts that 
the new steel-framed skyscraper is far more stable than the old- 
fashioned bricks and mortar, and that the battleship winch rams 
an adversary sinks itself. He demanded whether we were therefore 
to privilege builders and architects to produce artifiaal earthquakes 
with dynamite to test their matenals, or admirals to sink the fleet 
and drown hundreds of sailors to find expenmentally how to sink 
and drown our potential enemies. The point, he insisted, was not 
whether the vivisectionists had discovered anything or not, but 
v/hether professional physiologists were to be exempted from the 
moral laws on which human society depends A Royal Commis¬ 
sion was appointed, and the vivisectiomsts made great play with 
its report in favour of expenments. But Shaw was too old a hand 
at committee work to be taken in. Reading between the hnes of 
the report, he saw that the Commission, carefully as it had been 
picked, had failed to obtain a verdict in favour of cruel expenments. 
“ Who,” he shouted, ” objects, ever has objected, or ever will 
object to expenments on animals or on human beings, or on any¬ 
body or anydnng ? That was not the point The Commission has 
not dared to say that a physiologist is to be allowed to do things 
in his laboratory for winch a layman would be sent to pnson. 
The report is not merely an evasion, it is a breakdown of the 
vivisectors’ case ” 

The chmax of the campaign was reached when Pavlov, (he 
Russian experimenter, published his famous treatise on Conditioned 
Reflexes, and H. G. Wells, in an impassioned eulogy of it, declared 
that if he stood on a pier,in a storm, with Shaw and Pavlov 
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Struggling in the waves, and lie, Wells, liad only,one lifebuoy to 
throw to them, he would tlirow it to Pavlov and not to Shaw. 

Shaw, tickled by this very Wellsian extravagance, went for 
Pavlov full steam ahead with all liis guns in action. He said he 
was concerned in this because Pavlov had taken the unpardonable 
liberty of presenting such an extraordinary personal resemblance 
to himself that their photographs were indistinguishable. He said 
that Wells could not have read the book through, first because 
nobody could read it through, and second because he had said that 
Pavlov’s dogs loved him and were never hurt by him, whereas the 
book described how Pavlov had not only cut half their brains out, 
and pierced their checks and dragged their tongues through them 
to study their salivation, but by putting them into a “ little ease ’ 
had tormented and frustrated them until their discomfort and misery 
left them “ no use.” And from twenty-five years of this sort of 
thing all that the world learned was how a dog behaved with half 
Its brains cut out, wliich nobody wanted to know, and, what was 
perhaps important, what sort of book a physiologist could write 
naviiig any brains at all. The Press gravely applauded Pavlov’s 
discovery that a dog’s mouth watered when it heard the dinner 
bell. Shaw said, “ If the fellow had come to me I could have given 
him that information in less than twenty-five seconds without 
tormenting a single dog.” 

It was always like that. Shaw’s first appearance in the contro¬ 
versy was in the eighteen-eighties, when an eminent medical 
viviscctionist showed that a book by an anti-viviscctionist lady, 
Frances Power-Cobbe, contained several errors. Shaw dashed to 
the rescue of Miss Cobbe. “ The question,” he said, ” is not whether 
the book contains errors. If you knew anything about real science 
you would\know that no book ever published, including the Bible 
and all the scientific treatises, is free from error, or ever will be. 
The qucstibn is whether or not you are a scoundrel : that is, a 
person who\cts without regard to moral laws.” His highly indig¬ 
nant opponcnc.^tood on his dignity and refused to discuss on such 
terms. ‘ There you arc ! ” said Shaw. “ Science, accordmg to 
you gentlemen, Imows notliing of your dignity or your wounded 
icclings; but die nnoment you arc challenged on your own soul¬ 
less terms you tro\ diem out and hide behind them.” Thirty 
years later we find i 5 haw describing Pavlov quite logically and 
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<iispassionateiy its a scoundrel, and profoundly shocking Wells 
thereby. 

Matters were not made more soothing for'Wells by Shaw’s 
disparagement of laboratory experiments as “ put -up jobs,” and 
by his declaring that his attention had been called to this by Wells’s 
early novel, Love and Mr. Lewisham. He claimed to be a genuinely - 
scientific discoverer because Iiis laboratory was the world, where 
he could not control the events nor manufacture the cases, whereas 
the laboratory researchers did nothing else except cook the results, 
or suppress them when they were not the mtended ones. When 
they could not be suppressed they were not accepted, as ” he that’s 
convinced against his will is of die same opmion still.” Even the 
physiasts, whose work, unstained by cruelty and purely mental 
and mostly unremunerative, fascinated Shaw, amused him by their 
reception of the famous Michaelson-Morley experiment. The 
M-M instrument, a marvel of ingenuity, was designed to demon¬ 
strate the difference between the veloaty of light when it was 
crossmg the path of the earth’s orbit round die sun and when it was 
travelling with the earth and shanng its velocity. The mstrument 
proved that there was no difference ; and so, said Shaw, bang goes 
Coperincus, and Young’s hypothesis of an ether pervading space, 
and the veloaty of light, and the whole fabnc of astronomical 
physics. His own withers were unwrung, he said, because he had 
always denied that any mechamcal experiment could make men 
beheve what they did not want to believe, nor disbelieve what they 
wanted to beheve. According to him the inspired guess comes 
first; and the mechamcal experiment that is supposed to verify 
it IS only a dodge to knock it mto the thick heads of umnspired 
numskulls. Einstein presently explained the M-M experiment 
away ; but, meanwhile, the laugh was with Shaw, as the physicists 
flatly refused to accept its apparent results 

Just as he fathered his views on laboratory experiments on 
H. G. Wells, he fathered his much wider views of hygiene on his 
fiaend Sir Almroth Wnght, the leading bacteriologist of his day, 
and the hero of Shaw’s play The Doctor s Dilemma Shaw was 
lecturing at St. Mary’s Hospital when Wright, opposing Shaw’s 
contention that the conquest of disease by moculauon (a hair of 
the dog that bit you) w^ really effected by sanitation, said quite 
casually .that he beheved the effect of sanitation to be purely - 
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CEsthctic. Shaw instantly seized on diis as an inspired guess and 
proclaimed Wright as the author of a discovery compared to which 
Ins bacteriological feats were child’s play. Wright, puzzled by Ins 
mechanist education, protested Ins mnocence of any such heresy ; 
but Shaw persisted “ Of course sanitation is lesthetic,” he said. 
“ Education is aesthetic Why am I the best educated plulosopher 
m England ? Because, though I would not and could not learn 
anything from school-books, I could smg, whistle, and hum all the 
masterpieces of modem music and recognise the work of all' the 
old masters of painting when I was m my teens, while your academic 
scholars were translating dull filth like the epigrams of Martial and 
havmg the aesthetic pleasure of Virgil and Homer and the lustorical 
interest of Caesar spoiled for tliem by the drudgery of manufac¬ 
turing sham Latin verses as school tasks, leavmg them with the 
mentality of Ulysses, tlie pomts of honour of Ajax, and a hearsay 
impression of Beethoven and Mozart as boresome memal musiaans 
good for amusmg the ladies after dimier.” 

All this was not conciliatory. Shaw’s most sympathetic friends. 
Wells, Wright, J. B. S Haldane and the rest, agreed that Shaw 
had a hopelessly unscienufic mind, and that to discuss biology with 
him was impossible and ridiculous. When Haldane was expheit 
on this point Shaw immediately claimed that he was a disciple of 
Haldane’s father, Scott Haldane, who had led the movement to 
restore psychology to its due predommance and elevated physiology 
into genuine psychological biology. “ I am only showmg you 
fellows the value of your own discovenes,” he said “ Why allow 
me all the credit for them ? ” 

Even when “ you fellows,” far from being his fnends, detested 
him, they were disabled by the canniness with which he called them 
as witnesses on his side They could not object,to being ranked as 
important contributors to science, however exasperated they might 
be by the use he was makmg of dieir contributions And all the 
time things were moving his way. Shaw wiU be remembered as a 
playwnght and not as a man of science ; but a comparison of the 
scientific orthodoxy of 1877, when he came of age, wnth that of 
to-day, will show that official saence was being dragged liis way 
all the time, and that he was only quicker on die mark and could 
see a httle farther ahead dian the men who were actually domg the 
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What he learnt from his controversies was that his fiercest 
opponents were those whose^views he was adopting and clarifying, 
and that the difficulty was not to mduce men to accept new views, 
which tliey are always hungry for, but to clear out the old views 
which the new ones superseded. The counsel not to throw out 
dirty water until you get in fresh should, he said, be re-worded as 
“ When you arnve at the pump be careful to empty the dirty water 
from your bucket before you pour in the fresh.” All the newest 
faiths, he found, were muddled with the oldest superstitions. 

One more of the controversies should be noted because it illus¬ 
trates the qualities in him that provoked so much hostility. To 
say tliat he was continually m hot water throughout Ins career is 
merely to say that he took care never to open his mouth until he 
knew what he was talkmg about in a country where every man 
shouted at the top of his voice widiout dreaming of taking any 
such precaution. But there was an airy aloofness about liim, a 
suggestion of alien superiority to the emotions that affheted the 
majority of mankind, tliat gave a peculiarly irritatuig sting to his 
most direct statements of fact, which were always assumed to be 
satirica] or derisive. And he was a professed socialist, which then 
meant somethmg, though nobody knew exaedy what. When 
Austin HartLsoD wanted to know why the reviews of Shaw’s plays 
which he wrote for the Daily Mail were abbreviated or omitted. 
Lord Nordichffe thundered, “ I am not nimnng my paper to 
advertise a damned socialist ! ” What he really meant was “ that 
devil Shaw,” whose cnticisms Int the bull’s eye far too frequendy 
to be Ignored or to be dismissed as the “ gags ” of an incorrigible 
comedian “ The fact is,” Shaw once wrote to Hyndman, “ when 
a man keeps up a joke for so long as you have known me, either 
he is mad or there is some kernel of earnestness m it. Your sense 
of humour may tempt you to embrace the former alternative : but 
I assure you I am only mad nor’-nor’-west: otherwise my views 
could not be so annoying as they sometimes are.” 

His genius alone was sufficient to make liim dishked, for people 
fear the truth and hatred is rooted in cowardice “ A genius is a 
person who, seeing fardier and probmg deeper than other people, 
has a different set of ethical valuations from theirs, and has energy 
enough to give effect to tliis extra vision and its valuations in 
wliatever manner best suits his or her specific talents,” Such was 



his definition of genius, and altliough it left out of account some 
of the highest mMufestations it certainly defined about 75 per cent 
of liis own exceptional gifts. The otdier quality in Ins writings 
which aggravated people as much as the truth in them provoked 
anger was explained in a remark he made to me ; “ The English 
are all right, but they doii t rcahse diat I am a foreigner and have an 
inlicnted hate of what tliey call patriotism I am intensely and quite 
unreasonably proud of bemg Irish ” 

These two quahties, an inspired common sense and an alien 
detaclnnent, were revealed more completely in lus controversy with 
Sir Arthur Conan Doyle over the sinking of the Titanic than any- 
v/here else m his writings untd the war of 1914-18 gave lum 
larger scope Doyle represented the man in the street, Shaw the 
man in the moon, or some other planet. 

The Titanic, a Wlute Star liner of 46,328 tons, struck an iceberg 
just before midmght on Sunday, Apnl 14th, 1912, and sank m less 
than three hours Out of 2201 persons on board only 711 were 
saved. Instantly the newspapers were filled with romantic reports 
of^the heroism displayed by the British officers and passengers. 
Shaw wrote to The Daily News and Leader pomting out that the 
Captam, who had been acclaimed m the Press as a super-hero, liad 
lost his ship “ by dehberatcly and knowingly stcammg mto an 
icefield at the Inghest speed he had coal for,” that tlic officers had 
lost their heads, that general pamc had prevailed, that everything 
had been thoioughly mismanaged from the start, that some boats 
had contamed more men than women, and that the occupants of 
odier boats had refused to save diose who were struggling in the 
water Sir Arthur Conan Doyle promptly rushed to the rescue of 
the British race, and said that he could not remember “ any pro¬ 
duction that contained so much that was false witlun the same 
compass ” as Shaw’s letter. Shaw rephed, proving Ins case point 
by pomt, and exj^ssed his amazement that Doyle should have 
accused him of lying. By tins time several episodes unflattering to, 
human nature had Icafted out m the course of the Enquiry mto the 
sinking of the Titanic,\nd Sir Arthur was unable to mamtain the 
noble note he had struck in his first letter ; so he decided to feel 
hurt. “ He says that I acetked him of lying,” wrote Doyle. “ I have 
been guilty of no such breach of the amenities of the discussion.” 

Anxious to know whethiir their personal relationship had been 
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affected by tlds interchange of views, I wrote to ask Shaw whether - 
“ he and Doyle had met after the latter had accused him of falsehood 
witliout cailmg him a har. He answered : 

“ When I lived on Hindhead for a time in 1898 I occasionally 
met or visited Conan Doyle and Grant Allen, who were within a 
few minutes walk We were quite friendly. C.D. had not then 
taken to spiritualism. His explosion over the Titanic catastrophe 
did not lead to any personal contacts. Incidentally (in 1898) a 
speech which I made at a Peace meeting cured him rather too 
drastically of sentimental Pacifism and left him a ragmg Jingo.” 

I may be rcmmded here that to Conan Doyle Shaw was not a 
foreigner. They were both Irishmen. But Doyle was the warm¬ 
hearted romantic Cathohc Irishman who could sec nothmg m die 
Titanic disaster but die loss and pity and terror of it. Shaw was 
not that sort of Irishman. To Inm the loss of the ship was a statis¬ 
tical fact, a shipwreck like any other shipwreck. What threw liim 
into a transport of merciless fury was the debasement of the moral 
currency by the venal mendaaty and cheap melodrama of “ the 
new joumaiism ” of wliich in Iiis days on The Star he had been a 
pioneer. It was always a pubhc question and not a pnvate grief 
that brought Shaw into action. 

Later on another hner went to the bottom and got him into 
trouble agam. The Four Years’ War began m 1914 with an appal¬ 
ling carnage. In Flanders the company officers put their expectation 
of hfe at six weeks. Our battencs, telephoning for more shells, 
were told that they had already had two, which was die utmost 
that could be spared for them. Excessive prices were charged for 
these few shells by die private firms who supphed them ; and 
meanwhile men were standmg idle in Woolwich Arsenal because' 
die liberal Prime Mimstcr, Asquith, had been carefully taught diat 
private industry must not be interfered with. Until Lord Alorth- 
chffe and Lloyd George grasped the situation and knocked out 
die doctrinaire hberals who were losing the war the position was 
ghastly, and Shaw knew it. But die journalists, the same who had 
dressed up the Titanic affair, kept writing up “ our gallant fellows 
ui the trenches ” and raising paeans of victory over every wave of 
British mfantry flung uselessly on barbed wire entanglements and 
mowed down by machme-gun fire. And die British pubhc found 
it-as exciting as the cinenia, and ecliocd the paeans. 
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Suddenly^ ofT the Irish coast, a torpedo sank the Lusifaim, a 
popular Imer. Here at last was something small enough for the 
pubhc mind to grasp. Everybody went war mad, Shaw went in 
die opposite direction, and iinmcdiatdy became Public Enemy 
No. I, as we shall hear. 


OVERFLOW 

■fN sodal habits Shaw was impossible outside his own house, 

I where he and Ins wife entertamed most successful luncheon 
, 1 parties. Enticed by Maurice Baring to attend a typical bachelor s 
party, where men of all ages, from Lord Cromer to H, G. Wells, 
were trying to behave hkc undergraduates, Shaw addressed them 
with deadly contempt for their efforts: “ Gentlemen, we shall 
enjoy ourselves very much if only you will not try to be convmal.” 
In the same manner Shaw refused an mvitation to dine at a famous 
bohemian club, replymg that nothmg on earth would induce him 
to spend an evemng with a number of gentleman who had to get 
drunk in order to endure one another’s company. 

“ A man’s interest in die world is only the overflow from his 
interest in himself,” says Captain Shotover in Heartbreak House. 
Shaw’s oveifiow was a cataract. He spent a normal man’s lifetime 
on committees of this, that and the other thing : execuavc com¬ 
mittees, general committees, special committees, sub-committees ; 
pohtical, theatrical, municipal, musical, literary, historical, archieo- 
logical, and heaven knows what committees He was a bom 
committee man, and constant training perfected his technique : “ I 
got the committee habit, the impersonahty and imperturbability of 
the statesman, the constant and unceremonious critiasm of men 
who were at many pomts much abler and better mformed than - 
myself Never frequenting the social world of art, he was seldom 
seen by his literary contemporaries The committee room was his 
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club and Ins pub, bis drawing-room, study, salon and business office. 
One might dmost say that he was truly ‘ at home ’ there ; he took 
his ease in a committee room as Falstaff took Ins ease in his nm, 
ceasmg to be the irritatmg G.B S. of the journals, the infuriating 
Shaw of the theatre and platform, and becoming tactful, modest, 
prudent, yielding, considerate ; in a word, safe. He was there to 
get a job done, and in a multitude of counsellors there was danger, 
which he circumvented by self-obliteration and a kmd of crafty 
caution of which he was a master. In a sudden flare-up of passions 
he would Soothe the disputants by taking the blame ; he could beat 
down any hostility by umtuig all wranglmg opponents m a 
common agreement that it was all his fault. They triumphed, and 
did not notice that his forgotten pomt was earned. 

For twenty-seven years he kept the Fabian Society free from 
the quarrels that broke up all the other socialist orgamsations He 
outdistanced everyone in thoroughness and application to work. 
“ I sometimes sat beside him,” wrote S G Hobson, “ watchmg his 
busy pen transfernng, mtercalating, deleting, all done with damty 
neatness. Once we reached a blmd end to some mimicipal problem. 
* Leave it to me,’ he said Next week he brought replies from over 
sixty town clerks, all analysed and classified.” He hated waste of 
time and used Ins wits and knowledge of men to guard against it. 
Sitting next to Hobson one afternoon at the Fabian Executive, he 
gemally observed : ” My dear Hobson, as a chairman you are 
brutal, domineering and scandalously unfair.” A quarter of an 
hour later he asked, “ By die way, are you going to the aruiuai 
meeting of die Stag^. Society ? ” Hobson said he thought he would 
go. After a further interval Shaw added : “ Will you take the 
chair ? ” Hobson said he would This was Shaw’s way of speeding- 
up the meeting, as he was aware that Hobson would give all the 
speakers short shnft. 

The Stage Society, as we know, produced several of Shaw’s 
plays, and for many years he was on their committee. A hin t, of 
dieir difficulties and disagreements is given in a letter he wrote 
to W. Lee Mathews, dated 2nd October, 1905. I asked Iiim m 1939 
for one or two explanatory notes, which he provided . “ I havent 
the faintest recollection of what this was about I must have 
.written a thousand letters hke it: Hector Thomson was treasurer 
of the Stage Society. Lee Mathews a leading member Peter was 
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Lee Mathews’ very sensible cat. Whclen also a leading .member. 
L.M. is dead. So, I presume, is Peter.” 

“ Dear Lee Mathews, 

“ I will see the Stage Society brimstoned first. Why 
should I ? I asts you, Lee Mathews, as man to man, why should I ? 

Why tiie devil should I ? Why tlie- 

should I ? 

” One thing is pretty clear. No matter what arrangement we 
make, from the moment it is made Whelen’s craze for enterprise 
and Thomson’s restless mdividuahsm will immediately set to work 
to upset it. Well, I don’t care ; stagnation is death, and revolutions 
are amusing ; but the game is one at wliich I prefer to be a looker- 
on. There is no situation to be saved, no strong hand needed ; for 
nothing tliat we decide on is ever carried out except m the matter 
of the choice of plays, wluch requires only a discussion and a vote 
The rest is all chance. We select a cast, not one member of wliich 
ever arnves at partundon. We select a tlieatre ; and the play is 
done somewhere else. We are so completely governed by arcum- 
stances that for want of anytinng real to do we keep altering our 
constitution and pulhng up die plant to see how it is gettmg on. 
I am perfeedy wilhng to have Peter in the chair, and spend die rest 
of the year conspiring to dedirone him and discussing whether a 
tortoiseshell or a tabby would be best for the realisation of our 
dieams.” 

\ 

Shaw was on the Committee of Management and die Dramatic 
Sub-Committec of the Society of Authors, and m a long letter he 
wrote to Alfred Sutro m January 1909 he discussed their problems. 

The only way to do any good on a committee is to treat every 
meeting as a matter of hfe and death,” he said, urguig Sutro not 
to serve bemise “ you are a man of unreasonable and violent 
character, whc\ will do nothing but quarrel the’ whole time ; and 
yet you are sovamiable diat everybody will bcheve that it is die 
other people whb are ill-treatuig you.’ After <gomg mto die pros 
and cons of die Wtuation, Shaw gave Sutro a catalogue of the 
virtues required bw those who aspire to govern in harmony with 
tncir fellow-men, aXyanation of Kiphng’s poem If ; 

However, I am^ssummg in all tins that you are not by nature 
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and practice a committee man. Ifl am wrong: if you are mvm- 
dbly patient; if you cannot lose your temper ; if you can take 
Tliringi to your bosom when he is thoughtlessly and quite - 
unintentionally standing heavily on your corns ; if you can spend 
precious working hours m draftmg documents and then see your 
work wasted and spoiled widiout tummg an outward hair ; if you 
ran use your wits to prevent the idle people from squabbhng and 
then let all the bad blood pass off as being your fault; if all this 
makes your eyes ghsten and your mouth water, then come on by 
all means and I will be your warmest supporter j but if not, then 
either witlidraw or persuade somebody else to.” 

Shaw was always m sympadiy with the rising generation-, 
takmg their part m any dispute that arose between them and their 
elders and strongly advising them to assert themselves whenever 
they got a chance. “ I hold that an unknown author is either in 
a stronger position tlian a known one or else,in no position at all.” 
he wrote to Lee Mathews. “ Suppose you are a manager, obHged 
to keep your theatre going or pensh. You want a play badly.! 
Naturally you dont want one by an unknown man. You try 
Barrie ; he hasn’t one written. You try Pinero : he can let-you 
have one jin six months. You try Carton, Maugham, even Shaw. 
None of them have anything ready. You are forced back on an 
expenment with an unknown man. The unknown man looks 
darkly at you (if he is a good man of business), and says, ‘ You 
must be m a devil of a hole if you come to me. I am nobody. I 
want the same terms as Barne.’ ‘ Monstrous,’you reply : ‘ You, - 
an obscure scallywag, ask what Barne would give me a play for ! ’ 

‘ Well, my friend, go and ask liun for one.’ Hankin acted on tliis 
principle when he was Unacted ; and Vedremie and Barker never' 
forgave him ; but they had to pay. I’thmk he got an advance of - 
£,100 on a first class contract. Moral: the beginner should be 
modest enough to know diat Ins play will not be produced if any-- 
thing better is on the market. And there Ins modesty should stop.’’ 

There were noisy squabbles between the coming dramausts and 
those who had already arrived at the meetings of the Dramatists’- 
Club, concerning which Shaw sent me a few details (1939) : “ The 
Dramatists’ Club, whatever it may be now (I dont even know 
whether it exists), began as a chque of old stagers who insisted on 
^ G. Herbert Tbring was secretary to die Society of Authors. 
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excluding everyone who was not ‘ a dramatist of established 
reputation ’ which was their definition of one of themselves. They 
invited me to join in the sure and certain hope that I would refuse ; 
but as I was for years tryuig to get them to organise tlic profession 
—any sort of organisation being better than none—I joined and 
made a duty of attending their lunches for quite a long time. They 
hated me, and would have enjoyed nothing more tlian putting me 
and Ibsen mto a fiery furnace heated seventy times seven. But all 
they could do was to blackball every candidate I proposed. I soon 
gave up my attempts to dechque the place. They were on the point 
of blackbaUmg Gilbert Murray when Pinero, of whom they were 
mortally afraid, appeared and sternly ordered them to elect him. 
Pinero’s behaviour to me was irreproachable ; but he concluded 
his letters to me ‘ With admiration and detestation,’ which exactly 
expressed his feeling. He always assumed that I was friendly, 
though I carefully concealed the fact that 1 had procured his 
kmghthood for him. Carton and I got on capitally, as the squirms 
of the clique delighted him.” In the early days of the Club, a 
tragedy darkened its deliberations. St. Jolin Hankin was a pro¬ 
mising young Edwardian dramatist, who, Shaw mformed me, 

“ committed suiade because he drought that a disease which had 
wrecked his father’s hfe was attackmg /ih».” On the 23rd June, 
1909, Shaw gave Sutro the benefit of Ins meditanons : 

” I feel prettY sure that Hankin knew nothing of what passed 
at the Club There was nobody to tell Inm , and, anyhow, it 
would have been a breach of confidence and a damned ill-natured 
dung into die bargain. 

“ It was a frightful waste of a good man ; and one feels that if 
any of us had been able to talk to him for half an hour it would 
not have happened There must have been sometlung Japanese in 
his character as well as in his appearance ; for the suicide was 
Japanese all overV.xcept perhaps for die charming touches of - 
comedy in his lettek I am really very sorry, which is quite an 
extraordinary thing ; \for I do not usually fuss about deadi, having 
every intention of dyii^ myself presendy. 

To return for a lUOTuent to the mcident at the Club, I think, 
on turning it over m my muid, that we must amnesty all the young 
men who attack us, as otliOTWise wc shall never get recruits worth 
aMiig. Ever smee I canVemember, the younger generation’s 
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particular method of knocking at the door has been to denounce 
what they always call ‘ the dramatic ring,’ meaning the older men 
'who have fully arrived. I can remember Grundy’s onslaught before 
the dramatic ring became Pinero, Jones, Carton and Grundy, per¬ 
haps the smallest and closest that h^ ever existed. You were really 
-the- man who broke tliat ring; and although I cannot bnng any 
documents against you, I feel quite convinced that in the days 
when you translated Maeterhnck, and were a remarkably handsome 
young man with apparently a milhon in each pocket, you must 
have out-Hankined Hankin in contempt for the men in possession. 
The latest assailant is Arnold Bennett, who has published his Cupid 
and Commonsense with a preface which is a very capital preface m 
all respects except that it ends with a perfectly gratiutous insult to 
Pinero and to the older-than-Bemiett school generally. Now 
Bennett is one of the men I want to get in, because, although he 
sedulously keeps up an air of bemg a fourth-rate clerk from the 
pottenes, and out of a job at that, he has some knowledge of the 
world and of busmess, and is not afraid of the managers, as his 
preface very abundandy demonstrates. At all events, a rule which 
would have the effect of excludmg two such clever chaps as Hankin 
and Bennett, and that would, if it were made retrospective, exclude 
- Grundy, myself, Barker, yourself, and probably every other blessed 
member of the Club, is clearly one that will not work. At die same 
time I want to stop these silly attacks; and the best way to do it 
is to get die young lions mto die Club as soon as they have given 
sufficiently unmistakable proof of their ability. Recruitmg Bumand 
is all very well; but it is recruitmg at the wrong end : it is, now 
diat Hankin has brought us nght up against it, absurd that we 
elected Burnand and refused to elect him. Of course we were 
techmcally right; Hankin, like Bennett, should not have done wliat 
he did ; but one has to adimt that all the clever young men do it 
whilst they are outsiders. If we get them m, they wm promptly 
discover that Pmero is their fellow-creature. After all, the amnesty 
will probably not be altogether one-sided. The older hands have a 
certain advantage in.notji" - been journalists or preface-writers, 
so that their 
they have all • 
had all known 
way. I have. 
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prevent Englishmen from quarrelling and insulting one another 
m Societies and on Committees and the like; and I assure you it 
cannot be done at aU without letting bygones be bygones. Hankin 
himself was a perfect fiend on a comimttce; and yet lie was an 
exceptionally amiable man. You must always remember that an 
Enghsliman, because he has no logic and no memory, and never 
expects anybody else to have them either, allows himself a degree 
of hcense that would be impossible in a society where these tivo 
faculties were not practically ruled out. Do not, I implore you, 
attempt to introduce them at the Club, or you will split it all to 
pieces.” 

Ten years later, although, as we shall find, he had been badly 
treated by the Dramatists’ Club, Shaw agreed to go on slavmg for 
his fellow-professionals, telhng Sutro : “As playwrights arc the 
most helpless parcel of siUy sheep on God’s cartli in matters of 
busmess, I must do my best to shepherd the dock, though after 
ten years of it I am very tired of this most thankless of all public 
jobs.” 


ADVANCING CONQUEST 

MOMENT Vcdreime and GranviUe-Barker, having done 
I well with their matinees of Candida m die spring of 1904, 
decided to run die Court Theatre themselves, Sliaw sug¬ 
gested that they should open die autumn season wnth Ebeii Terry 
in Captain Brassbonnd’s Conversion. They agreed, and he wrote to 
her explaining that they would only announce six matinees at 
first, that she would probably receive no more than ^£25, out of 
which she would have to “ find her own gowns,” but diat if she 
did not play the part at least once she would “ go down to all ages 
as die woman who made il gran rijiuto, for diere never was and 
never will be^agam such a part written for any mortal. I stooped 
or yotir sake to do what Shafcespear did when he manufactured 
K-osaiind. He gave her away by flinging her at the public with a 
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shout of ‘ as you hke it ’ (Pilate washing his hands); but I will 
gravely offer this impossible qumtessence of Ellen as a real woman ; 
and everybody wiU be deHghted. If you are too lazy to learn the 
part I will teach it to you speech by speech until you can repeat 
It in your sleep.” 

An autumn tour prevented Ellen from accepting the offer, but 
a year later she agreed to play Lady Cicely in a production of the 
play arranged for die spring of 1906. ” I am lookmg forward with 
malicious glee to the rehearsals. I shall have my revenge then,” 
Shaw warned her. “ I will not leave a rag, not a wink, not a 
fhppety-flop of that tiresome Ellen Terry who wouldn’t do my 
play.” But when at last they met regularly at rehearsals, each was 
rather shy of the other, “ for talking, hampered by material cir¬ 
cumstances, is awkward and unsatisfactory after the perfect freedom 
of wnting between people who can wnte,” explained Shaw. The 
rehearsals went smoothly enough, and die audior was delighted 
with the result; “ I never reahsed how well I did that job until I 
saw you rehearse,” he told her. The play was produced on March 
20th, 1906, but although performed eighty-nme times it was not a 
box-office success. “ I seriously dunk the Court Theatre must be 
transferred to a tent on Putney Headi,” Shaw wrote to LiUah 
McCarthy in April. “ The returns for the week just to hand are 
disgraceful: only ^ 6 j 175. sd. per performance. In short, 
hound lias been a failure.” LiUah McCarthy had just married 
, GranviUe-Barker, which was the last straw : “ I ask you, how is 
the thmg to go on ? ” Ellen toured Brassbound in the provinces and 
in Amenca, where it was more successful She seldom met Shaw 
again ; but once they ran across one another at Stratford-on-Avon, 
and anodier time on the roof of the Coliseum after a matinee, when 
a number of weU-Icnown people were bemg photographed. ” Why 
do I make you nervous ? ” he wanted to know. “ I know why 
you make me nervous. It is because people are looking on, and the 
way I want to and ought to behave would be ndiculous and 
indecorous ” A third chance meeting was on a summer day in the 
fields near Elstree, where she was at work on a j&lm. She told lum 
she no longer expected leading parts and was ready to play a char¬ 
woman if he would wnte a play with a charwoman ui it for her, 
“ What would happen to my play if whenever the charwoman 
appeared the audience forgot the hero and heroine and could tliink 
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of notliing but tbc wonderful things the charwoman was going 
to say and do ^ ” His question was unanswerable, and Shaw said 
that tliey both felt rather inclined to cry. ^ 

Another discarded project seemed to be reviving when, m 
June 1905, Shaw received a letter from Forbes-Robertson, who, 
unable to find a better part than the one spcaally created for him 
m Ccesar and Cleopatra, pressed for an immediate production. Shaw 
withstood the pressure : 

“Johnston Forbes Robertson ! 

“ Patience f thou young and rose-lipped cherubim ! I have 
waited SIX years for you ; and you ask me to be patient. No : 
the difficulty is all the other way: it is you who are impatient, 
v/ith your six weeks holiday and your production in September. 
What you dont grasp is that unless I have a hohday I shall go 
laving mad and die You tlunk because I am going away for three 
months, 1 am trifling with you. - But in that three months I have 
to write a new play and to revise half a dozen Ficnch and German 
translations of my old ones. I have to see an old novel through 
the American press and write a preface for it. I have to prepare 
John Bull's Other Island for publication. I have to do half a dozen 
articles now months in arrear. The translators are howlmg, pressed 
by the Berlin and Vicimcsc theatres for prompt copies. The pub¬ 
lishers arc howling, because the public arc red hot for Shaw books. 
Everybody’s fame and future is staked on my attending to Iiim 
before the end of the week. How much hohday do you sec for 
me in all this ^ You say I am to wait until the end of July to go, 
and to come back early in August. Well, I’m blowed if 1 will ! 
The worms turn under the steamroller. And I won’t risk C & C 
without rehearsing it myself You arc too deadly tired of the 
whole business to be trusted. You would go Phclpsing along, 
crushing pooi lan,^ and taking no interest in the unfortunate 
crowd, who would be cast anyhow and snubbed mto more than 
their natural dufferdom. That is all very well for a monologue like 
liatnh’t ; but it will not do for C & C. 1 might be content widi 
the first week and the last at a pinch ; but they must not come out 
of my three months The idea of rehearsing now seems hopeless, 
because we havent our cast. Rosina Filippi tells me that her husband 
* Ian Robci tson, Forbes’s brother and stage-manager. 



ADVANCING CONQUEST 


insists on her leaving die stage at the end of her engagement to 
- Gatti. Kerr has shpped through our fingers for the moment. The 
more I look mto the play the more impressed I am vadi the 
importance of Rufio and Ftatateeta. And we have more than 20 
other people to get mto their places, not to mennon crowds to be 
drilled. It looks to me much more hke the ist December than 
any earlier date. Can you not hve on your fat until then ? I qmte 
agree that the Scala ought to open with C & C; but it had better 
wait, smce better, it appears, may not be. 

“ Remember, I have the strongest interest in getting C & C 
out of my way early ; for I am threatened with productioris at 
the Court, which will need rehearsing ; but there is no uselieading 
straight for a breakdown by trymg to put twelve months work 
into tliree. 

“ Anyhow, the difficulty is no more of my making than of 
yours. We are under the comer stone of Necessity, as cheerful old 
Ibsen says If you could start rehearsmg on Saturday next, and 
produce on the loth October,'the thing might be done ; but we 
have not the cast. McKinnel is absolutely no good as Rufio ; and 
Calvert is wanted at the Court, hke all the other people who are 
any good to me. 

“ Oh this cursed packmg—fancy our havmg to change houses 
at this fatal moment! 

“ I am quite addled and barren of resource and suggestion. 

“Why did I ever wnte die confounded play ^ I know I can 
get a magnificent performance out of it if only 1 can get a fair 
chance at it. Let’s put it off to next year.—G.B.S ” 

They did so. An offer from New York enabled Forbes- 
Robertson to produce the play at the New Amsterdam Theatre in 
-die autumn of 1906. Shaw rehearsed the company in London; He 
had given many hints for Robertson’s production of Hamlet, which 
had been found invaluable by the actor, who was only too glad to 
leave the whole produenon of Ccesar and Cleopatra in the hands of 
such a master But when Robertson begged him to cross the 
Atlantic in order to be present at the first performance, he drew 
the hue : “ Were I to go with you to Amenca I should become so 
popular diat diey’d want to make me President; and that would 
bore me to death ” Shaw was pleased with his play and pleased - 
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with Robertson’s pcrforniance, writing on istli July, 1906 : The 
rehearsals Iiave convinced me that I did this job extraordinarily 
well for you. If the dresses become you as well as the part, Simmons 
wtU be die King of costumiers. Cscsar will place you absolutely 
hors concowrs on the English stage. When Hamlets arc down to six 
a penny, there wiU still be only one Cxsar. P.S,—Cleopatra wdl 
have a great success too.” Two days later he sent a parting word 
of advice : “ Many thanks for your very kind letter—all the more 
welcome as I was afraid I had been worrying too much at die 
rehearsals . . . The bucima will require a little management and 
the help of the conductor of the band or whoever docs the music 
for the piece. The one tiling to put your foot on like iron is the 
use of die cornet. That easy and vulgar instrument is always at 
hand and always detestable except for sentimental melodies. If an 
ophiclcidc (which sounds hkc a buDock) can be got, it might be 
effective as the bucina. Or a tuba (bombardon) in E flat or B flat 
—the latter for preference. But probably the best dung is a tenor 
trombone, which is always easy to get. If only we could get some 
of the long trumpets which came in a few years ago as Bach 
trumpets, and whicli arc often now played by music hall virtuosos, 
they would bejust the thing for a few high-ringing notes following - 
the bellow of the bucina. Only, no cornets under any circum¬ 
stances. . . .” 

The play was well received by the New York critics, but in 
one respect not wcU enough for Shaw, who wrote to Robertson 
on March 21st, 1907 : 

“. . . I am not yet sarisficd with die rccognidon of your Ctesar. 
Some of the notices have been very gorgeous; but dicy have not 
taken it .all in yet as a piece of acting. - On the stage dierc is always 
somebody who is right in front of the main body simply because 
he can do things like your Caisar; and I want to get tins well 
hammered in. 

My experience at the Court Tlicatre convinces me more and 
more that the system of producing plays for six weeks only, and 
then reviving > them agam and again later on, is in the long run 
die most ccoiromical one. Its enormous advantage is diat you 
cannot have a ikilurc, and you never kill a play. If only we could 
get bold of a si^tablc dicatrc, I should feel strongly disposed to 




THE FABIAN TRIUMVIRATE 


\Facmg page 288 






G.B.S. AT HOME AT WHITEHALL COURT 









ADVANCING CONQUEST 289* 

suggest six weeks of Ccesar in. the West End at the height of the 
summer season, and dien a descent on the provmces with it to pick 
up gold and silver; then return to London and give anotlier six 
weeks of it, followed by six weeks of Hamlet or anything else in 
your repertory. In the meantime you could feel the pulse of the 
pubhc in any new part that you were doubtful about by means of 
matinees. I forewarn you that, if you ever try this system, it will 
require a fearsome strength of mind to take off a play at the end 
of six weeks when it is filhng the house every night, and let down 
the busmess with a newer play or an older one ; but anythmg is 
better than killing a good play under you. It is hke gallopmg a 
good horse until he drops dead. ... 

At all events dont assume that I want you to produce Ccesar- 
for the run of the piece. I had far rather you played it a fortnight 
every year for the next ten years, than ran it to death for a year 
straight on end And I should hke it to be seen in the first instance 
not as a'big commercial speculation, but as a piece of the finest 
actmg coming for a moment to London because all the best things 
are supposed to come there." 

“ I hope you are not getting very'tired of the part or over¬ 
worked at it. Tell Mrs. Robertson that I am greatly shocked at 
the photographs I see of Cleopatra. She gets fatter and fatter in 
every successive one. If this goes on, the scenery wiU aU have to 
be redesigned for London with wider doors, and the pedestal of 
the Sphinx will have to be strengthened . . .” 

That autumn Robertson was back m England givmg Cxsar and^ 
Cleopatra at vanous provincial centres, and so keen to produce it 
before Christmas in London that he was considenng the possibility 
of renmig the Savoy Theatre from Vedrenne and Granvdle-Barker, 
who were havmg an anxious time diere. On November ist Shaw 
advised caution : 

“ I understand that there was some question about your taking 
the Savoy either wholly or partly off Vedrenne and Barker’s hands 
after the appointed four weeks of Ccesar and Cleopatra. As Ved¬ 
renne s friend, I urge you strongly to do "this, and impress on you 
the advantages of tins splendid west-end tlieatre with its unbroken 
tradition of success. As your fiuend, I am bound in honor to advise 
you not to touch it with a pair of tongs. Thus I have a divided 
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(duty m the matter ; and my heart is tom accordingly. But as it 
must be plam to you that if the Savoy were a silver mine, Vedrenne 
would be grappling it to him with hooks of steel instead of hawking 
it up and down the Strand, and dashing out frantically after reading 
cvcrf return to sack the second trombone and another couple of 
stage-hands, I may leave you to the guidance of your excellent 
judgment m the matter. Fortunately matters arc not quite so bad 
as Vedrenne thmks them. He has suffered so much from iritis and 
from want of a hohday that his nerves have gone to pot; and he 
was so ternfied by Barker’s expenditure on scenery that he funked 
the advertising, and The Devil’s Disciple was kept more or less of 
a family secret. Now, however, London is contemplating a poster 
with an encouragmg picture of Matheson Lang being hanged; and 
there is a sandwich man at the comer of Adam Street for my 
especial benefit. Further, the King has deigned to patronise the 
entertainment with his family and certain wandenng Royalties 
from the continent of Europe. Also, the pit, gallery, upper circle, 
and half the balcony, are sticking to us nobly : the deficiency is in 
the stalls; and the moral of that is that Vedrenne and Barker should 
perform only when parhament is sitting. That will be all right 
when you come ; but even admittmg that your arrival will com¬ 
plete the improvement that is gomg on, and fill us up to our 
.capacity, I still think that you wiU do better with one meteonc 
month in London, and then another trip round the Provinces to 
reap the harvest of its glory, than you would be holding on in 
London to either risk new plays or exploit old ones that you have 
already worked pretty hard there. In fact, if it were not for the 
fatigue and worry of the nomadic life, I should say without hesi- 
’tauon tliat your most profitable policy is to take to the Provmces 
and die a millionaire like Barry Sullivan. 

“ Charlotte saw your Ccesar in Dublin and came back in a state 
•of insanity about you.^ It is flatly impossible that any human actor 

^ Mrs Shaw saw the play and wrote to Robertson, 13th October, 1907 : 
1 ain so sorry 1 could not see you last night to tell you how profoundly I 
was atftcted by Casar. I think your performance is one of the finest things 
1 ever have seen upon the stage * I was more moved and stirred than I could 
, ^ L PO^Lle to be by words I know so well. I thank you from my 

car lor what you have''^one for my favourite among all my husband’s 
studies for, easy, as it seems to you to do when one watches tlie 
.-nni 1 hoiy much thought and study must have gone to 

•make this really noble impers^ation ” 
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could be so out-of-the-way splendid as she reports you to have 
been ; so I put the impression down, more or less, to personal 
infatuation. SriU, I have no doubt that your Caesar will be a stroke 
of work of the kind that this generation of Londoners has seen 
notliing of. Indeed, the whole difficulty is that die grand school 
has gone under so completely that the public has got rusty in its 
perception of it; and Caesar will begin by puzzlmg them. But 
after a little that will wear off; and the play wdl steadily improve 
as a property. The only thing that I am afraid of is that it wiE get 
hold of you so completely that you will be unable to do anything 
else. This terror was suggested to me on a recent visit to the Grand 
at Fulham, where I saw Ellen Terry in Captain Brasshound’s Con¬ 
version. Her whole company were blind and mad with nightly 
repetition of their wretched parts. Her bluslung young husband, 
lookmg like a Cherokee Cliieftain made up pmk as a juvenile lead, 
visibly restrained himself with the greatest difficulty from uttering 
savage yells and scalping everybody witliin his reach ; but Ellen 
herself was magnificent. She has actually become Lady Cicely. 
She no longer hampers herself as she did at the Court by trying 
to remember my lines: she simply lives through Lady Cicely’s 
adventures and says whatever comes into her head, wliich by the 
way is now much better dian what I wrote. I immediately said to 
myself, ‘ Good God ! Suppose this happens to Forbes Robertson, 
-and he becomes incapable of playing Hamlet ! ’ So be warned if 
it IS not already too late. 

“ I explained why I camiot go to'Birmingham ; but I am not 
quite sure that I should have gone anyhow. I have a sort of fancy 
for seemg you for the first time at the first performance in London. 
There was some question of my gomg down to see you with 
Barker, the idea bemg to make quite sure that you are a sufficiently 
presentable actor to be allowed to appear without some supervision 
in a theatre made classical by the illustrious traditions of Vedrenne, 
Barker, and Bernard Shaw. But I thought on the whole I would 
chance it. In fact I was consaous of a certam internal revolt agamst 
tills aspect of the matter ; and I finally told Barker that I’d be 
damned if I’d go. It then turned out that even so supenor a youth 
as Barker shared my sentiments, though he pleaded that it would 
be very hard on them if tliey had a lot of fixst-rate Court Theatre 
actors hanging about doing nothing on full salary when they 
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might be replacmg die weaker members of your crowd to advan¬ 
tage. However, even if Vedrennc does not sack them all in the 
meantime, I see no reason to suppose that your Company will not 
be a good deal better after all the practice they have had than the 
Court people would be after a few rehearsals. . . 

Cd’sar and Cleopatw appeared at the Savoy on November 25th, 
and on December rath Shaw scribbled a hne to Robertson saying 
that he had “ made a rush round last night and saw most of 
Cevsar” advismg Robertson to abohsh his free hst because dead¬ 
heads dishked good plays and good acting, critiasing- the per¬ 
formances of die rest of the cast as being m places too smg-songy, 
regretting diat busmess was not better, addmg that “ the public 
may hold back for a while, but it cannot get away from Ccesar: 
there is nothing widun two hundred miles of it on the stage at 
present,” and wishing he could snatch a clear six weeks in order to 
‘ write another solo for the same instrument.” The play, rather 
provincially cast and produced, was not a gold mine; and on 
January 3 ist, 1908, Shaw condoled with Juhus; 

“ I am ashamed to have been so much more a gainer dian you 
over Cevsar ; but I suppose there is nodimg to be done but shove 
the old Sphinx into a railway arch and wait till the clouds roll by. 
If It were a reasonably cheap play, I should say go on with it, as 
it will grow steadily if it is rubbed m ; but as it is, there are limits 
to what one can be expected to spend on educating die provmces 
So away with it, and forgive the author. He meant well. 

“ The annoying thing is that the very people who could not 
take Cd’sar m at once, and bleated worst about it, now calmly 
say what a splendid thing it was, as if they had been the first to 
recognise its merits. Well, let them do without it for a year 

or two whilst you make money out of them, and be d-d to 

them ! 

The Press, headed by Walkicy, said of Ccesar exaedy what 
they said of Anns and the Man in 1894—Offenbach and Meilhac and 
Halcvy—opera bouffc.^ Now, Arms and the Man is a masterpiece. 
In 1920 Cdsar will be\a masterpiece. Cheerful for both of us. 

Still, it was Worth doing. It put everybody else beliind you—■ 
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restored the perspective of the stage, with the character actor in 
his place in the nuddle distance, and the classic actor sunhke above 
the horizon. 

“ Business was not very heroic, certainly— hut —do you know 
what the other theatres were doing, with the bank-rate at 7 ? You 
were a most envied man. . . . 

“ If only I had time to write a play for you—^you two ; for tlie 
lady IS a regular ace of spades to a dramatist who knew how to 
play her.” 

Shaw’s prophecy was fulfilled. The play steadily grew in 
favour the more it was seen, each visit to a provincial towm resulting 
in larger audiences, and when in 1913 Forbes-Robertson gave a 
Farewell Season at Drury Lane Theatre Ccesar and Cleopatra packed 
the house. For these Farewell performances tlie first scenes of the 
first and fourth acts were omitted, the third act was restored, and 
a prologue spoken by die god Ra was specially written, concerning 
which Shaw wrote to Robertson (29th August, 1913) : 

“ Ever since your letter of die 30th July reached me, I have 
been m a condition ^f distracted imbecility which has prevented 
me from giving my mind to answenng it, diough not from worry¬ 
ing about it. I feel that diat prologue must be adapted to the 
history of the country it is spoken in. I confess I also feel diat it 
ought to be spoken by you, even at the cost of leaving Caisar to 
the call boy. When Androcles is produced on Monday, I will 
have another look at it and see what can be done . . . 

“ I should rather Idee to do a fifty mmutes sketch about Maliomct, 
with you as the Prophet. There is nodiing hke aimounchig a fare¬ 
well for bnngiiig-down a deluge of new plays upon you. My 
terror is, that when you insist on retiring, Gertrude wiU keep going 
round domg the old repertory with some quite mconceivable 
duffer in your parts. Could you not bind her over to be of good 
behaviour or somediing of that sort ? ” 

Following Robertson’s season at the Savoy business went from 
bad to worse. “ What with Barker gradually losing all desire to 
act, and Vedrcime gradually losing all desire to do anything else 
but act, die position has been becoming more and more impos- 
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sible,” complained Shaw to Lee Mathews. “ If I could only get 
V on the stage and B off it, I should amaze the world. As it is, 
after foremg Arms md the Man on by sheer despotic violence and 
tliereby staving off actual entry of brokers, I have been forced to 
let my overstrained and entangled cables go and make fast to Miss 
Homiman, if only to keep a stage for Barker if Amcnca fails him.” 
Miss Homiman was about to send Candida on tour. In November 
1908 Granville-Barker had a serious illness, and we get a snapshot 
of his parmer m a note from Shaw to Lee Mathews; “ Barker 
must already be nearly cured of homeopathy by that amazing 
diagnosis of typhoid as influenza. Anytlung more ghastly-absurd 
tlian Vedrenne m his favounte part of The Voice of Conscience, 
hurling the news at Lillah at 2 in the morning, and returnmg at 
mtervals to the telephone to wake her up and tell her that her 
place was by die bedside of her dymg husband, I defy any satirist 
to imagine. I am in a muddle of woik, and am wrecking Europe 
and America by helplessly throwing die most urgent letters about 
and forgetting them. I hardly felt the nevys about Barker—shant 
believe he’s dead until I see it. I did not even weep for die Emperor 
of Chma ” 

Havuig discovered that deadheads, however intellectual, did 
not keep the drama alive, the Vedreimc-Barker management dis¬ 
solved. Shaw always liated the practice of givmg free scats to 
people who were supposed to be walking advertisements for plays, 
and a chance visit to the Coronet Theatre, where a tounng com¬ 
pany was playing You Never Can Tell, drew a protest from Inm 
to the business manager : “ From my box it seemed that the house 
was full, but from the returns I find that it was only a third fuU. 
I iniagme from tins diat the house was what is technically known 
as ‘ papered.’ Will you please let it be understood that no person 
shall see a play of mmc unless he pays die full pnee of admission. 
If then the house is only a tlurd full, slips may be put on the posters 
stating that for a smgle seat the patron may obtain die use of three, 
on winch he may place liis stick, Ins umbrella. Ins overcoat, or 
even his feet if he feels hke it.” _ 

Whether his plays were doing well or ill, Shaw was always m 
die wildest Ingh spirits We catch sight of liim staying for week¬ 
ends at The Beede and Wedge, Moulsfoid, where he rowed on the 
nver, making rapid strokes without troubhng to feather Ins oars. 
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and^'wliere lie bathed, the water soodiiiig him and giving him the 
sensation of being in anotlier world. Sometimes he went abroad. 
In July 1908 he wrote to Forbes-Robertson from Bayreuth : “ I 
regret to inform you tliat this is my 52nd birthday, and that I 
hope.you wiU have the gentlemanly feehng NOT to congratulate 
me on tliat melancholy fact. An Amencan (young—^too young 
to understand) has sent me a pearl scarf-pin in honor of the date. 
I never wear scarf-pins. Should you at any nme require a pearl 
scarf-pin, second-hand, at a reasonable price, you may depend on 
my best attention. It is a sort of dung Macbeth would have worn. 
. . . The mob here is insufferable, and the whole dung, ffom the 
Wagnenan point of view, a huge irony. My wife desires to be 
remembered to you ; and I desire to be remembered to your 
wife.” 

Two summers running the Shaws spent at Mevagissey. Robert 
Loraine stayed there with them in 1907. They drove about in 
his htde Maxwell car, Shaw taking innumerable snapshots and 
behaving like a hght-heartcd schoolboy. The following summer 
Loraine put in a week or tv'o with them at Llanbedr m Wales 
There were long tramps m the lulls, Shaw talkuig nineteen to the 
dozen. They rose early, Shaw gomg for a walk before breakfast, 
and retired early, seldom later than 10 p.m. After 7 o’clock dinner 
they went to die sittmg-room, where Mrs. Shaw read philosophy, 
Shaw sat in a comer leading or writing, and Loraine occupied 
himself widi a book. They bathed regularly at 10.30 a.m Shaw 
told me what happened to them one rough morning : “ I was 
bathing with Robert Loraine at Llanbedr m north Wales when the 
flood tide turned and we were swept out to sea and had five or 
ten minutes of certainty that we were for it. I swam until I W2^ 
exliausted My last kick struck a stone. Instead of sa}dng Thank 
God, I said Damn ! Then we found ourselves standing up to our 
knees m water on solid ground. I concluded that it was a sand¬ 
bank ; but the natives told me diat it was an old abandoned cause¬ 
way. To America probably. I knew it was no use swim min g 
against the current and so had my mmd qiute free for the appro¬ 
priate reflections. After dismissing the possibility of a rescue ffom 
the shore (a quite cool calculation) I thought of two tilings only, 
(r) That m my will I had made no provision for agreements with 
my translators (2) That my wife would wonder why I was not 
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back for luncb.” 'Wben they were safely on land Shaw remarked 
“ That was a near tiling,” and went off to fetch his sandshoes. 

The plays he wrote in the years 1907-11 were not of much 
account. Getting Married, produced at the Haymarkct Theatre in 
1908, and Misalliance, at tlic Duke of York’s Theatre m 1910, were 
daring experiments in die Aristotelian uiuries, winch Shaw always 
defended as of cardinal importance. Both were exceptionally long 
plays—an hour over the usual three-act length ; and bodi were in 
a smgle act with unity of tune and place unbroken. The curtain 
had to descend twice for the convenience of the audience ; but 
when it rose again die characters were just where they were when 
it fell, and their discourse continued as if there had been no inter-. 
ruprion. Neither play had anything even remotely resembling a 
plot: they simply showed a day in a bishop’s palace and a day 
at a Surrey villa. The savuig in scenery and dresses' pleased the 
management; but the cntics complained that the plays were not 
plays but long talks, upon winch Shaw challenged them to name 
any play that was not a long talk, and asked whether they had 
expected a ballet. He provoked them by such booby traps as - 
announcing them as discussions, conversadons and die like, instead 
of as classical comedies depending on contrasts and conflicts of 
character and brainy dialogue. 

Getting Married was a success on the modest highbrow scale at 
the Haymarket Theatre, where it ousted an old-fashioned play by 
Sydney Grundy. The critics mosdy fell into die booby trap ; but 
the umties tnumphed. There can be no doubt that in his return 
to them Shaw was influenced by Gilbert Murray’s translations of 
the plays of Eunpides, which had been a feature—the noblest 
feature, said Shaw—at the Court Theatre under the Vedreiine- 
Barker ^anagement. 

Misalliance was not so fortunate Charles Frohman, an American 
manager Vho ran die Duke of York’s Theatre in London, was 
tempted b-^arne and Barker to turn it into a large scale Repertory 
Theatre H^feU, and wiuiessed with growing amazement such 
plays as Barl^r’s The Madras House, Galsworthy’s Justice, Shaw’s 
Misalliance, an\l a tnple bill comprising playlets by Barrie, Pinero, 
and Shaw, whose contribution was Overruled. The stupefaction 
■mth which Frohman sat tlirough these plays, the hke of winch , 
ne had neither s^n nor dreamt of, was surpassed by his horror 
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wlien lie studied the box-office returns ; and although he ivas 
assured that houses averaging jOi 20 were unbelievably good for 
highbrow' drama, he preferred the class of business in winch he 
could believe, bade Barker a firm farewell, and did his best to 
erase the word “ Repertory ” from Ins memory. Misalliance 
vanished after three performances. 

Shaw then relapsed into crude melodrama with Tlie Shewing~Up 
oj Blanco Posnet, which, completed in March 1909 for a projected 
benefit performance in aid of a Children chanty at His Majesty’s 
Theatre, terrified Beerbohm Tree even more than Misalliance had 
teriified Frohman, though the part of Blanco, written for Tree, 
would have fitted him like a glove. He was rescued by die Lord 
Chamberkin, who refused to hcense it, taking it to be blasphemous. 
Really it was, as Shaw claimed, a religious tract. It was produced 
by Lady Gregory at the Abbey Theatre, Dublin, in the teeth of 
official opposition, during Florse Show Week, August 1909. Shaw 
sent Tolstoy a copy of the play with a letter in wlnckhc said that 
“ To me God does hot yet exist; but there is a creative force con¬ 
stantly strugglmg to evolve an executive organ of godlike know¬ 
ledge and power : that is, to achieve omnipotence and omniscience; 
and every man and woman bom is a fresh attempt to achieve diis 
object. ... We are here to help God, to do his work, to remedy 
liis old errors, to strive towards Godhead ourselves.” Tolstoy had 
complained that in Man and Superman Shaw had not been serious 
enough, tliat he had made people kugh in liis most earnest 
moments. “ But why should I not ? ” Shaw rejomed innocently. 
“ Why should humor and laughter be excommunicated ? Suppose 
the world were only one of God’s jokes, would you work any the 
f less to make it a good joke mstead of a bad one ? ” Tolstoy received 
“a painful impression” from dns. Apparently he could not sec 
himself as part of a joke, cither good or bad ; winch was a pity. 

Just after finishmg Blanco Posnet Shaw and Ins wife went motor¬ 
ing tlirough Algeria, and while there he wrote a topical skit called 
Press Cuttings Tins too was censored ; but the suffragettes achieved 
.a production by the tnck of forming a club and giving ” private ” 
performances, memberslnp carrjmig tickets with it. 

That same year die Lord Chamberlain prevented the public 
performance of Maeterlinck’s Monna Vanita, because die leading 
lady repeatedly direatened to undress on the stage. Immediately 
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such a clamour rose from the nudists tliat parliament appointed a 
committee to go into the question of the ccnsorslup Shaw pre¬ 
pared a long pamphlet, which paralysed the committee, and gave 
evidence, which floored them. For us the interesting thing m his 
evidence is the revelation of his legal frame of mind. A single 
instance will suffice Having asserted that “ a very large percentage 
of the performances which take place at present on the English 
stage mider the censorship licence have for their object the stimu¬ 
lation of sexual desire,” and having corrected the chairman’s phrase 
“ sexual immorality ” to ” sexual vice,” he was asked by the 
chairman : 

“ I gatlier that while you tliink that the theatre should be un¬ 
controlled in relation to religious representations and political 
representations, there should be power of prosecution if incite¬ 
ments to sexual vice take place on the stage . . . ? ” 

“ No,” he answered, I could not admit that, because if you 
prosecute for mcentives to sexual vice you immediately make it 
possible to prosecute a manager ‘because die prmcipal actress has 
put on a pretty hat or is a pretty woman. I strongly protest against 
anydimg that is not quite defimte. You may make any law you 
like defunng what is an mcentive to sexual vice, but to lay down 
a general law of that kind with regard to unspecified incentives to 
sexual vice is going too far, when the mere fact of a woman 
waslnng her face and putting on decent clothes, or anything of the 
kind, may possibly cause somebody in the street who passes to 
admire her and to say, ‘ I have been incited to sexual vice.’ These 
generalisations are too dangerous. 1 do not think tliat any lawyer 
should tolerate them.” 

He summed up liis personal grievances in the statement that die 
censor had “ absolutely at his disposal my livelihood and my good 
name without any law to administer behind him. That, it appears 
to me, is a control past the very last pitch of despotism.” But other 
despots afforded him some consolation : ” In Germany and Austria 
I had no difficulty; the system of publicly aided theatres dicre, 
Couit and Mumcipal, kept drama of the kind I dealt m alive ; so 
that I was indebted to the Emperor of Austria for magnificent 
productions of my works at a time when the sole official attention 
paid me by the British Court was the .announcement to the English- 
speaking world diat certain plays of mmc were unfit for public 
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performance, a substantial set-off against this being that the British 
" Court, in the course of its private play-gomg, paid no regard to the 
bad character given me by the cluef officer of its household.” 

Shaw wrote a number of one-act plays in addition to diose 
already mentioned during the period under review. Mostly written 
for some occasion or some actor, they display his generosity, not 
Ins gemus, and are hardly worth mcntiomng. Great Catherine and 
The Dark Lady of the Sonnets being the pick of die bunch. The 
lattei was written m response to an appeal for a national theatre 
by a committee of wealthy and eminent people, inspired thereto 
by die forthcoming tercentenar)'^ of Shakespeare’s death “ After 
some years of effort,” reported Shaw, ” the result was a single' 
handsome subsenpnon from a German gendeman. Like the 
celebrated swearer in the anecdote when the cart containing 
all Ins household goods lost its tailboard at die top of the hill and 
let its contents roll in rum to the bottom, I can only say, *I 
cannot do justice to this situation,’ and let it pass without another 
word ” 

In Fanny s First Play (1911) he ridiculed the dramatic cntics 
who had steadily refused to accept his plays as “ plays ” in their 
sense of the word, an attitude he should have regarded as a com¬ 
pliment “ I have not put my name to it,” he said when handmg 
it to LiUah McCarthy, and he urged her to “ do everythmg to 
suggest the play is by Barrie. . . . You can say with a good con¬ 
science that the author’s name begins with a capital B.” It was a 
pot-boilcr, and it kept the pot Ijoding, having a record rmi (for 
Shaw) of over 600 consecutive performances. It was not a big 
money-maker, its long run being due to a reasonably low-salaried 
cast and a small low-rented theatre. He did not like to be told 
that It was beneath liis gemus. The first letter I ever received from 
liimhvas in answer to a strmg of questions, one of winch implied 
tliat Fanny s First Play was not up to scratch ; 

“ If you wont read my works by degrees, you must at least ask 
questions about them by degrees. How can I answer for my whole 
life to you betv^een one bit of crowded work and another ? You 
are worse than the Recording Angel 

“ Hastily, I have said a good deal about judges and the crinunal 
law in the couise of my writings ; and I do not know that I have 
anything to add. I wish I had taken law up as a profession, as it is 
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a subject tliat interests me very strongly ; but it is too late now, 
and I have said my say as to the general'human aspect of it. 

“ I do not waste my time writing pot-boilers: the pot must be 
boiled, and even my pot on feu has some chunks of fresh meat in it. 

“ The Golden Treasury is no doubt needed, but I have to take 
my woik as it comes. Other people must do the same. There is no 
royal road to Shaviamsm. My wife has made a book of ‘ selected 
passages ’—but it is no use. The mess of plays, prefaces, tracts and 
articles from winch my philosophy has to be extracted is not only 
the form imposed by circumstances, but the only form in which 
it can be properly assimilated. I have no time to boil myself down ; 
and anyhow I could not do so and preserve all the necessary nutri¬ 
ment and die flavoring on which the digestibihty depends.” 

Shaw soon made up for all his polemics, pot-boilers and pieces 
d'occasion with a masterpiece, Androcoks and The Lion, produced by 
Granville-Barker and financially backed by Lord Howard de 
Walden, at the St. James’s Theatre on September ist, 1913. Agree¬ 
ing with Max Beerbohm’s view that Pefei Pan was an artificial 
freak which missed its mark completely,* and was foisted on clnl- 
dren by the grown-ups, Shaw confessed, “ I wrote Androcles and 
The Lion pardy to show Barrie how a play for clnldrcli should be 
handled ” Doubdess the clnldren would have thorouglily enjoyed 
It, but unfortunately the grown-ups, never having given Cliristiamty 
a thought, considered die play blasphemous, and mstead of foistmg 
it on their offspring forbade diem to see it. 


In many of Ins dramatic discussions I had received the impression 
that Shaw wrote the dialogue without worrying about who would 
speak It and then fitted it to the chaiacters, so I asked him if this 
were the ca^ “ Certainly not,” he rephed ; “ My dialogue and 
characters arAabsolutely inextncable, each beuig of the essence of 
the other. I wMe the dialogue first, leaving die mechanical business 
of die stage forVhe revision ; but I usually find that'I have sub¬ 
consciously seenNOTerything theatrically from the stait.” With 
Androcles there couM never have been much doubt; die characters, 
being rehgious typ^, are more clearly differentiated and more 
vividly conceived dim m any odier of his, plays. The Emperor, 
too, is perfeedy done, Ts|ie reason bemg diat he is riglidy drawn as 
a sdf-consaous type. Aff Shaw’s best characters, as I have said, 
express rehgious emotioi^ in one form or anodier; Ins other 
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characters are self-conscious, or at least Shaw-conscious : that is, 
they say the sort of thing and stiikc the sort of attitude expected 
of them, conscious that it is funny, or profound, or stupid, or 
what-not. Thus, apart from the rehgious, the oidy kmd of char¬ 
acter of which he can give a convincing portrayal is the purely self- 
consaous type, the polished, urbane, witty, intelhgent, master-of- 
himself, Shavian aristocrat, such as the Emperor in Ajidrocles, 
General Burgoyne in The Devil’s Disciple, and Charles II, all of 
whom are the creatures of Shaw’s intellect, just as his rehgious 
characters are die creatures of his soul. 

I first set eyes on Shaw at a rehearsal of Andrades and The Lion. 
Havmg gone on the stage in 1911 and spent a year or so with Tree 
at His Majesty’s Theatre, my next engagement was with GranviUc- 
Barker, who cast me for the part of MeteHus in Andrades, probably 
the only character m all Shaw’s plays who could trudifully be 
described by the author as “ not a talker.” Barker drilled us 
through August and Shaw entered like an avalanche when we 
were all standing about in our costumes and make-up before the 
curtain went up on die final dress rehearsal. At its conclusion he 
reappeared and began to go through the notes he had made, 
upsetting Barker’s instructions in a manner that can only be des¬ 
cribed as outrageously Hght-hearted. To give an example from 
my own part: at one point in die last act I had to check Lavinia, 
who was addressing the Emperor in a presumptuous maimer. 
Barker had told me to do it with a kind of scandahsed dignity. But 
Shaw said, “ Good graaous! you mustn’t behave like an ofended 
patrician. You must treat her as one who has committed sacnlege. 
Jump at her ! Fling yourself between ,diem 1 Shut her mouth ! 
Aassault her ! ” hi the course of four hours Shaw transformed the 
play from a comedy mto an extravaganza. He danced about the 
stage, spoutmg bits from all parts with folded arms, turned our 
senous remarks into amusing quips and our fuimiments mto 
tragedies, always exaggeratmg so as to prevent our imitatmg him, 
and making us all feel we were acting in a charade. Mcanwlule, 
Barker had retired from tlie contest and was looking on at tlie 
destruction of his month’s work with a face that registered amuse¬ 
ment and annoyance in about equal degree. Yet, though Shaw got 
every ounce of fun out of the acting, he did it witli tlie somd 
Shakespearean object of putting every ounce of emotion into the 
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play : by contrast with the comedy, the tragedy was all the more 
gnm. “ Be ver^^ careful not to start pubhc opmion on the notion 
that Androcles is one of my larks,” he warned Percy Burton, who 
was arranging for the Amencan production : “ It will fail unless 
it IS presented as a great rehgious drama—^with leomne rehef.” 
inadentaliy he visited the London Zoo with the actor who played 
tlic lion and wanted to study the movements oflions before getting 
to work on his very unleonine part. There was no hon in the least 
like the fnend of Androcles ; but Shaw was dehghted to be allowed 
to handle a magmficent mancicss hon and to pet a cheetah. 

The generation that had been nurtured on The Si£n oj the Cross 
and other pscudo-rchgious dramas could see nothing but irreligious 
tomfoolery in Androcles, and tlie imbecility of die pre-Shaw drama¬ 
tic critics almost made the author lose his temper. “ Have you seen 
to-night’s Pall Mall Gazette ? ” he asked LiUah McCarthy “ I see 
no prospect of anyone (except myself) kicking the Bnush Public 
into good manners. I shaD peg away until the theatre is as silent 
as the grave.” The programme (two plays) did not draw its exces¬ 
sive expenses long ; and after eight weeks of the overloaded double 
bill Barker revived in rapid succession plays by Moherc, Ibsen, 
Maeterlinck, Galsworthy, Masefield and Shaw, whose Doctors 
Dilemma was the success of die repertory and encouraged Barker 
to transfer the company to the Savoy when liis tenancy of the 
St James’s ran out. Shaw shared the rehearsing of his own work 
widi Barker , but from a card to Sutro on December 3rd we may 
guess that this method of throwing on plays at a moment’s notice 
did not appeal to him : " I shall have to dash m -and out again, 
as 1 he Doctor^ Dilemma, down for production on Saturday, is not 
within three weeks of being decently ready ; but I will appear. 
Have some cheese-sandwiches and a lettuce for me. That, and a 
bottle of ginger beer, is all I need. I am gettmg too old for hot 
lunches • they dissolve the soul within me ” 

From highbrow drama drawing jOSoo a week at best Shaw now 
suddenly jumped to a huge box-office success at the largest fashion¬ 
able theatre in die west end witli the arch enchantress Mrs. Patnek 
Campbell in the leading part Pygmalion was produced at His 
Majesty s on Apiil nth, 1914 Back in the early nmeties she had 
capuvated lum by her piano playing m The Second Mrs Tanqiteray, 
and when she became Forbes-Robertson sJeading lady he began to 
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rave about her physical dexterity, declaring, to her great indigna¬ 
tion, not that she was a great actress, but that she could tliread a 
needle with her toes. In February ’97 we find Ellen Terry reproving 
him : “ So now you love Mrs. Pat Cat ^ ” And in September of 
the same year, after seeing Robertson’s Hamlet and Mrs Campbell’s 
Ophelia, he got the first idea for Pygmalion, some fifteen years 
before he wrote it: “ Ccesar and Cleopatra has been driven clean 
out of my head by a play I want to write for them, in which he 
shall be a west-end gentleman and she an'east-end dona m an apron 
and three orange and red ostnch feathers.” Already he was thinking 
of her as “ that rapscalhonly flower girl.” The years went by and 
one evening he dropped in to see Bella Donna at the St. James’s 
Theatre George Alexander sent for him between the acts. “ Why 
don’t you write,a play for us?” asked the actor-manager. Shaw 
went away and wrote Pygmalion. Having finished it, he read it to 
Alexander, who said “ That play is a cert, a dead cert. Now listen 
to me I will get you any actress you like to name for the flower 
girl. I will pay any salary she asks. You can settle your own terms. 
But go on for another play with Mrs -Campbell I will not I’d 
rather die.” But Shaw had already promised the part to that lady, 
for whom he had written it. 

” It IS almost as wonderful a fit as Brassbound; for I am a 
good ladies’ tailor, whatever my shortcomings may be,” he 
informed Ellen Terry. 

But there was danger ahead No leading lady, least of all such 
a splendid person as Mrs Campbell, would “ see herself” as a 
vulgar, dirty flower girl, usmg awful language, wearing an apron 
_and three ostrich feathers, having her hat put in the oven to kill 
the livestock, and bemg removed from the stage for a good scrub¬ 
bing. Shaw funked the ordeal: he simply dared not offer it to 
her as a part that would fit her like a glove So he asked his friend 
Edidi Lyttelton if he might come and read the play to her, and if 
she would arrange for Mrs. Campbell to drop m for tea the same 
day Accordmgly Mrs- Campbell dropped m ” recking from Bella 
Donna,’’ quite innocent of the plot, and keen to enjoy her favounte 
sport of disconcerting and hunnhating authors and actors and con¬ 
ceited persons generally. Tea over, the reading began. Shaw 
described to me what followed. All went well unul he came to 
the first “ Ah-ah-ah-oh-oh-oh-00 ! ” of the Flower Girl. Mrs. 
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Campbell, not yet dreammg that tlie guttersnipe girl was the 
leading part, saw her chance and took it. “ Oh, please, Mr. Shaw, 
please ' Not that unpleasant noise: it’s not nice ” Unmoved, Shaw 
continued rcadmg, and presently he repeated the cry more caco- 
phonously. Agam she broke m, “ No, no, no, really, Mr. Shaw, 
you musm’t make that liornblc sound. It’s vulgar.” Agam Shaw 
took no notice. Again he repeated the “ Aaaaaaaaaaaali-oh-ooh !!! ” 
worse than ever. A frightful suspicion darted into her quick mind. 
Could tins possibly be her part ? She knew she could do it. Shaw 
was capable of anytliuig. She dropped her foohng at once, and 
began to listen attentively. The rcadmg went on in dead silence ; 
after winch she was no longer the suburban persifleuse, but the 
noble and beautiful Italian patncian (she was a hybrid of the two) 
thanking him with mcomparable dignity for the honour he had 
done her 111 reading his wonderful play to her and selecting her 
for the leadmg part. 

It was agreed that he should call on her to talk things over. 
Before entering the room in which she received him he felt calm, 
business-like, hard as nails, insolently confident of his superionty 
“ to a dozen such Delilahs.” But nobody could resist Mrs. Camp¬ 
bell when she went all out for capture. To his astonishment he 
piesently fotmd himself head over ears m love with her, ” and 
dreamed and dreamed and walked on air all that afternoon and 
die next day as if my next birthday were my twentieth.” Busmess 
was banished from his mmd : “ I could think of nothing but a 
thousand scenes of which she was the heromc and I the hero. And 
I am on the verge of 56. There never has been anything so ridi¬ 
culous, or so delightful, m the history of the world. On Friday 
we were together for an hour ; we visited a lord ; we drove in 
a taxi; we sat on a sofa m Kensington Square ; and my years fell 
from me hke a garment I was in love for nearly 35 hours ; and 
for that be all he^ sms forgiven her ! ” 

In a few days husmess reasserted itself She wanted to do the 
play under her own management and collar the proceeds. Who 
was to play the le^mg male part ? “ She proposed all sorts of 
impossible people. iXproposed Lorame. She would not hear of 
liim. I pressed my chbice. She said awful tlimgs about Inm. I 
repeated them to lum. He said unpardonable tilings about her. I 
repeated them to her. Thik sort of Shavian horse-play starded her : 
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she said I was a mischief-maker. I made some more ; and fmally 
they had to assure one another of their undying esteem and admira¬ 
tion, winch was what I wanted.” But Loraine had to fulfil a 
contract in Amenca first, and the busmess-talks ended m rows. 
“ she said that she would never, never, never play Liza,” and 
dashed off to Aix-les-Bains for" a holiday. AU this was in July- 
August 1912, while arrangements were bemg made for the play 
to be done in Berlin and Vienna, in both of which it was seen ui 
the autumn of 1913, before the London production 

Shaw could lose his heart easily enough : after aU it was in 
him only a rudimentary survival from earher stages of evolution ; 
but he could not lose his head. He knew quite well that domestic 
life with Mrs. Campbell would be impossible Also it was under¬ 
stood between them that she had made up her mind to marry a 
fnend of his who was equally enslaved, and whose name would 
give her an unchallengeable standmg in London society Here is 
his own account of their relaaons : “ For some years before the 
war I was on much the same intimate terms wnth Mrs. Campbell 
as King Magnus with Orinthia in The Apple Cart. Yet I was as 
faithful a husband as Kmg Magnus ; and his phrase, ‘ our strangely 
innocent reUtions ’ is true.” As Gregory says in Overruled: We 
court the danger ; but the real delight is in escaping, after all.” 
There is a cunous prevision of Shaw’s relationship with Mrs. 
Campbell m Misalliance, when Tarleton says to Lina, “ You touch 
chords. You appeal to the poetry in a man You mspire him. 
... I want to make a fool of myself About you Will you let 
me ? ” Lma asks : “ The lady 'here is your wife, isn’t she ? Dont 
you care for her ? ” Tarleton replies: ” Yes And mmd ! she 
comes first always. I reserve her dignity even when I sacrifice my 
own. Youll respect that pomt of honor, wont you ? ” Lina won¬ 
ders : “ Only a point of honor ? ” Tarleton impulsively rejoins ; 
“ No, by God ! a pomt of affection as well ” We may therefore 
read without surprise Mrs. Campbell’s statement that Shaw’s “ very 
well-regulated house came before everything. Whatever might 
betide Charlotte (Mrs. Shaw) must not be kept waiting ten 
mmutes ” No doubt too, Mrs. Campbell, Uke Ormthia m the 
play, sometimes lost patience with what she called his “ mflexible 
domestiaty,” and did her best to make him late for his lunch of 
apples with Charlotte. 
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“ Unlike die general reader,” Shaw had written years before, 
when he was criticising music, “ I have been in love, like Beethoven, 
and have written idiotic love-letters, many of which, I regret to 
say, have not been returned ; so that instead of turning up among 
my papers after my death, they will probably be published by 
mconsiderate admirers dunng my lifetime, to my utter confusion. 
My one comfort is, that whatever they may contam—and no man 
IS more oblivious of their concents that I am—they cannot be 
more fatuous than Beethoven’s” His prophecy was in due time 
fulfilled, but the suspicion that it might be did not deter him 
from pl>ung his new and “ glorious white marble lady ” with 
idiotic love-letters. 

Years later, when Ins correspondence with Ellen Terry had an 
enormous success, Mrs. Campbell wanted to repeat and eclipse it 
w ith a publication of his letters to her ; but he was adamant m his 
refusal to allow this. It would be time enough, he said, when the 
copyright would expire fifty years after his death. Then Mrs'. 
Shaw could no longer be annoyed by misunderstandmgs. 

When Mrs. Campbell was duly married again, she wrote her 
own memoirs, and promised the publisher such an incomparable 
collection of love letters—from a well-known duke, from a famous 
painter with illustrations, from James Barrie, from Shaw and hosts 
of others whom she had enchanted—that he advanced jQzooo on 
it But she had reckoned without the Copynght Act. The execu¬ 
tors of the letter-writers absolutely refused to authorise sucli an 
exhibition of infatuation ; and Mrs. Campbell was left in debt to 
the publisher with nobody to extricate her but Shaw and Barrie. 
They had to allow her a few edited samples and thus save the 
situation for her\ 

She would nbol^et Shaw see the book in manuscript lest it should 
be said that he haA helped her to write it; and she did not send 
him a copy. Long mter it was forgotten he came across a copy in 
New Zealand, and read it there for the first nme. Without the 
lady itself it was nothing, said he. 

She called him Joey\^ the name of the pantomime clown ; and 
he clowned away to liis'isoul’s content, revealing his nature as he 
turned intellectual somer^ults. He told her that his shyness, his 
cowardice, his lack of self-rbspect, had been beyond behef; and he 
explamed why Enghshwomen were terrors to young Irishnien: 
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“ If you pay an Irishwoman a gallant compliment, she grins and 
says, ‘Arra, g’ long with you.* An Englishwoman turns deadly 
pale and says m a strangled voice, ‘ I hope you meant what you 
have just said ’ And it is devihsh difficult to explam that you 
didnt.” Lest she should mistake his own feehngs, he explamed 
them carefully : “ There are such wonderful sorts of relations, .and 
close togethernesses, and babes-m-the-woodinesses, besides being in 
love, which, as you point out, my diet and feeble nature forbid. I - 
may have moments of bemg in love, but you must overlook them.” 

Meanwhile, Pygmalion was bemg held up by Mrs. Campbell’s 
Orinthian moods Tree came after the play, possibly havmg heard 
somethmg of it from Alexander ; but Mrs. Campbell at once gave 
Shaw to understand that Tree had treated her so unpn^donably 
durmg her last engagement at his theatre that his name must never 
be mentioned in her presence. Curzon, of the Prince of Wales’s, 
came forward with a most courteous and generous offer of his 
theatre, which he placed entirely at their disposal for the run of the 
piece. Mrs. Campbell thereupon held Curzon on the telephone for 
twenty mmutes explainmg to him that he was not a gentleman, 
and had mterfcred impertmendy widi her private business Shaw, 
always too busy to have time for producmg a play, and mterested 
in his next play but never in his last one, took no further trouble ; 
and the play might have remamed on die shelf but for Mrs. 
Campbell’s creditors, who finally became so pressmg diat she had 
to come to Shaw and ask ” What about Tree ? ” 

Shaw then mquired about the unpardonable quarrel and found 
that It was a storm in a teacup ; and the play was announced for 
production at His Majesty’s. For years Shaw and Tree had been 
pleasandy acquamted.^ Like all the theatncal celebnocs of that 
generation. Tree could not accept Shaw as a normal and proper 
playwnght, but had been slowly and reluctantly forced by the 
facts to admit that he could somehow deliver the goods, if only 
as a sort of Pimch and Judy operator, and could write devilishly 
effective actor’s parts. 

* Shaw had been present as a dramatic critic at the opening of Tree’s 
new theatre, Her Majesty’s, in Jubilee Year, 1897, and had described Tree’s 
speech on that occasion . “ Mr. Tree told us tliat he would never disgrace 
the name the theatre bore ; and his air as he spoke was that of a man who, 
on the bnnk of forgery, arson, and bigamy, was saved by the feelmg that the 
owner of Her Majesty’s Theatre must not do such things ” 
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The rehearsals were terrible. A set of photographs of Shaw, 
taken immediately after, were suppressed by him because he 
“ looked like an old dog who had been in a figlit and got the worst 
of It.” Tice, scatter-brained and with no rehearsal method and 
consequently no rehearsal etiquette, was repeatedly guilty of quite 
mnntcndcd but very trying breaches of it. In the middle of a scene 
somebody would tell him that a visitor had called, ivhcrcupon he 
would walk off and leave tlic company to await his return for 
minutes or hours, as the ease might be. When on his return he 
found that Shaw had proceeded witli his understudy, he was deeply 
hurt, and uisistcd on going back to where he had left off. Shaw 
did not contest die point, but made it clear by his manner diat the 
inadent vvas not correct; and Tree at last took some pains not to 
offend agam. But what could not be cured was that neither Tree 
nor Mis Campbell had the stage technique tliat Shaw had learnt 
from Barry Sullivan, SaKuni, Coquehn and Ikistori. Bodi had 
extraordmaiq' personalities which dicy had learnt how to exploit 
effectively ; but they did not know the A B C of dieir profession: 
they only knew die X Y Z. Mrs. Campbell did not know liow to 
use die front of die stage, at which Shaw was an adept. She wanted 
too much hmelight on her face, not kiiowmg that she was making 
it look, as Shaw said, like a dinner plate widi two prunes on it 
instead of die beautifully modelled head it actually was. Both of 
diem regarded Shaw as au eccentric outsider who knew nodiing 
about the stage. One day, when the tlircc were luncliing together 
at the Automobile Club, Shaw asked them whether they had 
noticed that though they had all direc nsen to the top of die tree in 
dieir professions they were all treating one anodicr as beginners 
who had to be taught cverydung. 

The worst of it was diat Tree was entirely sincere in his efforts 
to do the very best for die play, conccisong it to be liis business to 
turn It into an effective entertainment. The notion that the audior 
had done this beforehand, and diat all that remained for him to do 
was to embody his part exaedy as he found it, never entered his 
head ; and it puzzled liim diat he could dunk of nothuig better 
tiian he found cut and dned for him in Py^iuolioth and that Shaw, 
with his platform technique, could build up speeches by tricks that 
^were beyond the comp^ of his voice. Shaw said to liim at last, 

We have mistaken our ^professlons. You should have been an 
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author and I an actor.” Tree, who could write quite cleverly, 
was flattered. 

Some of Tree’s defects were useful on the stage. He was so 
completely preoccupied with himself that he was always surprised 
when any one else spoke; and diis dehghted Shaw, one of whose 
hardest tasks as a producer was to induce liis actors to speak as if 
they had never heard their cues before instead of betraying die fact 
that they knew all about it beforehand. 

Of tins peculiarity of Tree’s, ^and of die conditions that usually 
prevailed durmg rehearsals at His Majesty’s Theatre, Shaw wrote : 

“ Tree always seemed to have heard the lines of the other per¬ 
formers for the first time, and even to be a httle taken aback by 
them. Let me give an extreme instance of this. In Pygmalion the 
heroine, in a rage, throws the hero’s slippers in his face. When 
we rehearsed diis for die first time, I had taken care to have a very 
soft pair of velvet shppers provided; for I knew that Mrs. Patnck 
Campbell was very dexterous, very strong, and a dead shot. And, 
sure enough, when we reached this passage. Tree got die shppers 
well and truly delivered with unerring aim bang in his face. The 
effect was appalling. He had totally forgotten Aat there was any 
such incident in the play ; and it seemed to liim that Mrs. Campbell, 
suddenly giving way to an impulse of diabolical wrath and hatred, 
had committed an unprovoked and brutal assault on him. The 
physical impact was nodnng ; but the woimd to his feelings was 
ternble. He collapsed in tears on the nearest chair, and left me 
staring m amazement, wlnlst the entire personnel of the theatre 
crowded sohcitously round him, explainmg that the mcident was 
part of the play, and even exhibiting the prompt-book to prove 
their words. But his moral was so shattered that it took qmte a 
long tune, and a good deal of rallying and coaxing from Mrs. 
Campbell, before he was in a condition to resume the rehearsal. 
The worst of it was that as it was quite evident that he would be 
just as surprised and wounded every time, Mrs. Campbell took care 
that the slippers should never hit him again, and the incident was 
consequendy one of the least convmcing in the performance. ... 

“ Tree was always attended in the dieatre by a retinue of persons 
with no defined business there, who were yet on the salary hst. 
There was one capable gendeman who could get things done; and 
I decided to treat liim as the stage manager; but until I saw his 
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name m the bill under that heading I never felt sure that he was 
not some casual acquamtance whom Tree had met in the club or 
in the street and invited to come in and make himself at home. 
Tree did not know what a stage manager was, just as he did not 
know what an authoi was. He had not even made up his mind any 
too defimtely what an actor was. One moment he would surprise 
and dchglit his courtieis (for that is the nearest word I can find 
for his staff and entourage) by some stroke of kindness and friend¬ 
liness The next he would commit some appalling breach of 
etiquette by utterly ignonng their functions and privileges, when 
they had any It was aimable and modest in him not to know his 
own place, since it was the highest in the theatre, but it was exas- 
peratmg in_him not to know anyone else’s. I very soon gave up 
all expectation of being treated otherwise than as a friend who had 
dropped in; so, fmduig myself as free to mterfere in the pro¬ 
ceedings as anyone else who dropped m would apparently have 
been, I mterfered not only m my proper department, but in every 
other as well; and nobody gamsaid me. One day I interfered to 
such an extent that Tree was moved to a mildly sarcastic remon¬ 
strance ‘ I seem to have heard or read somewhere,’ he said, ‘ that 
plays have actually been produced, and performances given, in this 
theatre, under its present management, before you came. According 
to you that couldnt have happened. How do you account for 
It? ’ ‘I cant account for it,’ I rephed with the blunt good faith of 
a desperate man. ‘ I suppose you put a notice in the papers that a 
performance will take place at half-past eight, and take tlie money 
at die doors. Then you have to do the play somehow There is 
no other way of accounting for It.’ On two sudi occasions it 
seemed so brutal to worry him, and so hopeless to advance matters 
beyond the prclimmary arrangement of the stage business (which 
I had already done), that I told him quite cordially to put the play 
through m his own way, and shook the dust of die theatre from 
my feet On both occasions I had to yield to urgent appeals from 
odier members or\die cast to return and extneate diem from a 
hopeless mess; and-on bodi occasions Tree took leave,of me as if 
It had been very kind of me to look in as I was passmg to sec his 
rehearsals, and received ^me on my return as if it were sttll more 
friendly of me to come'back and see how he was getmig on. I 
tried once or twice to believe that he was only pulhng my leg; 
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but that was incredible ; his sincerity and insensibility were only 
too obvious. Finally, I had to fight my way through to a sort of 
producaon in the face of an unresistmg, amusmg, fhendly, but 
iieart-breakmgly obstructive pnnapal” 

From time to time the confusion was reheved by bouts of 
repartee between three people. “ Shall we.give Shaw a beefsteak 
and put some red blood into Inm ? ” asked Tree one day. “ For 
heaven’s sake don’t,” Mrs. Campbell chipped in, “ he’s bad enough 
as It is: but if you give him meat no woman in London will be 
safe.” 

Tree wanted to play the dustman, but yielded to Shaw’s 
reminder that he must not play a secondary part m Ins own theatre. 
He.had never met or heard of such a person as a professor of 
phonetics (liis ow diction was, as Shaw put it, “ the same as all 
the rest of Inm, like notlnng on earth ”) and could not conceive a 
hero who was not a Romeo. He set to work to make the brusque 
professor sympathetic.in the character of a lover ; but Shaw had 
given Inm no opportunities for that; and he was quite baffled 
until he ht on the unliappy thought of tinrowing flowers to Eliza 
m the very bnef mterval between the end of the play and die fall 
of the curtain. 

Mrs. Campbell, preoccupied just dien with her matnmonial 
scheme', would not get to work. She came to the theatre and 
repeated her lines lisdessly and only half-audibly. When Shaw sent 
her a note she returned it unopened, and reduced Inm to enclosing 
a further communication m a typewritten tradesman’s envelope. 
When the rest of die play was ready, and the date of production 
threateningly close at hand, she had hardly given it a day’s serious 
attention. She demurred to Shaw’s arrangement of the furniture, 
and lost no chance of furtively pushmg it up stage. Shaw finally 
told the stage manager to screw it down, but gave her leave to 
push the grand piano where she pleased. There were moments 
when Tree rushed about the theatre with his hands raised to heaven, 
screatnmg in his rage and despair. But Stella had her part up her 
sleeve all the time, and did not make a smgle mistake “ on the 
night.” 

The play had an enormous success everywhere, no matter who 
played it. It was Shaw’s As., You Like It. On the London run Tree 
netted ^^13,000. hi die highest spirits he discussed a revival with 
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Shaw one morning as they walked home togetlier from the Coimcil 
of the Academy of Dramatic Art. A few days later Tree suddenly 
and astomshmgly died. 

An attempt by Mrs Campbell to revive Pygmalion in London 
in her own fashion, with the professor transformed into a courteous 
and adormg worshipper, came to nodung. Shaw attended one 
performance, laughed, and went to sleep. Before that Barne had 
fallen under the spell and had wnttcn a new play for her. Had she 
been twenty years younger it might conceivably have succeeded 
as aj'eif d’esprit. It presented her as a murderess whose charm was 
so irresistible drat she was forgiven by everyone, including the 
judge and jury who tried her. But die waning charm failed ; the 
audience, feelmg that its intelhgence was bemg insulted, refused 
to condone the murder; and the result was the instant and catas¬ 
trophic withdrawal of die play. It was actually hissed. Tt was her 
only failure, and Barrie’s only mistake. After the Pygmalion revival 
she appeared in London in elderly parts in two very successfiil 
plays; but Shaw and Pinero, for whom she had earned fortunes, 
though they wrote new plays with parts she could once have 
played to perfection (Iris, Hesione, Orindiia, Prola), did not cast 
her for diem; and the older managers mostly felt as Alexander 
had felt. 

Her second marriage was a failure. To love Stella^was inevitable, 
to hve widi her impossible. She went to Amenca, to find herself 
unwanted there. Later on she found herself in Paris, unable to 
come to England because it would have involved six montlis’ 
separation from her pet dog. As her means were becoming ex¬ 
hausted, she moved to Pau in the Pyrenees, where living was 
cheaper. There she had an attack of pneumonia, “ not necessarily 
fatal, but,” said her dortor, “ I camiot save die hfe of a patient who 
has no intention of livmg,” And so she died. Her last mtelligible 
words were about “Joey.” Her old adorers were firee at last to 
remember only that side of her which was noble, generous, and 
honourably prou^d. 
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W HEN I first saw him in 1913 Shaw’s hair was white ; yet 
only nine years before someone had descnbed his beard 
as red; the transformation had therefore taken place 
between the ages of 48 and 57, and during the same period he had 
become world-famous His mother lived to see him grow wlnte 
"with notoriety. He was able to keep her m comfort for the last 
ten years or so of her hfe, but he told me that she took no 
interest m his activities. 

“ Surely she was interested in your music criticism ? ” I said 
“ I don’t suppose she ever read a word of it.” 

“ But your plays: did she never see them ? ” 

” Good graaous no! Wait a momen.t, though. She must have 
read Misalliance because I remember she called Tarleton’s daughter 
* a homd girl! ’ So she is, by the way.” 

In 1912 he refused an invitation in these words : “ My own 
mother (82) has just had a stroke ; Charlotte is blue and gasping 
for hfe in paroxysms of asthma and bronclnns; and I am rehearsmg 
no less than three plays: therefore my reply to your letter is a 
hollow laugh.” The followmg year his motlier died. He had never 
been on bad terms with her. “ We hved together until I was forty- 
two years old, absolutely without the smallest finction of any kind ; 
yet when her death set me tliinkmg cunously about our relations, 

I reahsed that I knew very httle about her.” He chose GranviUe- 
Barker to accompany him as sole other mourner at the cremation. 
He had a horror of eardi burial, knowing too much of it from 
behmd die scenes of Mount Jerome, Dubhn’s great extramural 
Protestant cetaetery, of which his uncle-m-law was resident secre¬ 
tary and manager. The service was Church of England, not because 
his mother had ever had any relations with diat institution but for 
two reasons : (i) Shaw felt that as between one professional man 
and another he could not decendy do the chaplain out of his fee. 
(2) He wanted to test the service by its effect on himself. Accord¬ 
ingly he and GranviUe-Barker sat it out, they two and the chaplain 
being the only persons present. 

313 
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The effect was not satisfactory. When later oh the Reverend 
Dick Sheppard, who ranked Shaw as a considerable religious 
influence, asked him to re\nse the Prayer Book, he condemned the 
burial semce very strongly as morbid and macabre. But when he 
went behind the scenes and saw the coffin pushed into what seemed 
a cliamber radiant wnth sunshine, and bursnng into tvnrhng rib¬ 
bons of soaring garnet-coloured flame, he was transported by the 
wonderful aesthetic effect, and became more ardent than ever in 
his advocacy of cremation, which he earned to the length of 
declaring that earth burial should be made a criminal offence. 

When the furnace closed he went for a walk with Granvilie- 
Barker. Before they returned the cremation was finished. They 
found the calcnicd remains of Mrs. Carr Shaw strewn on a stone 
table at which two men in white caps and overalls, looking exactly 
like cooks, were busily pickmg out and separating the scraps of 
molten metal and wood ash, so as to leave notlnng on the table 
but the authentic relics of the deceased lady. Shaw’s sense of humour 
at once extinguished his sense of propriety. He felt that his 
mother was looking over his shoulder and sharing his amusement. 
He was recalled to the decencies of the occasion by Granville- 
Barkcr’s amazed comment: “ You certaudy are a merry soul, 
Shaw.” 

At the funeral service of Mrs H. G. Wells many years later he 
advised Wells, who was greatly' distressed, to enter the furnace- 
room. “ Take the boys and go behind : they should see it. It’s 
beautiful. I saw my motlicr burnt there. You’ll be glad if you 
go,” Wells went, and was glad he went. ” It was indeed very 
beautiful,” he agreed 

At the cremation of Shaw’s sister after the Four Years’ War the 
scene was very different. The will of die deceased absolutely for¬ 
bade any religious sendee. Yet Shaw found himself confronted, 
not with a solitary fnrnd, but vnth a crowd that filled the chapel, 
all strangers to him, and all devoted to ” darling Lucy.” They 
expected a ceremony, and he told me how he met the difficulty. 

I could not let licr bc^ thrown on the fire without a word, like a 
scuttloful of coals So Tjiad to mount the pulpit and debver a full' 
dress elegy, concluding vtnth the dirge from Cymbeline Coal was 

\cr\’ scarce then , and Llicy burnt with a steady wlute hght like 
that of a wax randl<' ” . 
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After hearing him describe these cxpenences I was not surprised 
to learn diat he had shares in several of the new crematoria. 

Shaw had a Kiplmgesquc love of knowing how thmgs were 
done; teclmicaHties delighted him; and he liked visiting labora¬ 
tories and peeping at bactena tlirough the microscope, Maclune 
tools of all kin^ interested liim ; and so did pianolas, gramophones, 
vnreless, and calculators ; but for old-fasluoned factory machinery 
his contempt was boundless; he said a louse could have mvented 
it all if It had been keen enough on profits. He experimented for 
hours with his cameras, and never tired of talking about photo¬ 
graphy to people who were equally enthusiastic. When nearly 
sixty he bought a "motor-bicycle, rode it away from the factory 
for 77 miles, took a comer near his house too sharply ; and con¬ 
templated the machine from a different angle. Until he was past 
eighty Ins favourite exercises were motonng and swimimng. When 
at Ayot he dashed through die country lanes on a bicycle or m a 
car- When in London he swam every mormng before breakfast, 
winter and summer, in the bathmg-pool at the Royal Automobile 
Club “ As an Inslunan I dislike washing myself,” he said, ” but 
I cannot do without the stimulus of a plunge into cold water.” 
Such were Ins hobbies He never played games, cxplaimng that no 
one liked pla)dng with him because he did not care whether he 
won or lost, and flady declined to bodier his head with counting 
scores when he was amusing inmself. 

But m other respects liis acnvity was amazing, and when ex¬ 
hausted by overwork he had to go into a dark room and he for 
hours flat on the floor on his back with all liis muscles relaxed. 
Except on such "occasions, of which only Ins wife was aware, he 
was incurably resdess Even wdien conversuig he could not keep 
still; jumpmg up and sitting down, crossing and uncrossing liis 
legs, shoving his hands in Ins pockets or pulling them out, sitting 
straight up or lying right back in liis chair, bending forward, 
stretching backw^ard, never remaming in one position for two 
minutes together. 

His clothes were perhaps symbolic of Ins soul: at least, they 
differed from everyone else’s His collars were always soft and he 
did not w^ear a shirt, believing diat it was wrong to swaddle one’s 
middle with a double thickness of matenal. Instead, he wore some 
hcad-to-foot undergarment known only to its maker. He made a 
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suit of clothes last him from six years to sixteen ; “ The result is 
that my clothes acquire individuality, and become characteristic 
of me. The sleeves and legs cease to be mere tailor-made tubes ; 
they take human shape with knees and elbows recognizably tmne/’ 
His reputation for sartorial eccentricity once put liim in an awkward 
position. R.. B Haldane, tlie liberal pohtician, gave a dinner-party 
to a number of social nobs—^Balfour, die Asquitlis, and so on— 
and havmg heard of Shaw’s refusal to wear evening dodics as a 
dramatic cntic, asked him to come in morning dress. Assuming he 
was gouig to meet a few labour M.P.s, and, excepting his evening 
dress, having notliing but liis everyday clothes to appear in, Shaw 
bought a respectable black suit with his hard-camed savings, and 
walked nght mto a party of wliite slnrt-fronts and low necks, the 
only person not dressed for the occasion. “ It was a soaal galaxy 
which I could depict only by quoting Byron’s description of the 
Waterloo ball at Brussels m 1815. I felt, as to my double-breasted 
tailless jacket, like a ship’s purser at a wedding, and, as to my 
trousers, like a city missionary. But I did my best to make diem 
all feel that they had committed a painful solecism in dressing for 
dimier, I took Margot Asquith m to dhiner with unshattered 
aplomb and carried it off as_best I could. But die surest way of 
making me swear is to revive die leg'end of my objection to wearing 
evening dress.” 

Although it seemed almost impossible for Shaw to sit still doing 
nothing, Mrs. Shaw’s determination to have a worthy memorid 
of Inm in his prune forced him to begin liis remarkable scries of 
experiences as an artist’s model which at last drove H. G. Wells to 
complain that it was difficult to move about Europe widiout 
knoebng against some effigy of his eminent contemporary. For¬ 
tunately for us he wrote an account of his sittings to Jacob Epstein, 
the last great sculptor to tackle him, wliich is available to me for 
quotation. Here are the relevant passages: 

“ I have just finished reading your (Epstein s) book, from which 
I have learnt a good deal, learning bemg one of the privileges of 
old age. To repay you J will tell you some dungs you dont know. 
Being a creator you have not had to learn them; but I, bemg a 
ratic, had to. I stood ono day in the Paris Salon with Paul Troubet- 
hi a wilderness of statues : acres and acres of them, it seemed. 
Paul looked glumly over the wilderness and said with complete 
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conviction, * There is no sculpture here. These men are not 
sculptors.’ I qmte understood what he meant; but when I was ' 
earning my bread and butter by cnticism such a dictum would have 
led to.^my being immediately sacked What he said was in its' 
entirety neither true nor untrue ; and it was my busmess to find 
out how much of it was true and how much untrue. These poor 
fellows who were -not sculptors ’ had as much right to five as Paul: 
they could all model or carve images of a sort; and some of them 
were gettmg well paid for them whilst Paul’s bill for liis dady 
dinners at a leadmg hotel was eighteen montlis in arrear. 

“ Since then I have sat to so many well-known sculptors and 
painters that H. G. Wells complains that he cannot move about 
Europe without knockmg against some image of me. That gives 
me an experience that you lack; so I will tell you all about it. I 
began with Rodin, who, never having heard of me, made every 
possible excuse to avoid a job that had no interest for him. But 
my wife would not be put off. She ascertamed from the poet Rilke, 
then acting as Rodin’s secretary, what his terms were. Rilke named 
;^iooo for a marble, or ;^8oo for a bronze. She then wrote to Rodin 
explaming that her husband was a famous water with a great 
knowledge of art; that she wanted a memorial of him ; and that 
he had refused to sit to anyone but Rodm, declarmg that he would 
go down to postenty as a fool if, bemg witlim reach of Rodin, 
he selected any lesser genius. She also lodged ;^iooo m his bank 
on tlie undcrstanduig that it was a contnbution to the general 
expenses of his activities, and that it placed him under no obhgation 
to do a bust of me, or, if he began such a work, to continue it or 
finish it, or postpone any more important work for it. 

“ Rodm could not resist such treatment. He asked would it be 
possible for me to come to Pans and sit to lum there m the studio 
provided by the French Government for the completion of his 
Gate to Hell (which he-accordmgly took care not to complete). 
We were there next mommg. I suppose he rather liked us ; for 
after a httle talk he asked, with some hesitation and an evident 
fear that he might be going too far, whetlier it would be at all 
possible for me to make daily journeys to Meudon and sit to him 
in his home studio. We said that I would sit to him wherever and 
whenever would be most convement to him, and that I should be 
at "Meudon next day at ten. This made lum perfecdy happy ; and. 
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for the next month I spent my days at Meudon and became quite 
at home there. It was a curious experience, for the bust, wliich 
began at tlic end of fifteen minutes work like a brilliant sketch by 
Saiah Bernhardt, went through the whole history of sculpture 
since the Middle Ages When it reached the twelfth century it was 
such a jewel that I begged him to let me take it away ; but he said 
he could ‘ carry it further ’ ; and to my horror it became succes¬ 
sively a Bcmmi, a Canova or Thorwaldscn, a Gibson or Foley, 
before it finally became a Rodin. Nothing like this has "occurred 
again in my experience as a sitter. Anodicr point m which he was 
unique was that he worked like a draughtsman rather than a 
sculptor, tunnng the bust and making me turn almost inch by 
inch and modelling profile by profile, testing every dimension by 
his callipers At the end of a month he said he would carry it no 
further at present, but whenever I came to Paris we could go on 
with it. Of course we never did ; but it was clear that he never 
regarded a portrait bust as finished as long as the sitter was alive ; 

- for he complained that his sitters got tired of sitting and sent forged 
telegrams to themselves calhng them away on pressing business to 
escape , He had never, he said, had a sitter who stuck to it as I 
did, and he would carry the bust furtlicr dian he had ever been 
able to cairy one before. 

“ Now for the merits and failures of tlie bust. When my wife, 
said something to him about the way in which artists persisted in 
drawing my reputation instead of drawing myself, he said, ‘ I 
know nothing of Monsieur Shaw’s reputation ; but what there is 
there I will give you.’ He should have said, ‘ What I can sec in him 
I will give you.’ This should interest you ; for Rodin with his 
callipers was extremely conscientious in getting the visible physical 
facts right, whereas you disregard them to tlie point of flat men¬ 
dacity That IS why your sitters’ wives cannot endure your busts, 

' You have not leanit the first lesson of a fashionable sculptor, which 
IS. that no woman will look twice at a bust of her husband if its 
hair is not properly brushed. 

Well, what were the visible physical facts that Rodin had to 
suggest m clay ? 1 am a civilised Irishman with a thin skin and hair 
of exceptionally fine texture, always well-brushed. Though six feet 
lugh, I weighed only ten stone eight mstcad of twelve stone ten or 
tliereabouts. I am obviously a brain worker, not a manual laborer. 
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All ytliisiRo^jS,conveyed perfecdy. As we talked and talked, in 
jdiat-lingua Ifanca of philosophy and art which is common to all 
d&gu^ges, r.made myself known to Rodin as an intellectual and 
‘hot-as^a savage, nor a pugilist, nor a gladiator- He gave that in the 
;busit uninistakeably. But I am a comedian as well as a philosopher ; 

' ^d Rodin'had no sense of humor. I dunk I saw him laugh once, 
;when;I took a specially sweet tit-bit from Madame Rodin, and 
"gave half ol"it to his dog Kap. I am not quite sure that he went as 
'ffaf;,as;;to laugh even tiien. Accordingly, the bust has no sense of 
..‘humor,; and Shaw without a sense of humpr is not quite Shaw, 
fatcept perhaps to himself Here die barrier of language was 
. ihisurmountable. I am -^hopeless as a linguist and cannot joke in 
French, When a lady asked Rodin whether I spoke French well, 
lie replied with his characteristic serious verafity, ‘ Mr. Shaw does 
not speak French well ; but he expresses himself with such violence 
jdiat he imposes himself,’ ' 

' - ’ V When Troubetskoy saw the Rodm bust he said, ‘ Tins face 
rhas no eyes. All Rodin s busts are blind.’ He swooped down on 
fme and demanded on'e sitting of half an hour- He was not a man 
,„to be refused : at all tve-nr*. I-could not refuse him. The half-hour 
of course meant dirce hours, and inVolwd two sittings m. Sargeht^ 

' studio, where Troubetskoy flung clay about so recklessly that he 
covered not only himself but Sargent’s pictures and carpets widi 
it. At the second sitting everything was covered with canvas. 
Troubetskoy, maternally American, paternally Russian, had for his 
native language a barbarous Milanese dialect, and spoke all the 
other languages at least better than I spoke French. My humor 
was as lost on him as on Rodin ; but the bu5t was a marvel as the 
- result of three hours work ; and as it made me flatteringly hke a 
'Russian nobleman I rather liked it. It is not to be compared to the 
. bust in the Tate Gallery, the hfe-size statue, aud the statuette, all of 
which lie made of me years later from unlimited sittings m his 
own studio at the Villa Cabianca on Lago Maggiore. 

“^My next famous sculptor was an American, who knew 
-enough English to regard me as a humorous subject: the very 
view that was missing m the Rodm and Troubetskoy busts. He 
"was the genial Jo Davidson ; and his facial resemblance to Karl 
^"JMarx was almost perfect. But he had only ^ before 

: deavmgXondon ; and a wrong dimension which I pomted out and 
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winch the callipers verified, obliged him to make a change at the 
last moment which he had not time to mcorporate completely. 
Still, he turned out a hvely presentation of me as a jolly old wise- 
cracker. 

“ Next came a sculptor of whom I had never heard : Sigmund 
Strobl: a Hungarian. He got all that the others had got and all 
that they had missed. He was as right as Rodin as to my physical 
type. In my right and left profiles he shewed the philosopher in the ' 
one, and the comedian m the other. My wife made him carve it 
in marble for her, which he did m an mtensely hard block (not 
Carrara) with apparent ease. Everyone who comes to our house 
has to look at that bust. 

“ Finally you, Jacob Epstein, come along, waving your hand 
over Rodin, Troubetskoy, Davidson and Strobl, and saying m 
effect, ‘ These men are not sculptors.’ There is somethmg that you 
want to get out of me that they have not got. Though I have had 
more than enough of being a sculptors’ model when I should have 
been wntmg plays I cannot refuse to sit; you are great enough to 
claim that a bust by you is a more valuable contnbution to the 
yyorld’s .att. than a play be me. - So I sit patiently and you do 
exactly what ydu ^ant tO’^do, which is, to strip from me the mask 
of my civilisation, to abohsh the artificial refinements copied by 
Strobl and Rodm, to shew me in my crude humanity as you learnt 
it in Brooklyn. Your first sketch, copied from the facts before 
you, is a brilliant thumb-nail version of me as I am. Then you went 
on to perform marvels of modelling on lips and cheeks and mouth 
with all the mastery that makes your busts precious. But you had 
also to mtroduce the theones witli which you are obsessed ; and 
here you were recklessly mendacious. I became a Brooklyn navvy 
in your hands My skm thickened, my hair coarsened, I put on 
five stone in weight, my physical strength trebled. The bnlliant 
sketch became a thundering lie. When the bust went to the 
Leicester GaUcries, a workman, who was evidently a profound 
critic, completed the effect by putting his hat on it; and a press 
photographer snapped It in that condition My wife saw the 
picture, and immediately^aid that if that bust came into our house 
she would walk out of it\ She was far more outraged than Mrs 
Conrad had been ; for yemr Conrad, though a bit unbrushed, is 
not a savage. There is no question of art here t it is a question of 
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fact., Theoretically I may be only a'sickly veneer over a Brooklyn 
navvy ; but without my veneer I am not Bernard Shaw; and 
without the pecuhar cntic^ hft at the outer ends of my eyebrows 
I am only a barbarous joker and not a lugh comedian. The bust is 
a masterpiece ; but it is not a portrait. If you desire to leave your 
wife a bust of yourself as a memorial dont make it yourself: get 
Strobl to make it. God Icnows what sort of Brooklyn larrilan you 
would make of yourself; for not even your self-respect could get 
the better of yolir mcorrigible atavistic theorismg and your love 
of Pacific Ocean and Central American stylyzation. 

“ Talkmg of diat, by die way, what was wrong with the Strand 
statues (I passed them every day when I hved in Adelplu Terrace) 
was not the statues but the Strand. And what was wrong with 
Rima was not Rima but Hyde Park. Nobody ever objected to the 
statues round the plinth of the Albert Memorial. They are in their 
right surroundings there. Nobody would object to Puma in Luxor. 

“ Tliat is enough for to-day. What it all comes to is that 
sculptors are set working by two impulses (among others), (i) 
Some deficiency in the treatment of an interesting stock subject 
which they believe they can make good. (2) Temptation by die 
sight of materials. Your Consummatum Est was promoted by a 
block of alabaster, as Michael Angelo’s David was by a giant 
block of marble. 

“ Your book was very well written to get all this out of me.” 

The Rodin episode produced one of Shaw’s rare excursions into 
rhyme. Rodin’s collection was rich m sculpture, diough it con¬ 
sisted largely of heaps of broken'stones with spots on their surfaces, 
no larger than postage stamps, on which some sculptor had worked. 
But of artistic prmting and bookmaking he knew nothing, and was 
treasuring commonplace presentation volumes of ho assthetic im¬ 
portance. To begm his education in this department Shaw, who 
was lucky enough to pick up a Kelmscott Chaucer for ^50, gave 
It to Rodm with the inscription : 

“ I liave seen two masters at work, Morris who made this booh. 

The other Rodm the Great, who fashioned my head m clay 
' I give the book to Rodm, scrawlmg my name in a nook 

Of the shrine their works shall hallow when mme arc dust by 
the way.” 

" B.s. 


L 
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Shaw had a deep respect for Rodin’s truthfulness. When people 
said that the bust was not hkc him he always declared, “ This is 
tlie thhig I am ; tire others are parts that I play.” , < 

The Chaucer is in the Rodin Museum m Pans. The marble is 
m the Dubhn Municipal Gallery. The bronze is at home with 
Shaw, as also is the Strobl marble and the Troubetskoy statuette. 
The early bust by Troubetskoy is in the foyer of the Theatre Guild 
in New York, the later in the Tate Gallery. The hfe-sizc statue, 
representing Shaw in his pose as an orator, has for the moment 
disappeared : neither I nor Shaw can trace its whereabouts 

Rodin was not the only Frenchman who had never heard of 
Shaw, die truth of whose assertion that, artistically, France was 
half-a-century out of date bemg confirmed by the tardy recogmtion 
of his own works there. One day he found himself with Anatolc 
France in the Sistinc Chapel. They cHnibed a scaffold resembling 
the old pictures of the Tower of Babel, that had been erected to pin 
up some loosening parts of Michael Angelo’s ceding, and found 
that at close quarters the frescoes were as finely finished as alabaster 
leliefs. Anatole France mounted die workman’s table and delivered 
a set speech, dutifully firing off all the conventional phrases— 
Angelo’s wrist of steel and heart of fire and so on—and concluding' 
wdlh a quotation from Thcophde Gautier. Shaw wondered how 
on earth, or even on a rocking Tower of Babel, a man could think 
of Gautier widi the Delphic Sybd staring him m the face. After a 
penlous descent, France turned to Shaw, known to him only as 
“’un Monsieur,” and, apologising for not having caught his name, 
asked who he was. “ Like yourself, a man of gemus,” answered 
Shaw. Staggered by tins (to a Fienchman) almost incredible cxlu- 
bition of bad taste, Anatolc could only shrug his shoulders and 
reply, “ Quand on est courtisane on a Ic droit de s’appeler marchande 
de plaisir.” Some years later the Fabian Society gave a grand soiree 
to Anatole France ; and Shaw, in the chair, eulogised him m a 
speech the chmax of winch so moved liim that he sprang up, 
tlncw his arms round Shaw, and kissed him repeatedly. The 
ecstatic amusement of the Fabians may be imagmed. If France had 
been staggered m the Sistine Chapel, he certainly got a bit of his 
own back on this Occasion. 

Like Shakespeare,\ Shaw knew litde Latin and less Greek, 
havmg been at a school where they taught little else. He spoke no 
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language at all fluently except his own, but could make lumself 
understood in French, which he read with ease. In Italy and Spain 
he could gather the news from the local newspapers, and' he had 
a smattenng of German. Occasionally liis fanuhanty with operatic 
libretti was hclpfuL He was lunchmg on one of his tours ^vlth the 
Art Workers’ Guild at a cafe in Mdan when the members wanted 
to have their bills separately. Tins being too complicated for their 
scanty Italian they appealed to Shaw to explain. He racked his 
brams and suddenly remembered a line from the Itahan version of 
Meyerbeer’s Les Huguenots. Ciasam per se; per tutti il ael (Each 
for liimsclf, and heaven for us all.) He said casually, “ Ciascim 
per se ” ; the waiter said, “ Si, si, signore ” ; and his credit as a 
master of Itahan was firmly founded. Of the Scandinavian and 
Slavomc tongues he knew no word. Taking advantage of a visit 
to Stockliolm, he called on Strindberg to advise Inm to appoint 
William Archer as Ins English translator. “ Archer is not m 
sympatliy with me,” objected Stnndberg. “ Archer wasnt in 
sympatliy with Ibsen either,” returned Shaw, “ but he couldnt 
help translating liim all the same, bemg accessible to poetry, though 
otherwise totally impenetrable.” Havmg reported this conversa¬ 
tion verbatim to Archer on a post-card, Shaw contmued : ” After 
some further conversation, consisting mainly of embarrassed 
silences and a pale smile or two by A.S , and floods of energetic 
eloquence in a fearful lingo, half-French, half-Gcrman, by G.B.S., 
Strindberg took out Ins watch and said in German, ‘At two o’clock 
I am going to be sick.’ The visitors accepted tins delicate mtima- 
tion and withdrew.” 

Though an erratic improviser in French and German, Shaw 
talked English as wittily and wcU as he wrote it; indeed after 1879, 
when he began speakuig in public, his writings read as if they were 
verbal discourses ; one can catch the tone of tlie talker in them. 
An entry m Arnold Bemiett’s Jownals, referrmg to a dinner with 
H. G. Wells, runs ; ” Shaw talked practically the whole time, 
wliich IS tlie same tiling as saying he talked a danmed sight too 
much.” Bennett thought Shaw self-conscious and egotistic, and 
felt “ constrained as always in the society of G.B S.” I asked Shaw 
whether he had noticed Bemiett’s constraint. “ Confound him,” 
cried Shaw, ” I did my utmost to make him talk, but he wouldnt. 

I had to entertain my guests, and if they wouldnt talk I had to. 
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My wife, who knows all my old stories and conversational stunts 
by heart, havmg heard dicni hundreds of times, often begs me to 
give other people a chance; and so I do ; but they wont take 
them They come to hear me talk—to be entertained by me, not 
to entertain me. When people go to a recital by Padcrcw’ski they 
do not complain tliat he plays the piano too much. No wonder 
he often played it as if he hated it Well, often enough when I 
speak my piece I have to conceal the fact that I have said it a)l a 
hundred times already and am grinding it out again because I 
have to keep things going. Wells or BcUoc or Olivier or Barrie 
or Nansen, who could and did take the job off my hands and let 
'me eat my lunch in blessed peace, were my most w'cleome wsiiors. ’ 
Even bores were a iclicf to me.” . 

Like all accomplished talkers, Shaw talked because he was 
expected to talk, even when he was tired and would rather liavc 
held his tongue. He could svntch over to any subject at a momcnf s 
notice and talk on it like a book (by himself). His Irish speech, 
his hearty and frequent laugh, his habit of rubbing liis hands 
vigorously while talking. Ins hvely grey-blue eyes, and the way 
he flung lus arms out to emphasise a point, all gave vitality and 
charm to Ins monologues. One of his most lovable social charac- 
tcnstics was his consideration for younger men who felt shy and 
out of it. Frank Swinneiton never forgot how as a youngstef of 
no account he arrived late, hot and dishevelled for a lunclicon 
party given by H, G. WelLs, and how everj'one bowed distantly 
to Inm except Sliaw, who walked right across tlic room, shook 
hands and went in to lunch with Inm. 

Another of liis charactcnstics, admirable if not lovable, was die 
unexpectedness of his repartees. Lady Astor gave me an instance. 
Over breakfast at Chveden she remarked, “ I hate killing for 
pleasure,” a sentiment with wliich she knew Shaw was in hearty 
, agreement. “ Up you hate killing for pleasure ? ” one of her chil¬ 
dren asked Shaw. “ It depends upon who you Inll,” he leplied 
Another example. A strange'lady giving an address in Zunch 
wrote him a proposal, thus : “ You have the greatest brain in the 
world, and I have die most beautiful body ; so we ought to pro¬ 
duce the most perfect child.” Shaw asked : “ What if the child 
inlierits my body and your brains ? ” This story has been foisted 
on to Isadora Duncan,who was not the lady. 
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Shaw illustrated for me the difficulty of giving pleasure without 
pam : “ I was staymg with Lady Chudleigh, a devout Roman 
Catholic, when a Prussianised foreign visitor made the appalling 
gaffe of describing how Ins brother had been imprisoned merely 
for saying that the doctrine of the Immaculate Conception was all 
rot. Lady Chudleigh, a saintly Catholic, did not know what to > 
say. I at once flung myself into the breach by remarldng in my 
most matter-of-fact manner that all conceptions are immaculate. 
The Bismarckian collapsed, as this was a leaf out of his own book ; 
and Lady Chudleigh looked gratefully to me. Then her look 
changed to -one of doubt as to whedicr I liad not hit him below 
the belt; but by that time the soaal crisis had passed.” 

In the same way the people who asked him to lecture frequently 
got more than they had bargained for, or sometlung they had 
never bargained for. “ I remember causing an awful rumpus,” he 
told me, ” when the National Secular Society, lookmg round just 
dien for a successor to Bradlaugh, sampled me among other possi¬ 
bilities. I lectured them on Progress in Frecthought, and proved 
tliat all the behefs they condemned as base supeistitions were 
simple statements of fact; die Trmity, the Immaculate Conception, 
and so forth. Needless to add, I was not chosen. The old materialist 
Bible-smasliing freethinkers never quite forgave me.” 

While exercising all the art of the orator, Shaw (like Lenin) 
carefully avoided its airs, and talked on the platform always as 
man to man. He was one of the best pubUc speakers and debaters 
of his age—to my taste, easily the best. Every word he uttered was 
heard, as he said, with'“ exasperating distinctness.” Standing wnth 
military erectness, hands up and active, head tilted back, his beard 
seemmg to brisde, he could hold his audience, when in form, for 
ninety minutes and Icaye them wanting more. 

Debates between Inmsclf and Hilaire Belloc or G. K. Chesterton 
were sometimes staged, and they were among the most cntertaimng 
events m the London of that period. Shaw’s description of Ins two 
antagonists shows die difference between them. “ Belloc combines 
the intense individuahsm and land hunger of a French farmer 
with the selfless Cathohcism and scholarship of an Anstotehan 
cardmal He keeps his property in his own hand, and liis soul in 
a safe bank. He passed through the Oxford roivdyism of Balliol 
and the military rowdyism of the gunner ; and diis gave him the 
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super-rowdyism of the litcraiy genius who has lived adventurously 
in the world and not in the Savile Club. A proletariat of Bellocs 
would fight: possibly on the wiong side, like tlic peasants of La 
Vendee ; but the Government they set up would have to respect 
tlicm, though It would also have to govern them by martial law.” 
For Chesterton, however, “ neither society nor authority nor pro¬ 
perty nor status arc necessary to his happiness : he . . . might be 
trusted anywhere without a policeman. He might knock at a door 
and rim away—perhaps even he down across the threshold to trip 
up the emergent householder ; but his crimes would be hyperbolic 
crimes of imagination and humor, not of malice. He is friendly, 
easy-going, unaffected, gentle, magnanimous, and genuinely 
democratic. He can sacrifice a debating point easily; Belloc 
cannot.” Shaw’s remark on another occasion tliat Belloc,believed 
whatever he did believe “ in a Pickwickian sense,” and that 
Chesterton was a real Peter Pan, a boy who never grew uj?, merely 
qualifies without contradicting Ins previous estimate. He was fond 
of Chesterton, who wrote in his autobiography : “ I have never 
read a reply by Bernard Shaw that did not leave me m a better 
and not a worse temper or frame of mind ; which did not seem 
to come out of mewiaustiblc fountains of fair-mindedness and 

intellectual geniality.I have learned to have a warmer 

admiration and affection out of all that argument than most people 
get out of agreement.” 

Their argument was carried on m the Press as well as on plat¬ 
forms, and at last Chesterton delivered himself of a book on Shaw, 
who told me what he thought of it: ” Chesterton’s book is a very 
good one m itself. It has little to do with me, as G K.C. has never 
made any study of my worlrs, and in one place actually illustrates 
my Inmtations by telling the world something I should have made 
one of the characters say in Major Batbara if I could have trans¬ 
cended tliose limitations : the joke being that it is exactly what I 
did make the character say, as Chesterton might have found had 
he taken the trouble to open the book (probably he never pos¬ 
sessed a copy) and refer to the passage. But if you leave me out of 
account, you wiU find, I think, that the book is full of good tlnngs, 
and very generous into tlie bargain.” 

Chesterton professed \to believe m fairies, an attitude which 
Shaw found excusable berause he never dragged cliildren mto it; 
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but when J. M. Barne played the trick m Peter Pm of making the 
children in the audience “ scream out the unammous lie that they 
believed in fairies,” he was shocked by its unscrupulousness. It 
happened that just after Barrie’s death I was asked by a publisher 
to write his life. I knew very httle about liim and liked none of 
his plays except The Admirable Crichton ; but I sat down to read 
liis works carefully, applying to Shaw and one or two others for 
any personal reminiscences they cared to pass on. Just after I had 
decided not to write liis life I heard firom Shaw. 

“ I was always on affectionate terms with Barrie, like ever)’’onc 
else who knew him ; but though I hved for many years opposite 
liim in the Adelphi and should, one would suppose, have met hini'' 
nearly every day, we met not oftener than tliree times in five years 
in the street. It was impossible to make liim happy on a visit 
unless he could smoke hke a chimney (mere cigarettes left liim 
quite unsatisfied) ; and as tliis made our flat uninliabitable for 
weeks aU the visiting was on our side, and was very infrequent 

“ I fancy Bame was rather coiisaous of the fact that writers 
have no history and consequendy no biography, not being men of 
action.^ 

“ His wife’s elopement, and the deaths of some of liis adopted 
children m the war, were the only events in Ins life I laiew of. 
Though, he seemed the most taciturn of men he could talk like 
Niagara when he let liimself go, as he did once with Granville 
Barker and myself on a day which we spent waUdiig in Wiltshire 
when he told us about his boyhood. He said that he had bacon 
twice a year, and beyond this treat had to content Inmself with 
porndge. He left me under the impression that liis father was a 
nuiiister ; but this was probably a flight of my own imagmation 
Actually, I beheve he was a w’^eaver. 

“ He had a frightfully gloomy mind, which he unfortunately 
could not afford to express m Ins plays. Only in child’s play could 
he made other people happy. 

' “ You wiU have a bit of a job to make a fuU-sized biography for 
Inm ; but I daresay you wiU manage it if anybody can. I really 
knew very litde about him ; and yet I suspect that I loiew all that 

1 In that case he must have been unconscious of Plato’s Sociates, Boswell’s " 
Johnson, Lockhart’s Scott, and nearly every great biography in this or any 
other language 

; 



BEIINARD SHAW 


330 

my lord, that it undoubtedly presented itself to us as a point oi 
extraordinary' difficulty in this ease that a man should disappear 
absolutely and completely, having cut off all communication with 
his friends in Cloisterham. But having seen and heard the society 
and conversation of Cloisterham here in court to-day, we no longer 
feel the slightest surprise at that. Now, under the inilucncc of that 
observation, my lord, the more extreme characters, if they will 
allow me to say so, in this Jury were at first inclined to find a 
verdict of Not Guilty, because there v/as no evidence of a murder 
having been committed; but, on the other hand, the calmer and 
more judicious spirits among us felt that to allow a man who had 
committed a cold-blooded murder, of wluch his own nephew was 
the victim, to leave the dock absolutely unpunished, was a pro¬ 
ceeding which would probably lead to our all being murdered in 
our beds. And so you will be glad to learn that the spirit of 
compromise and moderation prevailed, and we find the prisoner 
guilty of manslaughter. We recommend him most earnestly to 
your lordship’s mercy, whilst at the same time begging your lord- 
ship to remember that the protection of the hves of the community 
is in your hands, and begging you not to allow any sentimental 
consideration to deter you from applying the law in its utmost 
ngour.” 

The audience, which had been wonderfully patient for five 
hours, expressed their appreciation of this speech in a manner tliat 
would have forced any English judge to clear the court if die 
explosion had not followed one of his own jokes. But the Dickcn- 
sians had a champion in Cuming Walters, who rose and addressed 
the Judge ; “ I should like to urge diat the Jury be discharged for 
not having performed their duties in the proper spirit of the law. 
We have heard from the Foreman that the verdict was arranged in 
advance, and I decline to accept that verdict, and ask for your lord¬ 
ship’s ruling.” This necessitated a further pop. ” The Jury,” said 
the Foreman, “ like all British Junes, will be only too delighted 
to be discharged at the earliest moment—the sooner the better.” 
By this lime the Judge, feeling an urgent call to the bar, had had 
enough of It. “ % decision as Judge,” said G.K.C., “ is that 
everybody here cxchpt myself be committed for contempt of 
court. Oif you all go to prison without any trial whatever.” 

, Such were the amusements of literary folk in those days, though 
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Shaw very sddom allowed liimself’ to be drawn into them. When 
not worlang, or relaxing liimself with work, he preferred the 
peace of his home to the pastimes of his contemporaries. His out- 
burk, “ Holidays! I never took one m my life ! ” was broadly 
true ; but his week-ends at Ayot St. Lawrence were restful and 
recuperative. He sometimes spent whole mornings developing 
photographs in the dark room, emerging therefrom at intervals 
to play Ins Bechstein with a pianola. Music always meant more to 
liim than literature, and, if superficial on Shakespeare, he was 
- sound enough on Beethoven, who, he asserted, was no reserved 
gentleman but a man proclaimmg the realities of life : “ Beethoven 
was the first man who used music with absolute integrity as the 
expression of Ins own emotional hfe instead of as material for 
pleasing sound patterns. Others had shown how it could be done 
—^Iiad done it themselves as a cunosity of their art m rare, self- 
indulgent, unprofessional moments—but Beethoven made Ins, and 
nothing else, lus business ... In thus fearlessly expressing him¬ 
self, he has, by liis common humanity, expressed us as well, and 
shewn us how beautifully, how strongly, how trustwortliily we 
can build with our own real selves. That is what is proved by the 
immense superionty of the Beethoven symphony to any oratono 
or opera.” 

Like all vcgetanans, human and animal, Shaw could not endure 
a completely sedentary hfc. But neither could he endure physical 
exercises. Eugen Sandow tried to entice him as a pupil and develop 
him physically. Shaw said, “ You misunderstand my case. I liave 
seen you supporting on your magmficent chest uventy men, two 
grand pianos, and a couple of elephants ; and I have no doubt you 
could tram me to do the same. But my object as to pianos and 
elephants and crowds is to keep them off my chest, not to heap 
them on to it.” Sandow gave Iiim up as hopeless and presently 
died prematurely, thus confirmmg Shaw’s mistrust of exercises and 
liis resolution not to burden himself with superfluous muscle. He 
had qmte as much muscular strength as he needed, had sound 
capaaous lungs and good digestion, and could not discover any 
advantage to Hubert Bland m his exceptional physique. He walked, 
he swam, he bicycled, he drove his car for forty years over Alps, 
Pyrenees, Adas, and English roads when they were in a state that 
drivers camiot now imagine ; and this was enough for liim Above 
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be incapacitated, and on that occasion he was treated by the well- 
known unregistered doctor and ex-pianist, Raphael Roche, to 
whom he sent me when I returned home from Mesopotamia in 
1919, and who cured me of dysentery and malaria mside six 
months Shaw developed what was known to the medical pro¬ 
fession as a hydrocele, an extremely inconvenient and unpleasant 
sort of localised dropsy: “ It did not hurt; but it was an unseemly 
nuisance My medical friends assured me that it could be dealt 
with by a very simple operation, and that it was positively mdecent 
of me to go about with such a disfigurement when its removal was 
so easy. 

“ But on reading up the subject I found that the operation was 
one of the mechanical kind practised by Mrs. Squeers It consisted 
of just boring a hole in me over die dropsical region. Its ease and 
simphcity for the surgeon was beyond question ; and it was per¬ 
haps natural for him to conclude that it was equally easy and 
simple for me. But it seemed to me diat die same might be said 
of a bayonet thrust. According to the books dierc was much 
more diversity of opimon as to the operation dian my medical 
friends had been taught m die course of their traming. It was 
suggested diat as the operation did not cure, and had to be re¬ 
peated over and over again as die dropsical condition rccuired, a 
speculative antiseptic mjection of lodme might follow the 
tappmg Also that the oidy radical operation was excision of die 
sac of the gland. As it happened, I had an opportunity of observ¬ 
ing the case of a sufferer,^ who obeyed his doctor and underwent 
the recommended simpler operation. It was much more dis¬ 
tressing and disabhng than the doctors drought; and the con- 
dmon recurred. 

“ On this evidence it did not seem to me that I could, as a sane 
man, allow myself to be coopered m the proposed niamier, especi¬ 
ally as I was aware that Nature has a therapy of her own for wliich 
there is at least more to be said than for Mrs. Squeers. However, I 
exliibitcd my misfortune to an osteopath. He noted diat the gland 
most nearly concerned was not quite normal, and warned me, 
widi a somewhat grave expression, that if it became pamful I 
should have to do sometliing about it. And mdeed it presendy 

* A neighbour at Ayot St. LawTence had tlie same complaint at about 
tne same time. \ 
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began to blacken radicr ominously, and to protest uncomfortably 
against being disturbed in any way. 

“ Here was a rare opportuinty for one of my therapeutic experi- 
^ments. 1 knew tliat Mi. Raphael Roche claimed that chronic 
malignant conditions arc amenable to treatment by drugs m infim- 
tcsimal doses. I challenged Iiim to tr)' Ins hand on my hydiocele. 
He accepted the challenge without hesitation ; and for some weeks 
or perhaps less I ever)' day solemnly put on the tip of my tongue a 
gram or two of some powdered sugar which he gave me. 

“ Mr. Roche won the game . whether by luck or cunning I 
know not All I can say is that the appearance of the gland became 
less threatening, and dial the hydrocele suddenly discharged itself 
without notice. Fortunately I was in bed at the rime.^ Twice' 
afterwards it discharged a blob of transparent lymph. And that 
was the last of it. My return to hcaldiy normality was complete ; 
and though many years have elapsed there has never been the 
slightest recurrence. 

” Now Harley Street would ccrtamly have claimed tins as a 
cure if it had treated a ease with a similar result. As Mr Roche, 
who denounces Harlcian practice as lethal, treated it, the Street 
will no doubt contend that the relation of Ins treatment to my 
cure was one of pure coincidence. ... 1 can only state the facts 
as they occurred, and confess that I prefer Mr Roche’s pleasant 
coincidences to distressing operations that admittedly do not cure 
I did not ask Mr. Roche what drug he used, as he strenuously 
denies that he has any specific drugs for specific diseases I cannot 
prove that he used any drug at all, as he defied me to discover it 
by any known process of analysmg the sugar. I had, he held, cured 
myself by tlic operation of my own vital forces, roused from their 
previous neglect by the attack made on them by an infimtesimal 
quantity of a drug w'hich in a larger quantity would have aggra¬ 
vated or even produced not merely the symptoms and sensations 
attendant on the hydrocele, but those of the entire Shavian diathesis, 
physical and mental, representmg the vuhicrablc idios)aicrasies of 
my vital force—^what he calls the direcnons in which I have a j 
tendency to be -cd. This is much more than die serum 
thcra ' claim "" moculations. And who would notmrefer 

1 ' and thought my water-bottle ' 

how 
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tlie taste of Mr.‘ Roche’s sugar to the maldse and risks of inoculation 
witli preparations which disgust healthy-niindcd people and involve 
ill-usage of animals ? 

“ It also, by the way, is much subtler than ordinary homeopathy, 
which, though it presenbes infhntcsimal doses, is stall obsessed by 
lists of specific diseases curable by specific drugs, and to tliat extent 
can be practised by anyone with iiitelhgcncc enough to look up a 
number m a telephone directory.” 

A good example of Shaw’s limitless cunosity and openness of 
mind was given me by Raphael Roche, who, m a conversation 
with Shaw and Sir Almroth Wright, mentioned tliat he had cured 
certain diseases which every ortliodox specialist considered incur¬ 
able. Wnght expressed complete mcreduhty. Roche offered to 
produce the evidence and suggested drat Wright should personally 
examine the cases. Wright pooh-poohed the offer Shaw remon¬ 
strated with him. 

“ Look here ! ” exclaimed Wright, “ the thing’s absurd and 
impossible. Let me put it tliis way : would you, Shaw, trouble to 
get out of your chair if I called from the next room, ‘ Do come 
in here and sec what I’ve just done—^I’ve turned a pmt of tea-leaves' 
into pure gold'? ” 

“ Certainly I would,” replied Shaw. 


THE WAR TO END SHAW 

‘ ? 

I "' ps time bemg fully occupied with “ working out the pracu- 
— I cahtics of Enghsli socialism,” Shaw did not pay much 
J. attention to foreign pohey rmtil an attempt was made .by 
Count Harry Kessler to bring England and Germany together on 
the somewhat msccure ground that, havmg produced Shalcespcare 
and Goethe, Newton and Leibniz, they had much in common with 
' one another. This rc^sulted in an exchange of manifestoes between 
the cultural descenders of Shakespeare,. Goethe, Newton and 


THE W AS. TO END SHAW 


337 

Leibniz, and Sbaw was asked to draft die English one. He did so ; 
but feeling that a common admiration of Shakespeare and com¬ 
pany would not necessarily prevent a war between the two 
countries, especially as the Germans thought that Shakespeare was 
a German, and the English did not thuik of Inm at all, he inserted 
a sentence which was more to the point. Far from beuig jealous of 
the German fleet, proclaimed the Shavian manifesto, England 
regarded it as an additional guarantee of civilisation. The cultural 
descendants of Shakespeare and Newton flady declined to sign the 
manifesto until diat sentence was expunged. Everyone except die 
author signed it when the sentence was expunged Shaw drew the 
conclusion that Shakespeare’s countrymen would not be happy 
until the German fleet was feposing at the bottom of the North 
Sea, and he deaded to make them conscious of their responsibilities, 
writing two articles, the first appealing m The Daily Cliromcle on 
i8di March, 1913, the second in The Daily News on ist January, 
1914. 

Like all sensible men he hated war, knowuig it to be as unbcale 
as It was cnminal, but, recognismg its inevitabihty while the world 
was' governed by imbeciles and cnmmals, he made two practical 
proposals winch could at least be understood by those who wished 
to prevent it The first was that England should “ propose to 
France and Germany a tnple alliance, the terms being that if France 
attack Germany we combine widi Germany to crush France, and 
if Germany attack France, we combme widi France to crush 
Germany . . . further, diat if any other Power were to attack 
eidier France or Germany, the three would line up together against 
diat Power.” The next proposal followed as a natural consequence. 
If England’s guarantee were not to be worthless she had to be 
strong enough to attack ; she had to have ready a powerful expedi- 
donary force He therefore urged compulsor)' military service, 
mitigated by ’full avd nghts and proper pay for the soldiers, 
together with a considerable increase in die national armaments. 
These perfeedy reasonable proposals were, of course, ignored, 
because the people who were steadily preparing for a war with 
Germany were afraid to show their hand, and die people who 
hved in a coma of kindly thoughts would not face the ri^tics of 
the situarion. Among the former were die diplomatists, one of 
whom declared that if Shaw were in die Foreign Office dicre 
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would be a European war in a fortnight; to which Shaw later 
retorted that as he had not been in the Foreign Office there was a 
European war in eighteen montlis Among the latter was John 
Galsworthy, who m 1911 launched a public appeal against the use 
of aircraft in war. All die cultural descendants of Shakespeare and 
Newton signed dns appeal except Shaw, who wrote : 

I cant sign that absurdity. I might as well revive Fielding’s 
suggestion that armies should fight with their fists, All this about 
‘ the burden of armaments ’ is rubbish : die cost of the biggest 
armies at present is not worth counting beside the cost oftiur idle 
property holding We know perfectly well that aerial warfare will 
not be ruled out, any more than (virtually) explosive bullets have 
been ruled out, no matter what pious hopes we express. It may be 
hornble ; but horror is the whole point of war : the newspapers 
wdl be leally jolly when the showers of shells alternate with 
showers of mangled aeronauts on crowded aties The really 
interesting question is how far the hew developments will make 
an mtemational combination against war irresistible Nations vail 
not stop fighting' until the police make them : the difficulty is to 
organise and effectively arm your European-North' Amencan 
police, if you get it. Meanwhile, ‘ burdens of armaments/ etc., 
etc., is all pious piffle.” 

Apparendy the war that began m August 1914 took everyone 
in England by surprise except die War Office, the Foreign Office 
and Bernard Shaw. But as the nation as a whole beheved that the 
War Office and the Foreign Office were as innocent of the out¬ 
break as the Press said they were, and as all the other leading 
writers were lying as heartily as the Press, it became die duty of 
Bernard Shaw to set dovoi the facts in their proper perspective. 
Collecting all the documents he could obtain, he went off to 
Torquay, where for two months he sunned himself on the roof 
of the Hydro Hotel, writing a mamfesto on the causes of the war 
and cognate themes “ I felt as if I were witnessing an engagement 
between two pirate ffleets, with, however, the very important 
qualification that as ^aiid my family and fnends were on board 
British ships I did niSt intend the Biitish section to be defeated if I 
could help it. All tihe ensigns were Jolly Rogers ; but imne was 
clearly the one with t^he Umon Jack m the comer.” Sometimes he 
descended fiom the Boof of die Hydro Hotel to listen to Basil 
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Cameron’s symphony concerts at the Pavihon, with rows of con¬ 
valescent wounded Belgians in the front. “ The band played 
Tipperary for these warriors who, instead of nsing on their crutches 
and burstmg into enthusiastic cheers, made it only too clear by 
their dazed demeanour that they were hstening to this tune for 
the first time in their hves.” One day, when Basil Cameron was 
luncliing with the Shaws, someone announced that the Anti-, 
German League had brought about the closing of a church at 
Forest Hill because the service was conducted m German by an 
old gentleman who had worslupped God in that language all his 
hfe.. " It’s like passing a vote of censure on God for creating 
Germans ! ” remarked Shaw. 

The wnting and publication of the manifesto, which he called 
Common Sense About the War, now seems the most courageous act 
in Shaw’s career. But the fact that The New Statesman did not 
hesitate to pubhsh it as a War Supplement which immediately 
reached a circulation of 75,000 copies, and that it was at first quite 
favourably received, indicates that Shaw, as usual, was a better 
judge of what could safely be said than his critics, hostile or friendly. 
It was not until its contents were forgotten or absorbed by the 
mihtant Press that it began to be denounced by journalists who 
had never read it. Shaw knew that it had to be swallowed, and 
suficredmot a day’s uneasiness on its account. But in any case he 
accepted a professional obligation to face personal risks m moral 
causes exaedy as a soldier accepts that obligation in physical war¬ 
fare. “ You may demand moral courage from me to any extent,” 
he was fond of saying, “ but when you start shooting and knocking 
one another about, I claim the coward’s privilege and take refuge 
under the bed. My hfe is far too valuable to be machine-gunned.” 
No doubt he knew that brave men can face the truth and flourish 
on it, that cowards hide beneath hes and are crushed by them ; but 
he must also have known that there are more cowards than brave 
men in any given community, and that in a cnsis the teller of 
truth runs a grave risk of being lynched. In his own case there 
was a speaal danger, because past expenence had taught him that 
numbers of people who had never betrayed the shghtest hostility 
would, the moment they thought they had him at a disadvantage, 
vent the bitterness and envy that had been rankling within them 
for years. His manner no less than his matter had always uifuriated - 
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iinmourless folk. “ When a dung is funny, search it for a hidden 
trudi,” says the He-Aiicient m Back to Methuselah. Unfortunately, 
die people who take themselves seriously always search for a 
ludden bludgeon, and the pubhcation of the first half of Common 
Sense m the montlily supplement of the New York Times provoked' 
a torrent of invective from a rival playwright, Henry Arthur Jones 
Sliaw’s levity was bad enough, but tins combination of rectitude 
with levity was unendurable A good example of these displeasing 
ingredients must be quoted. Referring to his pre-war articles, in 
winch he had made a vain attempt to avert the catastrophe, he 
wrote ; “ Nobody took the smallest pubhc notice of me ; so I 
made a lady in a play say ‘ Not bloody hkely,’ and mstantly became 
famous beyond the Kaiser, beyond the Tsar, beyond Sir Edward 
Grey, beyond Shakespear and Homer and President Wdson, the 
papers occupymg diemselves with me for a whole week just as 
they are now occupymg themselves with the war, and one paper 
actually devoting a special edition to a single -word m my play, 
winch is more dian it has done for the Treaty of London (1839). I 
concluded then that this was a country winch really could not be 
, taken seriously. But the habits of a lifetime are not so easily 
broken.; and I am not afraid to produce another dead silence by 
renewmg my good advice, as I can easily recover my popularity 
by purang still more shockmg expressions into my next play, 
especially now tliat events have shewn that I was right on the 
' point of foreign policy.” 

Dead silence, how^ever, was about the only condition not pro¬ 
duced by Common Sense No really mteUigeiit person could possibly 
have taken exception to a syllable m it; winch must be why 
nearly everyone took violent exception to every syllable of it. The , 
author simply pointed out tliat the violation of Belgian neutrahty 
was a trumped-up excuse for Bntish intervention, and a poor one; 
that if the soldiers of every army engaged were wise they would 
shoot their officers and return home ; that if the citizens of every 
belligerent country were wise they would refuse to pay for diplo¬ 
matic wars ; that there were Junkers (i.e. country squires) and 
mihtarists in England as well as in Germany ; that the English had 
, a reputation abroad for hypocrisy; that self-glonfication and 
abuse of one s enemy were not the best ways of wuining a war; 
that the war might liave been averted if Sir Edward Grey, the 
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British Foreign Secretary, load made England’s attitude clear before 
it'began; that the real case against Germany was much stronger 
than die lying official case ; and so fordi. In fact a most patriotic 
pamplilet, in which the true stand of democrac}’- was clarified and 
the fictitious stand demohshed. 

Yet no work since The Rights of Man by Tom Paine, who 
wrote “ Common Sense ” about another crisis, has gained for its 
author such a generous measure of hatred and vituperation. Robert 
Lynd summed up the situation by saying tliat, while nobody could 
take any reasonable exception to the pamphlet, yet from the 
moment it appeared the war was spoken of and wntten about as 
a struggle between Great Britain, France, Russia and Belgium on 
the one hand, and Germany, Austna, Turkey and Bernard Shaw 
on the other. The Press suggested that his plays should be boy¬ 
cotted. Old fnends kept clear of him Acquaintances cut liim 
People left die room when he entered it. Herbert Asquith expressed 
the view of many brother-officers when he said one evening in the 
' Royal Naval Division mess, “ The man ought to be shot! ” Even 
iiis friendhest critics were heard to murmur, “ Why can’t the 
bhghter play the game ? ” People who had not read Common 
Sense were particularly vitnohe. The author’s letter-box was 
crammed with filthy abuse by every post. At a Charity Matinee 
many of the “ stars ” who had taken part flatly refused to be photo¬ 
graphed in Ins company. The feehng he had aroused crossed the 
Atlantic. When G. S. Viereck was thrown out of some authors’ 
league, Shaw declared that any literary society which expelled a 
mernber because of his pohtical opinions was not a literary society 
but a political party Whereupon a member of the league wrote 
to tell Shaw that an Anglo-Irishman had no right to intrude his 
counsel and command in the affairs of an American society. Shaw 
rephed : “ Your letter . . . fills me with a wild hope that you 
may be able to recover for me the considerable sums I have paid 
into the United States Ticasury since 1913 as income tax. As tlic 
United States were founded on the principle of No Taxaaon 
witliout Representation, it seems to me that if you can succeed m 
establishing your contention that I have no rights m Aiherica, I 
shall'get my money back. Until I do, you may depend on it I 
shall take advantage,,^" ’ ’ position its payment confers on nie to, 

' <- ' ' oninioiW issue what vou call my ‘ 
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command/ in Amcncan affairs witli the utmost freedom.” In 
December 1914 Shaw was able to assert with absolute truth, “ I 
have been giving exhibitions of moral courage far surpassing any¬ 
thing achieved m the field ; but so far I have not received die V.C.; 
in fact sarcastic suggestions that I should receive the iron one have 
not been lacking.” 

One notable figure in the pohtical world, and only one expressed 
what the tiny gagged minority felt. “ May I now say that which 
I failed to muster enough courage to say when first I felt the thrill 
of your article,” wrote Kcir Hardie to Shaw, “ that its inspiration 
IS worth more to England than this war has yet cost her—^in money, 
I mean. When it gets circulated in popular form and is read as it 
will be by hundreds of thousands of our best pebple of all classes, 
it will produce an elevation of tone in the national hfe which will 
be felt for generations to come. In Scottish ploughman phrase, 
‘ God bless ye and send ye speed.’ I prohibit any reply to this, or 
even acknowledgment. It is the expression of a heart which now 
throbs towards you with almost feelings of devotion. . . . P.S. 
Only a Celt could have done it.” Shaw agreed with the postscript, 
for about twenty-five years after he had provoked that outburst 
of delirious raving and hysterical gibbering he gave me the explana¬ 
tion of It; “ If you read Cotnwon Sense About the Wen now in cold 
blood you may be puzzled to find out why it infuriated some 
people—especially those who had not read it, but had learnt that 
I had warned them not to use the word Junker as a term of abuse, 
as the most typical Junker in Europe was Sir Edward Grey. The 
secret was tliat as my patnotism was Irish, and therefore/anti- 
English, there was somcdimg unbearable m the complete objec¬ 
tivity of my presentation of the British case.” 

The national lunacy took a sharp upward curve when die 
Lusitania was sunk by a German submarine ; “ Immediately an 
amazing frenzy swept through the country. Men who up to that 
time had kept their heads now lost them utterly. ‘ Killing saloon 
passengers ! What next ? ’ was the essence of the whole agitation ; 
but it is far too tnvial a phrase to convey the faintest notion of the 
rage which possessed us To me, widi my mind fuU of the ludeous 
cost of Neuve ChapcUe, Ypres, and the Galhpoli landmg, the fuss 
about die Lusitania seemed almost a heardess impertinence, though 
I Was well acquaii\tcd personally with the three best-known victims. 

\ 
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a number of the lesser fry. Shaw related the sequel in a letter to 
me: 

“ They thereupon, widiout notice, solemnly expelled me. I 
pomted out that tbs proceeding was null and void, and that I was 
still a member of the club, but tliat to please them I would resign. 
A few members resigned as a protest, nicludmg Granvillc-Barkcr, 
who had a sovereign contempt for them and never attended the 
lunches. Zangwill would have resigned ; but I persuaded him to 
stay and cany on liis campaign for the admission of women to the 
club The others were as bored as I was and as out of place there, 
and jumped at the excuse for cscapmg. 

“ It was then or thereabouts that I was at a committee meeting 
of the Society of Authors, widi W. J. Locke, a West Indian by 
birth and temper. Suddenly, apropos of nothing, he rose screaming, 
‘ I wdl not sit in the room with Mr. Bernard Shaw,’ and dashed 
out, banging tlie door violently. Jack Squire demanded in print 
that I should he tarred and feadiered. 

“ But dns phase of war delinum soon passed off. Locke and 
Squire came to me and mutely invited me to shake hands, which 
of course I did. To me war fever is hke any other epidemic, and 
what tlic patients say or do in their dehrium is no more to be 
counted against them than if dicy were all in bed with brain fever. 

“ My pubhc meetings were crowded and successful. The Daily 
Mail sent a reporter to see me mobbed. He found me being bom¬ 
barded with questions about tlic soldiers’ allowance by a mendly 
audience. One meeting, just before die Dramatists’ Club incident, 
had an enormous crowd at the Press tables ; I never saw the like 
before or since. But the government forbade any reports; and 
both I and Lord Willoughby de Broke, who orated m die same 
week, were extinguished, and the poor reporters left penniless. 
The Mamhester Guardian alone defied die interdict. 

“ Later on, die Dramatists’ Club, now open to women, and 
probably enormously improved thereby, invited me to dinner as 
guest of honour ; but though I bore no malice I had had enough of 
them and made some excuse. Anyone who is a pioneer in art is 
hated by the old gang and should not join their clubs, as it enables 
diem to expel him, and to that extent places him in their power. 
It is the novices and amateurs who carry the day for him. Wagner 
suffered all his life from this sort of professional hatred. 
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“ The clique tliat abliorred me is long since dead; and as I 
cannot find the name of the club m any of the lists I presume it 
no longer exists. Henry Arthur Jones, a personal friend of mine, 
held out to the end with magnificent rhetorical denunciations 
of me and ofH. G. Wells; but his case was pathological. I have 
somewhere a pathetic little scrap of paper on which he tried to 
scrawl when he was dying that he had no personal feeling against 
me.” 

The case of Jones was a sad one. “ I do not thinic I can meet 
him m die future,” he said when Shaw expressed indignation over 
the fuss that followed the loss of the saloon passengers in the 
Lusitania. Having heard firom the secretary that severd members 
of the Dramatists’ Club had expressed a desire that he should not 
be present at their lunches, Shaw wrote to Jones : “ I hope you 
are not one of the ‘ several members,’ though m these raving mad 
times It is hard to Icnow. Cheerful sort of club, isnt it ? ” Jones 
answered that he had been in favour of the secretary’s letter and 
proceeded to attack Shaw for his attitude to the war. Sliaw rejoined: 
“ Henry Arthur, Henry Arthur ; what is your opmion of the war ? 
If you diink you are going to put ME off with a sheet of notepaper 
containmg extracts from the Daily Express copied with your own 
fair hand, you have mistaken your man. Come ! give me a sohd 
Buckmgliamshire opimon. . . Asking whether Jones would 
rather lunch with Horatio Bottomley than widi Inmself, Sliaw^ 
then dealt with certain points in die attack, sending up his blood- 
pressure to such a degree that Jones launched a sort of crusade 
agamst Shaw, keeping it up untd death intervened. The fact that 
Shaw could not take him seriously almost drove him out of Ins 
mind, and would have driven him into the law courts if Shaw 
had not maintained the fncndliness diat made him so firantic. hi 
1921 Jones withdrew his name from the committee of a Testi¬ 
monial Matinee to J. H. Barnes when he discovered that Shaw’s 
name was on the list of members. He attached Shaw m England 
and America, desenbing him as a “ a freakish homunculus germin¬ 
ated outside lawTul procreation.” In Ins reply Shav/ explained that 
he was “ unmistakcably the son of my reputed father,” and " the 
unquestioned lawful heir of my mother’s property and my fadier’s 
debts,” and concluded a long article with : “ I flatter myself that 
his publishers would never have ventured on such a roaring libel - 
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if ]ic had not given them his guarantee that my friendship could 
be depended on. And he was quite right.” 

In April 1925 Shaw was asked to propose the toast to the 
Immortal Memory at the Stratford-on-Avon Shakespeare Festival. 
This inspired Jones to write a book, Mr. Mayor oj Shakapcarc s 
Town, winch was so abusive that Shaw was asked if, in the event 
of publication, he would give an undertaking not to biiiig an 
action against the publisher and printer. He declined on tlic ground 
that he would do everything in his power to prevent Jones from 
wasting his talent on futile invective and to make him return to 
his natural business of play-writing. In 1926 Shaw made a last 
attempt to re-establish the old relationship, writing to Jones from 
the Rcgma Palace Hotel at Stresa : “ I meant to congratulate you 
on my seventieth birthday, but was afraid of sending your tem¬ 
perature up 10 degrees at a critical moment. 1 am assured now by 
Max Bcerbohm that you arc well enough to stand anything ; so 
I insist on affirmmg that the news of your illness gave me as much 
concern, and of your safe deliverance as much relief, as if we were 
stiU the best of friends. Our quaricl has always been a hopelessly 
onc-sided affair; and I have icjoiccd in your vigorous invective 
far too much to feel any malice at the back of it. Some of it, by the 
way, was very sound Shavian economics. ... At piescnt I feel that 
my bolt will be shot when I have got through the final struggle to 
finish my book on socialism, with every word of which you will 
agree. The truth is, I am for the moment so completely donc-up 
by work on top of illness (the result of an acadent) that the writing 
of tins letter would tire me for the rest of the day if the feeling it 
expresses were not so nourishing. So you really are doing me 
good. Do not bother to reply—^though I warn you I shall put the 
friendliest mterpretation on silence.” Jones did not answer this 
letter, feeling diat if he resumed friendly relations with Shaw he 
would be weakemng Ins position and betraying tlie admircis he 
had gained in die course of Ins crusade. Max Bcerbohm asked him 
to ' shake hands with the demon,” telling him that Shaw was free 
from malice and, 111^ his way, the most gifted man since Voltaire. 
But Jones stuck to his colours till the moment came when ap-. 
proachuig death made lum try to scrawl on that “ little scrap of' 
paper what he had forgotten when his feelings as a human being 
had been perverted hv nohtirnl frm 



THE WAR TO END SHAW '347 

Shaw’s odier famous contemporanes disapproved ofJus Common 
Sense without becommg so violent as Jones. H. G. Wells described 
'' Ills behaviour as that of “ an idiot cliild laughing m a hospital.” 
Arnold Bennett thought the pamplilet mopportune and Inmself 
'made the best of the opportunity. Jolm Galsworthy entertained 
scruples on the question of taste. Joseph Conrad felt that, in a 
matter of hfe and death, some digmty should be observed : in any 
'tase he disliked socialists on prmciple, feeling, no doubt, that 
people who had panaceas for human perfection would be wasting 
their time on him. G. K. Chesterton and Hilaire Belloc would, of 
course, have attacked Shaw if he had echoed dieir own views. 
Pretty well everyone had a nasty word to say; which only goes 
to' prove that pohtical and rchgious fervour curdles the milk of 
human kindness. 

Alfred Sutro had not been present at the Dramatists' Club 
luncheon when Shaw was “ warned off,” but he wrote to say that 
Common Sense was ill-timed and received a full Shavian blast in 
return: 


October 30, 1915. 

“ My dear Alfred, 

“Whats this you tell me ? Yon working m a 
Government office ! You ! You ! Of all the damned ridiculous 
pro-German follies ever committed by a Bntish patnot, dns is quite 
the damnedest. Dont you blow that with the exchange at its 
present rate and ammunition pouring m from America every day, 
the man who can transfer a hundred pounds from America to 
England without exporting anytbng but a scrap of paper helps us 
more than six dozen thoroughly inefBcient amateur clerks ? Come 
out of It this instant. Wnte me a handful of film scenarios and 
sell them to die Los Angeles people for ;^500 apiece. Write me a 
comedy for the American market, also a drama, The Walls of 
Chicago f and a melodrama. The Orphan of Louvain, the Spectre 
Nurse and The Tyrant’s Deathbed, or what you wiU ; only wnte it, 
and set up a stream of royalties every week from New York to 
-London. Confound you, dont you know —^you an old City man 
—that this IS the way to fight Germany, and that die one man in 
ten thousand who can do it and doesnt ought to be shot ? What 
^ A reference to Sutro’s most popular play. The Walls of Jfertcho. 
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are you dreaming of? Dont you care? Is it all notliing but a 
romance to you ? And if the plays are done here too, will they 
be of no use ? Arc the clerks who can do nothmg better dian 
clerking to have no recreation ? Are tire young soldiers in training 
to have notliing to hft them above cowboy films and whormg ? 
Alfred, you are a criminal, a traitor, a waster of the sacicd fire on 
kitchen giates, a spillcr of tlic seed on the gromid. Go up, thou 
baldhcad, and do what the God of your fathers meant you to do. 
Auf f Alls werk I And tliis—THIS is the man who lectures ME 
on what I have been doing with my time. You tell me that ‘ it 
was not tlic moment.’ I was offered ^300 to postpone for six 
weeks ; and I went ahead because in another month it might have 
been too late. We were dnving Sweden into tlic arms of Germany. 
We were heading straight for a war witli Amenca, and would 
have reached it if Wilson had been Roosevelt.^ We were robbhig 
right and left on the high seas as if it were still the ninetccnih 
century ; and we were sickening and infunating tlic world by 
praising ourselves, adormg ourselves, calling our retreats glorious 
. victories, exulting m those death traps, Brussels, Antwerp and 
Warsaw, into which our consummate stiategists, our Cicsars and 
Napoleons, were lunng the doomed Germans, cnslirining Asquith 
above Cavour and Grey above Marcus Aurelius, and rewling tlie 
Germans as cowards and imbeales like bargees and prostitutes. 
Our men were being slaughtered in heaps for v/ant of munitions 
because the firms we had grossly jobbed into the work had all been 
dependmg on die same small shops to farm it out to. We were 
lying like Trojans about everything Our belhes were full of the 
East wmd ; and though all this has come out smee, and The Times, 
the Mornipg Post and the rest aie now scrcaim'ng to the seven 
heavens in die most miscluevous way everything that I said care¬ 
fully and politely, you have the toupet to tell me diat it was not 
the tight moment! You are right; it was too late ; I held back 
too long. But there were difficulties. I did not dare to write led 
hot. I had to slave for moildis getting die evidence ; and I had 
to revise and revise, and give the stuff to people to read, and ask 
them was it unfair, was I lutting below the belt, was I off the 
evidence and so forth. As it was I had to anticipate it by my appeal 
on behalf of Belgium to President Wilson. It malccs me sick to 

^ Theodore Roosevelt. 
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recollect the drudgery of it all! But, at least, I broke the spclfof 
silent cowardice ; and I stated a case against Germany diat was not 
a tissue of ridiculous and hypocritical lies. The Germans were 
cleverer about it tlian we were. After the first outburst of rage, in 
which I was a Vatcrlandslose gesclle and deuce knows what else, they 
began to cite me as an audiority and to start the legend diat I am 
a pro-Gcnnaru And our press, instead of exposing the move, 
confirmed them, canng for nothing but die wound to dieir vanity 
made by my demonstration that they had all been talkmg the 
rottencst cinematographic balderdash. This has gone on ever since, 
even now that they are all ycllmg what they never dared to say 
until I gave them a lead ; and I dare say many of my disciples (I / 
have a few thousand) have dcaded that Germany is in the right, 
and refused to enlist or help because they are told every day that 
the prophet Shaw said so. 

“ Only yesterday I had to wnte for A. E. W. Mason a long 
oriental letter to show to the Sheiklis of Morocco, whom the 
Germans have been trying to uigc into rebellion by (with incredible 
tactlessness) saying diat I —as if the Moots knew or cared anything 
about me or about Belgium !—did not believe in the Treaty of 
1839 The Belgians were the most sensible. When King Albcifs 
Gift-Book appeared without my promised contnbution, winch the 
Daily Telegiaph was scared out of insciting at the last moment, die 
Belgian Government came to me and asked me to write them an 
appeal to the world at large. They politely said that they did this - 
because I was the only man whose voice would be listened to ; 
but what they meant was that I was the only one who would state 
the real nature of our obhgations to them and not use diem mcrelv ‘ 
as'a stick to beat the Geunans with And aU tins time vou have 
been fooling away your time in a Government office, preventing 
everybody from working by the charm of your conversation, and 
eating up the provisions of England mstead of bringing argosies 
across the sea to her, and telling people that I ought to be shot 
Well, I forgive you, but only on condition that you go back to 
your proper work at once, and that you go'to that silly Club and 
tell its idiot members to go and do hkewisc. Not diat I suppose 
they are doing anytlinig but superfluously makmg fools^of them¬ 
selves about me ; but still, you might just save a soul or two. In 
great haste, dear Alfred, “ ever, G.B S ” 
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King Albert’s Gift-Book was a book of contributions by leading 
authors, sold for the benefit of the Belgians. Sir Hall Came was 
asked to edit it by The Daily Telegraph, and Shaw was one of the 
authors to whom he apphed. But the Telegraph, ternfied by Common 
Sense, would not let Shaw’s contnbution appear ; and Hall Caine, 
for whose novel The White Prophet Shaw had wntten a preface in 
1909, said he would resign. Shaw dissuaded him from such a 
course, assuring him that notlung mattered but raising the money 
for the Belgians; m wliich respect the omitted contnbution was 
not entirely fruitless, for Shaw told Arcbbald Hcndeison, “I 
wrote such a movmg appeal for the Belgians that when I read it 
' over m proof I found that consistency obhged me to send in a 
substantial subscnption myself.” Immediately after tliis the Belgians 
hisisted that Shaw should draft an appeal on their behalf to America, 
which much surprised The Daily Telegraph. 

As for Sliaw’s letter to the sheikhs of Morocco, the full story 
has been narrated by liim : “ Early m the war the German Govem- 
raent, wishmg to stir up a rebelhon against the French m Morocco 
and Algena, arculated a document written m very choice Arabic 
to the effect that I am a great prophet, and that I once told an 
American senator that the violation of Belgian neutrality was an 
incident of the war and not the cause of it. I am quite unable to 
follow that operation of the German mind which led to the con¬ 
clusion that any Moorish sheikh could be mduced to rush to arms 
because some dog of an unbeliever had made a statement that was 
neither mteresting nor even intelligible in Morocco to some other 
dog of an unbeliever ; but/the Germans formed that conclusion 


and spent money on it ^'^iiercupon a distinguished literary col¬ 
league of mine, A. EjIW. Mason, who had plunged into active 


service in the war, ai^Vs-as busy circumventing the Germans round 
t le Mediterranean aB.-ihercabouts, came to me and asked me for 
conase and straigBforv^ard dcmal ’ of the implication that the 
Shaw Mas a pro-German. Havmg been among the 
difficulty\i sheiklis and marabouts myself, I had no 

Barbary^ Al^o Mason that conciseness is not a virtue in 

hig at the opportumty of preach¬ 

es a great propher Mi length when I find myself installed 
Wc combined tlie ^ weic not men of letters for notlung. 

'>ur Bible with that of Burton’s Arabian 
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Nights in a prophetic message, winch will, I hope, find a pernianent 
place m Arab literature as an additional surah of the Koran. It 
was, I assume, duly 'translated and circulated ; anyhow the Moors 
lay low and did nothing. It had every quality except that of 
conciseness.” 

In January 1915 Shaw wrote to Robert Loraine, who was in 
the air force : “ Everybody wants to know whether we shall have 
in future to hve under bomb-proof shelters by electric hght and 
never see tlie sun, or else give up war.” Since then the world has 
suffered from firmamentphobia ; but when, after the first Zeppelin 
raids on London, Shaw wrote to The Times urging the authorities 
to provide bomb-proof shelters for the defenceless atizens, cspeaally 
in the school playgrounds, the editor “ indignantly refused to 
publish a commumcation countenancing die monstrous doctrine 
that civihans arc not sacred, and that the soldier who would raise 
Ins hand to a fellow creature in mufti, save in the way of kindness, 
is not unworthy the name of Briton.” So he sent his letter to the 
leading hberal daily, the editor of which declared that he had 
never expected to agree with The Times editor, but that it could 
not be published in any civilised country. (It was, however, pub¬ 
lished by Massingham in The Nation ) A little later these editors 
were rudely awakened from their dreams of civilisation by a 
shower of bombs, and no doubt agreed witiT Shaw that ” in the 
next war the only safe people would be the soldiers in their dug- 
outs. 

while he was putting forth all his efforts m the cause of the 
Allies, die Enghsh newspapers were domg their best to discredit' 
Shaw. They reported that he was a pnsoner in Ins flat, unable to 
go out for fear of being mobbed, diat his career was over, liis 
reputation gone, that he was repudiated by his partisans, in dis¬ 
grace with his disaples, exploded, annihilated, finished and done 
for These reports were given currency, with embellishments, in 
the Berhn and Vicinia papers In actual fact he was addressing 
large open meetings m London every week to huge applause. 
Reporters sent to sec him hounded off die platform \wtncssed 
ovations instead. Resolutions of dianks for Ins Common Sense 
poured in daily from labour gatherings all over the country, and 
at length his correspondence became so large that he had to have 
cards of acknowledgment pnntcd, containing the statement that 
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he would eitlicr have to give up writing letters or have to give up" 
wntmg anything else. 

Before leaving for Mesopotamia I went to sec him several 
times in 1916. On my first visit I was astonished by the formidable 
spikes that topped the wickct-gate leading up to his flat and won¬ 
dered whether they were a wai-timc measure. He explained their 
presence, as already recorded. On die mantelpiece in his sitting- 
room were carved the words, “ They have said What say they? 
Let them say.” He told me that some other plulosophcr had lived 
there befoie Inm and had recorded that simple memorandum of 
his feelings “ I should have spoilt the thought by expanding it 
into a preface,” said he, “ so I left it there.” Most of our discussions- 
were about Frank Harris, who will reappear later on, but I made 
notes of a few of lus remarks on other subjects ; these were 
scattered over our talks, but must appear together here. 

“ How d’you like die army ? ” lie asked me 

“ I don’t; but I haven’t die courage to be a Consaentious 
Objector,” 

“ They certainly have all die disciplnie on their side, but it’s the 
wrong side for all that. They can’t understand that a war is being 
fought, A man can take precautions against a fire, but when Ins 
house is ahght he doesn’t worry about the precautions he has failed 
to take. He tnes to put it out And diis war can’t be stopped by 
arguing about who started it or by saymg that it’s wrong. We all 
know it’s wrong, but none the less we must drill ourselves to 
finish it by fighting die flames; diougli I admit we could finish 
It far more quickly if we killed off a few pohticians.” 

“ What are you writing now ? ” I asked. 

“ In my spare moments I’ve been wmrkmg on a play in the 
Tchekov manner.” (This was Heartbreak House ) “ It’s one of die 
best things I’ve done. Do you know Tchekov’s plays ? There’s a 
dramatist for you !—a man who had a sense of die theatre in the 
finest perfection. He makes me feel like a begmner. I now want 
to tackle a big religious subject. I read die Bible when I have time 
to read anytlmig.’ 

^ enough of diat in my cluldhood to last me a hfetimc.” 

. ‘ It s not a child’s book You can’t begin to apprcaate it until 
you are sick of the novels and plays and other trash our grown¬ 
up babies feed on.” • 
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“ Then it’s not a gfcat hook/’ I tned to liit back. “All the 
greatest hterature is simple enough foi the nursery.” 

“In that case the alphabet is the greatest work m English 
literature.” 

I subsided ; though on later reflection I xegictted that I had not 
‘replied : “A couple of eggs, a pat of butter and a penn’orth, of 
gas arc not the same as a simple omelette made by a cordon hleu/’ 

How tlie subject cropped up I caimot recall, but he confessed 
to “ a bog-trotting hatred of agriculture,” and shuddered as he 
spoke of “ weasels, stoats, rabbits, worms, and all the other sub¬ 
terraneous horrors.” 

He told me thatfor'some weeks after die pubheation of Common 
Sense his letter-box could not hold the mail, which was dehvered 
by the sack. Most of the letters were from lunatics and the language 
in them was quite unpnntable. “As I employ a lady-secretary I 
published a request that my correspondents should write the word 
‘ Obscene ’ on the top left-hand comers of their envelopes ” 

“ I suppose,” he said, “ that I escape lynching solely because 
people treat every thmg I say as a huge joke ; the pomt being that 
if a sohtary word I uttered were taken senously die soaal order 
would be endangered. Well, there’s •sometliuig in that. If people 
didn’t laugh at me they couldn’t endure me. As an ordmary hiunan 
bemg I am frankly impossible ; even as a Variety ‘ turn ’ I am 
only just bearable. My mental and moral superiority are insuffer¬ 
able. No cliink can be observed by die naked eye ni my armoun 
Such a preposterous persomfleation of repulsive virtues is intoler¬ 
able. So my fellow-citizens stuff then ringers in their ears 'and' 
drown my words m senseless cackle.” 

I was about to leave England, had said good-bye to liim after 
oui last meeting, and was half-way down the stairs to die wicket- 
gate, when he leant over the balustrade and called out: 

“ The war will last another thirty years 

With these words of comfort he waved a'cheery farewell and 
vamshed. 

Although Shaw did not agree with the attitude of the Con¬ 
scientious Obj’ectors he wrote several letters Ho the Press pleading 
that they should receive humane treatment and common j'ustice. 
But in war-time people are deaf to such remarks as “'Physical 
torture is the one means by winch die lowest humamty can degrade 
B s. . M 
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and destioy the Inghest,” and his appeals merely added to ins 
unpopularity with the oligaichy and their liangcis on, who were 
oht to torture any one who did not agree widi them. Another 
black mark was scored against him when it leaked out that he had 
drawn up one of six petitions on behalf of Sir Roger Casement, 
who had been captured in Ireland and was being tried for high 
treason. Curiously enough, Conan Doyle was responsible for one 
of the other five. Shaw did not sign his petition, because his name 
might have frightened off certain people whose signatures carried 
more weight; but he expressed his views in a letter which was 
turned down by The Times, The Daily News and The Nation, and 
published by The Manchester Guardian. He then drafted a speech 
for Casement to deliver at the trial before the verdict. The line he 
took was that Casement, bemg an Irishman, was no tiaitor and 
should be treated as a prisoner of war. He realised that if Casement 
left Inmself in the hands of his lawyers, and put up tiic fallacious 
defence of denial, he would be lost. Describing his interview with 
Casement to an officer on the western front who had given him 
a ride in a tank, Shaw said : “ I told Casement that he was as 
good as dead already. ‘ Roger/ I said, ‘ they mean to hang you. 
They’ll dig up some statute dating from tlie time of William tlic 
Conqueror, if necessary ; but liang you they will. Now, look here, 
don’t go wastmg your money on expensive lawyers The result 
IS a foregone conclusion. Plead guilty, and then, when you arc 
asked to say what you have to urge in im’tigation of punishment, 
read out tins speech, wliich I have specially written for you on the 
subject of Ireland and her wrongs. It is the best tlnng ever wntten 
and would cause a tremendous sensation.’ Would you beheve it ? 
Casement flatly refused, and lost the greatest chance in liistory; 
They hanged him, as I told him they would, in spite of all his 
costly lawyers.” 

In February 1917 Shaw toured the Flanders front at the invita¬ 
tion of Sir Douglas Haig, the British Commandcr-in-Chief, and 
for a week enjoyed himself “ enormously and continuously.” At 
Ypies he begged the Town Major to let him drive the car across 
the square alohe. It’s rotten that serving soldiers like you and 
the chauffeur'shcmld run any lisk m takmg joy-nders about,” he 
said. The ,Town yvlajor, a tall Irishman from Youghal, gasped, 
though Ins conteihpt for the official driver’s risk was unbounded. 
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‘ No otlicr civilian visitor had ever made such a suggestion, though 
he had conducted many noisy patriots and martial orators over the 
same scene. C. E. Montague, who was in charge of Shaw through¬ 
out the visit, was one of tlic party, and made the episode known. 
The square was crossed at full speed in safety, and Shaw was taken 
up to a pinnacle, whence a bird’s-eye view of Ypres could be 
obtained. “ Go flat on your face if anything comes over,” said the 
Town Major. Shaw would have been delighted to do so : “ In 
my youth I had learnt, by sedulously imitating the pantaloons in 
tlie harlequinades, to drop flat on my face instantly and then pro¬ 
duce the illusion of being picked up neady by die slack of my 
trousers and set on my feet again I had a wild hope that Brer 
Boche would send over something that would give me an excuse 
for exhibiting tliis accomplishment to my nc\v friend. But nothing 
came over just then ; and I left Ypres with my digmty imimpaired.” 

He did all the sights—^Arras, the Somme front, the Vimy ridge. 
He visited Sir Almroth Wright at Wimereux and stayed with 
Robert Loraine at Trezcniies, where he roared with laughter during 
a dress rehearsal of his war-time playlets. The him of Pertisaleni and 
O’Floherty, V.C. “I’m glad you appreciate our poor efforts at 
your play, sir,” said an officer. “ If I had thought the stuff would 
prove to be as poor as dus,” returned Shaw between convulsions, 
“ I’d never have w^ntten it.” 

Back in England he heard that Loraine had been seriously 
wounded and was in danger of losing a leg. Shaw tried to comfort 
him with die reflection “After all, havmg two available legs, I 
have never groused because I have not three ; so why should a 
man with one be wretched because he has not two ? ” Probably 
because he had been used to two, Loraine might have replied : 
instead he asked whether he ought to take die doctor’s advice and 
have his leg amputated, his knee-cap having been shattered. Shaw 
was dubious : “ I dont know what to say about the leg. If you 
lose It, an artificial leg of the best sort will carry you to victory as 
Hcnr)' V. If you dont and arc lame, it means a lifetime of Richard 
III, unless I write a play cntidcd Byron. Then there is die pension. 
,How much for a leg ? How much for a limb ? One must look at 
these things from a business point of view.” But, thought Shaw, 

“ there is no reason why an actor should, like a Roman Cathohe 
priest, be perfect in all his members to discharge his .function.” 
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He made die best of Ids own ailments as well as other people’5, 
writing to Charles Bncketts in February 1918 : “I have 'been 
loiocked out for a week by ptomame poisoning and a fall on my 
precious head down a flight of steps—a form of exercise which t 
have somewhat outgrown Therefore, now diat I have got over ‘ 
it, I find that it has bucked me up remarkably ; and the bumps-on 
my head are taken for intellect.” He had, however, “ quite lost 
die iron nerve with which 1 faced the bombs of Ypres and Arras; 
the raids now terrify me uito heartrending palpitations ; and I am 
too lazy to go down into the excellent Adelphi cellars.” 

After the war he gave some hints to the pohtiaans and diplo¬ 
mats who were gbmg to make the world safe for democracy at the 
Versadies Peace Conference; but he knew quite well diat he 
might have saved himself the trouble. His remarks “ had about 
as much effect on the proceedings at Versailles as the buzzing of a 
London fly has on the meditations of a whale in Baffin s Bay.” 
While die fightuig was still m progress he had written that ” a 
victory for anybody is a victory for war ” ; so, naturally, the Peace 
Conference made die world safe for the warmongers. 

He refused to attend a Conference to limit armaments at _ 
Washington, U.S.A. ” The notion that disarmament can put a ^ 
stop to war is contradicted by the nearest dog-fight,” said he ; and 
with regard to security he professed to have done without it all 
lus hfc, never havmg had less of it than when all the cowards m 
Europe were fighting for it. “ I know that security is impossible 
and that nobody but a hopeless idiot or a person condemned to . 
Parliament for the term of Ins natural hfe (much the same thing) 
could for one moment believe it to be possible, its first condition 
being that one Power shall exterminate all the odier Powers, and 
its final condinon tiiat one man in that Power (which one, by the 
way '^lall extermmate all his feUow-men, and thus enioy die 
security of Robinson Crusoe until he shps on a piece of orange peel 
and breaks, his leg, widiout having left any one ahve to set it.” 

j^though he had never m his hfe hsteiied to a debate in the 
British House of Commons, Shaw attended the annual assembly 
of the League of Nations in 1928. He found the whole business 
unspeakably dbll and stupid, though the meetings were occasion¬ 
ally enlivened by the sudden and spectacular appearances of the 
young ladies offthe Secretariat. In spite of all this,.or possibly 



THE STRANGE CASE OF FRANK HARRIS 357 

because of it, Shaw felt that the League wasj’ustified as a school 
for international statesmanslnp, opposed to the old Foreign Office 
diplomacy : “ In the atmosphere of Geneva patriotism perishes : 
a/patriot there is simply a spy who caimot be shot ” In fact the 
atmosphere of Geneva was of such a rarefied nature that, folio wmg 
the demise of patriotism, everytlnng else perished. 

But while peace and war came and went, while Conferences 
'assembled and dispersed, while monarcliies collapsed, democracies 
crumbled and dictatorships crashed, the Theatre stood, firmly 
founded on die rock of gfenius : “ Prime Ministers and Comman- 
ders-in-Cluef have passed from a brief glor)’^ as Solons and Csesars 
into failure and obsciuity as closely on one another’s heels as the 
descendants of Banquo ; but Euripides and Aristophanes, Shake- 
spear and Moliere, Goethe and Ibsen remain fixed in their ever¬ 
lasting seats.” Widi, we may add, Bernard Shaw, 


THE STRANGE CASE OF 
FRANK HARRIS 

S o MUCH light was throvm on Shaw’s character in the course of 
Ins dealings with Frank Harris that no biography of lum 
would be complete widiout the story now to be related. 

We already know that Harris, as editor of The Satin day Review, 
engaged Shaw to write the dramatic criticisms. The imtials 
” G B.S.” became known to a large public between ’95 and ’97, 
and in diat sense Harris helped to seal the critic’s reputation , but 
- as Shaw’s articles were the most widely-read feature of the paper, 
it may fairly be claimed that the genius he put into them far out¬ 
weighed the cash he got out of them. Yet his gratitude to Harris 
was such that many yeais later he told his former employer, “As 
long as you edit a magazme anywhere on earth, you can expect 
contnbutions from me.” No other member of Harris’s staff shared 
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these sentiments or behaved with such generosity. The explanation 
of Shaw’s persistent affection and loyalty is; firstly, that certain 
of Harris’s qualities appealed so strongly to him that he could not 
be antagonised by the qualities which repelled other men ; and 
secondly, that as he was never really intimate with Harris he found 
It difficult to understand why those who knew him well turned 
against him at last. Harris’s character has been drawn with skill, 
humour and msight by Hugh Kingsmill, whose book should be 
read by everyone who is interested in the complexities of human 
nature Here we must conccntiate mainly on what attracted 
Shaw to Harris. 

“ All the htcrary blokes loathe me, and I should spoil tlic 
dinner,” wrote Shaw to Sutro in 1924. “ Many thanks, all the 
same, for raslily including me.” This was roughly true. The 
literary blokes did not like Shaw, and Shaw did not like the literary 
blokes Harris was not a hterary bloke ; in fact he lagcd against 
the majority of wiitcrs, especially the professional crew. He be¬ 
longed to no clique, though he had no objection to being the 
centre of one. He was acquainted with a world outside literature, 
a world of gamblers, financiers and other crooks. A large portion 
of his life was devoted to the arts of feeding, drinlang, swindling 
and seduction. He had taken part in amazing adventures, which 
he narrated in an artistically metrical bass voice that would have 
made his reputation as the Statue in Donjmit. He claimed to have 
met everyone of note in the world of his time, and retailed stories 
of them, with salacious details, in a diapason that could tell above 
an orchestra He tromboned his way through the worlds of Fleet 
Street, the Stock Exchange, Mayfair and Monte Carlo, bragging, 
bullying, blustenng and brawling, never unimpressive but alwaj's 
unprintable. In addition to wdiich he read, intoned, and raved 
about poetry, loved Shakespeare and Jesus Christ, and proclaimed 
his adoration of the liighcst whenever it suited his purpose to see 
It. All this was very refresliing to young men who were in rebel¬ 
lion against the conventions and welcomed anything that did not 
remind them of school or university or home life ; and as none of 
them could ever have had a master, a professor, or a parent who 
remotely resembled Harris, he did not want for disciples, nearly 
all of whom earned the tide of “ Judas ” as the years went by and 
tiiey grew out of their Harris phase. But Shaw, unconventionally 
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educated, was never a disciple, and so his emotions were disen¬ 
gaged from tlic start. “ Why do you describe me as a buccaneer ? ” 
complained Harris, who regarded liimsclf as a modern gentle 
Jesus, and was ridiculously unconscious of die fact that liis appalling 
language was not the current vernacular of polite society, male 
and female. Shaw really classed him as a monster (which he was), 
and delighted in imitating liis bassoprofoudo ; he loved the incredible 
adventures, the shocking stories, the blasphemies and obsccniries 
to winch his own maternal uncle had hardened him in his boy¬ 
hood. Harris was a hohday for him; an hour of his company 
was more invigorating than a day in the count^)^ But an hour was 
quite enough of it. 

H. G. Wells assured me that Shaw dishked “ intellectuals," 


preferring people who could dehver a good round oath on occasion. 
Tliis is hardly consistent with Shaw's liking for Wells, die truth 
Being diat Irishmen are much more profane in conversation, and 
Shaw blasted and damned cverydnng to hell, invoking Christ 
and all the saints on provocation that would not have elicited 
a tinker’s oath from his English friends. Harris did not shock him ; 
and he maintained that Harris’s blackguardism was pure inno¬ 
cence. Consequendy he never ceased to save his old fnend's face, 
eventually at the expense of liis own. He regretted diat so many 
of Harns’s criticisms were unprintable. One day, meeting Harris 
outside a tiicatre, he asked him what he was doing dierc. 

“ I am going to read a play to that son of a bitch, Charles 
Wyndliam,’’ Harris mtoned in the rhythm of Chopin’s funeral 
march. 


“ Ah, well! you might do worse. Wyndham’s ideas are old- 
fashioned ; but he has a kind of flair for a good play,’’ said Shaw 
encouragingly. 

*‘ The pump will give water if you pee in it! ’’ Harris replied 
in the tones of a Russian choir. 


This is a very mild specimen of the estimates of his contem¬ 
poraries which Harris could put into a sentence. Shaw, however, 
credited lum with one virtue : he knew good work from bad in 
literature ; hked tiic good and scorned the bad ; and for this Shaw 
forgave liim everytliing. 

After selhng The Saturday Review Harris gambled for a wliilc 
m hotels and other less reputable property, Tost his money, and 
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successively edited The Cctiidid Juiend and Vdiiity PdiV, in the last oi 
which several articles appeared attaclcing Shaw, who read them 
with amusement because, though signed " F.Hthey were 
“obviously wntten by the office boy, Flank’s activities in those 
days being confined to drawing his salary.” He next edited Hcnrdi 
and Home and Modem Society, a libel m the latter landing him in 
gaol. Shortly after the commencement of the war he went to 
America, becoming editor of Pearson's hfaoazinc, and writing for 
it a “ Contemporary Portrait ” of Shaw which was as much like 
Shaw as a crocodile is like a kangaroo. At that time I was trying 
to enlist the intcicst of England’s leading writers m Marns’s Lijc 
and Confessions of Oscar Wilde, copies of which the author h.id sent 
me for that purpose. As a young disciple it ncvci dawmed on me 
that Kiplmg, Conrad, Barrie, Wells, Bennett and others might 
deny the master, and their curt or pungent replies saddened me. 
What they called his pro-German attitude in the war riled them, 
and they had never much caicd for his pro-Ilarris attitude bclore 
the war. Shaw w'as not in tunc wnth this chorus of condemnation. 
He sent me a long letter addressed to Hams, m which he described 
his own meetings with Wilde and declared that Wilde’s mcmoiy 
■would have to stand or fall by Frank’s book, w’hich had W’ipcd 
out every previous wmrk on the subject. Sliaw' suggested that his 
letter rmght help to sell a cheap cdinon, which meant a small 
fortune for the biographer. He gave me his actual opinion of the 
book at the time ; “ Boswell invented Johnson, just as Shakcspe-ir 
invented Falstaff. Fiank has not invented Oscar, nor made him 
more mtcrcsting than he actually w'.-'s; thcrefoic I done think 
the book will be read for its own sake bv people who arc not 
curious about Wilde. All the same I would read it more often 
on a desert island than Dorian Gray. ” 

After the rebuffs I had experienced, Shaw’s magnanimity 
amazed me, especially as I had sent him a copy of Pearson's con¬ 
taining Harris’s inept and hostile “ Portrait ” of himself, receiving 
diis acknowledgment; “You will see by the enclosed that 
MacCarthy is a man after your owni heart. I have told him to 
keep tlie book, also that I have sent his Icttci to you. Thank you 
for Pearson’s, wdiich I wnU return wdicn I have read it more com¬ 
pletely. Frank is really a frightful liar, wnnng imaginary conver¬ 
sations in an imaginary character, with odd little scraps of actiwl 
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reminiscence in them; and most of Ins victims will be furious : 
but it can’t be helped : he must live for the present by apocryphal 
memoirs.” Desmond MacCardiy was also in those days one of 
Harns’s admirers, though not so warm as I. 

Shaw did his best to explain why I could not expect enthusiastic 
replies from the other authors to whom I had written. The follow¬ 
ing extracts from Ins letters to me tell their o vvn stoiy : 

“ Wells may not have returned from Italy. He is not un¬ 
generous, though his sudden transports of fury carry lum beyond 
all boiuids for an hour at a time. But Frank is going to be %>^ery 
irntatmg for a while. He has become editor of the American 
Pearsons Magazine ; and he has already started personal reminis¬ 
cences 111 It, which he wiU keep up for three numbers at least—the 
usual period of his attention to any rag he professes to edit. It is 
even possible that he may be kept to Ins work by liis circumstances 
and by American slavc-dnvmg I have read the first instalment; 
and It is clear that he is going to tell how he discovered and rescued 
from poverty and obscurity not only Wells, Kipling and myself, 
blit probably Henry James, Thackeray, Dickens, Goldsnutli, 
Shakespear and Chaucer. He is quite welcome as far as I am con¬ 
cerned ; but the others may be more touchy. On tlic other hand 
they may not; but anyhow it is not good pohey to set them going 
on the subject until the book is formally published in England.” 

“ Frank’s present tack of dcscribmg to the Amcncans how he 
discovered Wells, Kiphng, Conrad, myself, and other neglected 
geniuses, and rescued them from obscurity, is no doubt quite 
sincere ; for he probably beheves tliat America was discovered at 
the moment when he first landed there ; but if these writers refuse 
to take it good-humoredly as I do, you cannot reasonably quarrel 
with them on that account.” 

“ Do not send your letter to Conrad. You are not his tutor. 
Wnte simply, ‘ Dear Mr. Conrad, I have done my best with you 
for Frank Hams. You wiU not, I hope, bear malice against me 
for that. Thank you for retunung the book. I, of course, didhiot 
know tliat it would be unwelcome.’ That will not sow a dragon’s 
tooth, and it will probably make him feel doubtful whether it 
was kmd to write m the tliird person.” 

“ As to Wells’s attitude towards Frank, you must be prepared 
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for that Flank is a sort of monster : a man with a range which 
extends from the most delicate susceptibility to the most callous 
blackguardism; and no man is bound to'put up with his extra¬ 
vagances in one diiection for the sake of his achievements in the 
other. When Wells says, ‘ I kuou> Hams,’ it is quite possible that 
Hams has outrageously offended him or some of his friends; and 
Wells IS highly susceptible of offence. You have already remarked 
that I-Iarns believes that my own behaviour towards him was mean 
(his own expression) although I treated him as well as any reason¬ 
able man can expect to be treated m this world. The fact that he 
regards himself as Wells’s benefactor docs not give you the least 
guarantee that he may not have treated Wells in an infuriating 
manner,” 

“ MacCarthy was delighted when I told him. tliat you were 
furious with the papers because they dismissed Frank’s book in a 
brief paragraph while devoting whole pages to Mr. Brithng and 
an insignificant little item like the war. He said you were quite 
right. . The notice in The Manchester Guardian 1$ very generous 
for an old man of 70. Did you expect him to write three columns 
proclaiming Frank as the Messiah?” (At the author’s request I 
had sent his PFiWe to several leading papers.) 

Later I called on Shaw and he amplified the sketch of Harris 
which he had already given me m these letters, repeating in much 
tlie same words some of the foicgoing passages. 

After the war I wrote a ” portrait ” of Harris for my first book, 
sending tlic proofs to Shaw for permission to publish some of his 
letters. He asked me to reconsider my essay, as m Ins opinion it 
made Harris out to be “an odious character . . . repudiated by 
audiors of such high standing as Conrad and Wells. . . . Why 
rake up his tantiums and follies, which arc only too well know n, 
m an article winch does not say a word about the qualities that 
induce some qf us to put up with them ? ... If you call wimcsses 
to Harris’s character, why call hostile ones unless you want to 
discredit lum ^ NDo you want to quarrel with Frank ? If so, is it 
not easy to do it without quarrelling with Conrad and Wells 
also ? . , . Nodimg is easier than to tell the stor)' widiout a word 
against Harris’s standing or charaaer. You need not dramatise my 
niagnanimity by allegmg that he treated me badly : I can spare 
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that brick from my pyramid.” Shaw’s advice was sound and I 
ought to have taken it. Harris was not pleased Tvith my well- 
meaning attempt to re-establish him in England, altliough I liad 
called him the most dynamic writer alive, the author of the greatest 
novel in English, the greatest biography in English, and heaven 
knows what else in English. 

It was also just after the war that Harris had an offer from a 
film company, which promised to pay him a substantial sum if he 
could get Shaw’s co-operation in a screen version of his book on 
Oscar Wilde. Harris wrote asking me to help his wife, who had 
crossed the Atlantic in order to persuade Shaw to allow parts of 
his letter about Wilde to be flashed on the screen while the film 
'was being sho^vn; at least that was how Harris explained the 
object of her mission to me. Shaw, I felt sure, would not hesitate 
for a moment; nor did he Mrs. Hams called upon him ; and 
after expressing his amazement that she had not divorced Frank 
years before and married a imlhonaire, he pointed out that the 
story could not be screened, as too many of the characters were 
still alive and powerful, notably Edward Carson. Mrs. Harris, 
unconvinced, appealed to me, and I went to see Shaw. 

“ Why won’t you do tins for Frank ? ” I asked. 

“ Frank’s a baby, Mrs. Frank’s a baby, and you’re the biggest 
baby of the three,” he answered. 

“ Then give me my comforter. In a word, do as I ask ” 

“ Are you really such a thundering lunatic as you make your¬ 
self out to be ? Do you honestly beheve that the only thing these 
American people want is my permission to flash passages of my 
letter on the screen ? They could do that without my permission. 
What’s to prevent them ? They could, if they wished, reproduce 
passages from The Tn»« criticism of Frank’s book, but they couldn’t 
advertise that the scenario was by The Times as well as Frank. 
Can’t you see that what they want to do is to advertise the fact 
that the scenario is by Bernard Shaw (m capital Ictteis) and Frank 
Harris (m small letters) ? ” 

“ Oh, but Frank told me-” 

“ Humbug ! Frank knows nothing about these film people. I 
do. They have approached me hundreds of times. Tlicy have 
offered me a quarter of a million pounds to release half a dozen of 
my plays for the screen. I have refused, and I shall continue to 
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refuse. Shavian plots arc as silly as Shakcspeaican plots, and, like 
Slialccspcare’s, they are all stolen from other writeis. Until my 
words can be heard as well, tlicy can whistle for my stories.” 

“ So you thinlc that what they arc after- ” 

“ Tliink, my uncle ! I knouf. They arc trying to bamboozle 
Frank—and me. Well, let them try ' If my name is even breathed 
as havmg written a syllabic of their wretched scenario, I’ll have 
the law of them ! ” 

” I sec your point.” 

“ Loud cheers ! ” 

But why won’t you help Frank with Ins scenario ? ” 

“ Well, of all the-! Hesketh, I’m surprised at you Why 

has It never occurred to you to ask me to sign one of your own 
works ? I could make £20,000 for you by putting my name to a 
book by you. Why not ask me to do so ? ’ 

“ Well, I-” 

“ rU tell you why. Because it would be forgery, and, though a ' 
fool, y'’ou’rc not a scoundrel.” 

” Still, I might easily ask you to write a preface to, a book by 
me ” 

” Then you’ll ask in vain. If your work isn’t worth reading for 
Its own sake, put it m the fire and sweep a crossing. You shall not 
become a Best Seller by scrambling on to my back.” 

” So the situation is tins ; you refuse to be connected in any 
way with die scenario of this Wilde film- 

Or any other film-” 

“ But you raise no objection to their using passages from your 
letter about Wilde published m Frank’s book.” 

“ If you care to waste your time wnting such nonsense, by alfi 
means do so. But they know peifccdy well what they can do and 
what they camiot do. As to the scenario—NO ! And that’s final 
I hope Mrs. Frank didn’t cross the Adantic'for, an answer diat 
could have been^given by cable.” 

I’m afraid ifiy mtervention has been useless.” 

Not at all ! It has taught ymu a much-needed lesson . to 
leave Frank to stew in his own juice. Now go and sin no more ” 

As I wanted to show Harns that I had done all I could for him, 

J wrote to Shaw and he summarised in a letter the objections he 
had raised during'our conversation. 
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In tlie summer of 1928 Sliaw was staying at Antibes and several 
times went over to Nice to see Harris, wlio m bis retirement tberc 
, had published an autobiography of sucli a nature tliat Mrs. Shaw, 
not considering it the sort of reading to place within reach of her 
maids, burned it, to the intense indignation of Hams, who regarded 
It as pre-eminently a book for ladies and even nuns He was then 
meditating a book on Christ; but the publishers demanded a book 
on Shaw instead. By that time Hams was at the end of liis tether, 
bankrupt in money and health, and, as to Shaw, hopelessly out-of- 
date. He made a desperate elfort to produce the desired book. He 
invented a wildly fictitious story of Shaw’s boyhood, making him 
the son of a bog-trottmg beery peasant, persecuted as a Methodist. 

A eulogy of Candida, with quotations (it was the only Shaw- play 
he knew), followed Then came what he called a Sex Credo, with 
a few of Shaw’s letters, and another fiction concemmg Shaw’s 
marnage. Harris, cxliausted, then threw in his hand and left the 
rest to a stray Amencan journalist’ who knew less of the subject 
than Harris On tins he got what advances he could from his 
Amencan publishers until they submitted the book to Shaw for 
Ins approval, as it w^as liiglily hbellous. Shaw had to veto it; 
and presently Hams died, leaving Ins widow destitute; whereupon 
Shaw spent many weeks elinunatmg the fictions and filling up the 
hiatuses and rewriting the work, winch, when pubhshed, he 
described to me as “ my autobiography by Frank Harris.” He ' 
had conscientiously preserved all Harris’s dispaiagcraents of him¬ 
self whilst correcting the facts. 

Unfortunately the advances made to Harris by the publishers 
had left die book a squeezed lemon for the moment; and the only 
other lucrative asset was Harris’s Life and Confessions of Oscai Wilde, 
pubhshed in the Umted States in several ediuons, but stopped m 
the British Empire by Lord Alfred Douglas, whom it left under 
the mtolerable imputation, started by his own father; that he was 
not only Wilde’s friend but liis accomplice m the events that led 
to Wilde’s disgrace and rum 

Shaw set to work to produce an inoffensive edition of the Life 
and Confessions, and to do justice at long last to Lord Alfred. Tins, 
as to the latter, he accomplished by his favourite weapon, a preface; 
The task of editing was greatly faalitatcd by the existence of 
a revision made by Lord Alfred himself on which he fotmd it 
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unnecessary and impossible to improve. This very competent 
revision had come mto existence in the following circumstances. 

In order to get Iiis biography of Wildc published in England, 
Harris had offered to remove all the libels on Lord Alfred Hoiiglas, 
and to wnte a new preface explaining how he had been deceived 
by Robert Ross into making Douglas the villain of the piece, 
Douglas was quite willing to let die book be issued in England on 
these terms, and Harris wrote the preface But he refused to alter 
the orignial text on the ground diat he possessed plates of it and 
could not afford to have it set up afresh. Douglas naturally insisted, 
and even made the revision afterwards adopted by Shaw. But 
Harris m a rage broke off the negotiations, writing a furdicr preface 
in which he implied that he had been deceived by Douglas into 
making Ross the villain of the piece and that the original work 
was after all “ die true truth.” 

It seemed to me that such proceedings were not those of a 
scrupulously honest biographer. Eurdicr, I had discovered for 
myself or learnt from others that very few of Harns’s Contemporary 
Po}traits (five volumes of them) were even pardy reliable, M’hilst 
the majority were obviously ficrional. Next, I read an unpublished 
letter of Wilde’s which made it perfectly clear that he had not 
travelled to the Riviera m Harris’s company, a journey which had 
resulted m one of the most important ‘ confessions ’ in the book. 

I decided that a man whose indifference to facts was so complete, 
however entertaining he might be as a character or a Casanova 
(and I still thoroughly enjoyed him as an unconscious comedian) 
should have stuck to fiction and left biography severely alone.' 
I was further impressed by an attack on Fraidc’s veracity by Robert 
Harborough Sherard, a rival biographer. 1 wrote to Sherard ; and 
he sent a copy of my note to Shaw, whose statement that Wilde’s 
memory would have to stand or fall by Harns’s portrait had done 
so much to sell the book and establish it as an authority. Shaw 
forwarded the copy on to me, with this letter; 

“ R M.S. Rangifaue, 

outward bound London to New Zealand. 

“ Mid-Pacific, aSdi Feb.,- 1934. 

Dear Hesktih Pearson, 

Now that I have a moment’s leisure—the first for 
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many months—and am reminded of you by your monument' to 
that old joker Sydney Snutli among my stock of books to read, I 
, must drop you a hue about the enclosed fragment of slirapncl 
from the Sherard bombardment. 

“ You need not recant your opinion of F H.’s Hfc of Wilde. 
It is still, as far as I know, by far the best literary portrait of Oscar 
in existence, simply because Frank was the best writer who tackled 
the job, and because he knew Wilde well personally. Sherard’s 
idolatrous picture of Wilde is obviously false; you can say of it 
what William Morris said of the Droeshout portrait of Shake- 
spear; ‘ We know it’s not hke Shakespear because it’s not Hkc a 
man.’ 

“ Sherard makes the mistake of tlnnkmg that by convicting 
Frank of inventions and inaccuracies he invalidates the portrait, 
much as if Millais had pamted Oscar m a red tie with a green, 
umbrella. Wilde was never seen with either; but the portrait 
, would be far more truthful than one by a common painter per¬ 
fectly accurate in every detail. As I am myself the victim of a 
biography by Harris which did not contam a single objective 
statement that was even approximately true (though it conveyed 
quite trutlifuUy what he thought and felt about me) I have no 
illusions about Fraidc’s style of painting ; but I do not tliink that 
there is anythmg essentially false about his presentment of Wdde 
from Harris’s point of view. 

“ Harris did not intend to tell lies about Wilde or to represent 
liiin as other dian he appeared to him Sherard is setting up an 
idol wliich is hke nothing on earth, and viiifymg ever)^ one who 
does not worship it. He will drive himself ciazy if he is encouraged 
to go on with It. 

“ As when you were younger you had a generous admiration 
for Frank there is notlung that wc can tcU one another about him 
that we dont already know ; and all Sherard’s wonderful detective 
feats do not amount to a row of beans for us; but do not let 


yourself be seduced by them into a recantation of a verdict of 
yours which was quite sound 

“ I shall not be back in London until the middle of May. 
Anyhow this needs no answer: I know what a bother letter 
. writing IS. 

“ G. Bernard Shaw.” 
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My answer was that though Harris may not have intended to 
tell lies about Wilde, he had never beai able to discrimmate between 
what was true and what was false; that though a fancy might 
be more vivid than a fact, the value of a biography lay in its 
accuiacy ; that no one would have raised any objection if Harris 
had called his book on Wilde “ a romance ” ; and that if Shaw 
studied Sherard’s cnticisms with an open nhnd he would be the 
first to recogmse tliat the biography was wmrdiless. 

But I could not move Shaw^ who held that if a biography 
showed what maimer of man its subject was it did not matter a 
straw if every line of it was inaccurate.^ 

Shcrard’s full exposuie of Harris’s inventions, entitled Bernard 
Shaw, Ftank Harris and Oscar Wilde, came out in 1937. I rashly 
assumed that after readmg it Shaw would recant. But he only made 
fun of Shcrard’s simultaneous statements that: (a) Harris’s book 
was a tissue of lies from beginmng to end, and (b) that it was all 
plagiansed from Shcrard’s own biography. Shaw also thought 
that Sherard’s explanation of Wilde’s perversion—an adulterous 
intrigue causmg syplnhs and madness—was a tactless fiction 
which left Harns’s imaginative flights nowhere. , 

Harris’s Life of Wilde, with Shaw’s preface, was duly published. 
Desmond MacCarthy ui The Sunday Times, Harold Nicolson in 
The Daily Telegraph and myself m The Ohsei ver prompdy denounced 
the book as utterly unreliable and wondered why Shaw had done 
this dung. Sliaw gave the reason m a letter to The Sunday Times, 
wherem h? expressed a wish that Desmond MacCarthy should 
“ feel a little for Mrs. Harris, left with no property except Harris’s 
copyTights. I suggest that Messrs. Desmond, Shcrard, Pearson and 
Co. subsenbe to purchase the copyright of tins book from her. 
They can then withdraw it at their own expense” Thus Shaw 
was again being loyal to Frank Hams by helpmg Ins widow. Hugh 
Rmgsmill’s comment was: “ There is an obvious diifeiencc 
between helpmg Mrs. Harris at liis own expense and at Wilde’s.” 

Since Shaw knew that Harns was “ a frightful liar ” and com¬ 
pletely irresponsible, diat Harris’s book on himself “ did not con¬ 
tain a single objective statement that was even approximately true,” 
and diat Sherard had convicted Harris of numerous errors, dus 

lum noticed that his attitude is quite the same to a biography of 
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persistence 111 maintaining that Harns’s biography of Wilde was 
the only true one calls for some explanation. The mam elements 
in his character explain his attitude The rebelhous and adven¬ 
turous schoolboy m him was attracted to Hams from the start, 
and the first impression never wore off. His generosity responded 
to what was generous in Harris, whose recklessness and fire com¬ 
plemented. his cautiousness and timidity. Never havmg been 
'snundled by Hams, he had not suffered personal disillusion, and 
having no malice in lus nature, he felt no amioyance vehcn Harris 
tried to belittle him. He never ceased to be grateful to Harris for 
having given him a free hand as a dramatic cntic and standing by 
him when litigation seemed imminent. He overvalued the work 
of Harris because he retained an adolescent love of force and 
rhetoric in literature. Outside his own provinces of music and the 
drama, he did not exercise his critical abihty because his interests 
were not aroused. “ These novehsts will persist in inventmg strings 
of fiction and calling them plays instead of seizing a theme and 
developing it,” he complained to Sutro of ZangwiU’s and Bennett’s 
dramatic efforts. But as these two were novelists, diey were cliiefiy 
interested ui strings of fiction. The same with biography. “ It is 
the doctrine and not the man that matters,” said Shaw of Jesus 
Chnst. But the man alone mterests his biographer, to whom die 
doctrme is merely valuable for the light it casts on the man Here 
is a case m point: Shaw’s doctrme that the man does not matter 
illummates liimsclf, for it explains why he so carelessly accepted 
Harris’s picture of Wilde as fundamentally authentic.^ If he had 
taken an objective interest m Wdde for liis own sake, instead of 
as a .theme for Hams to develop or as a text for Hams to moralise 
upon, Shaw would have. perceived the falsity of the portrait. 
Whether, pcrceivmg it, he would have witlidrawn his recommen¬ 
dation, I camiot sa/; for through liis nature ran diat strain of- 
vanity and wilfiiiness which charactensed another histoncal per¬ 
sonage, who, equally Vague about the value of truth, insisted that 
what he had written he had written. 
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Asa man of business Shaw was so much better mformed in 
law and economics than the pubbsbers and managers with 
whom he had to deal—“ all romantic dreamers” he called 
them—that he liad to take care of their interests as well as his own 
m his contracts, which were always drafted by himself. He once 
presented a contract for signature to Forbes-Robertson with die 
words, “ Wih you sign or will you argue?” “I will sign,” said 
the great actor, and did so without reading a word, knowing that 
Shaw would take better cate of lus mtcrcsts than he could, himself, 
and that, anyhow, Shaw could argue the liind leg off a donkey. 
Shaw was consistent and calculable in business for any one who 
understood busmess. He knew that a good contract is one winch 
is good enough for both parties, and that the money value of a 
work of art is what it w^ill fetch and has nothing to do widi its 
ments as such His espiit de corps was inflexible : to exact less 
than the market price of his work or to obtain a production by 
imdersellmg his competitors was to him the crime of a blackleg. 
He never sold his rights. After his fiist commercial production in 
-the theatre a speculator bid ;,^I50 for the continental rights in Anns 
and the Man In those days British playwrights j umped at such offers. 
Shaw said, ” How are foreign autkors to live if the managers arc 
able to pick up British plays for next to nothing ? ” When his 
plays were demanded abroad later on, he ascertamed die highest 
fees paid to native authors, and insisted on these for himself, or, if 
they were inadequate, on liis full British (London) terms. In 
certain countries these, though moderate enough, were protested 
against as unheard-of and impossible. Shaw was adamant; and 
when he had liis way the astomshed and impoverished native authors 
demanded the same and succeeded. Tins was the sort of trade- 
union tnumph which he thoroughly enjoyed. 

In dcahng with local theatrical ventures, “ Little ” theatres, 
rcpcrtoiy^ theatres, and similar dramatic struggles for life in places 
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outside the commercial grooves, it was usual for playwrights, or 
rather their agents, to class tlidse adventurers as amateurs, and 
make ithem pay fixed fees—usually five guineas—for each per¬ 
formance. Such fees were prohibitive for any but rich people 
indulging the vanity of imitating fashionable players in faslnon- 
able plays, and giving the profits (if any) to charities. And the 
autliors felt that, as ladies and gentlemen, they could not accept 
less m fees tlian guineas. Shaw broke with this system ruthlessly 
by granting professional terms m every instance m wliich the 
profits went mto the theatre or were appropriated by the per¬ 
formers. When the performance was in a village schoolroom, and 
the gross receipts were fifteen shillings, the author’s fee being 
nmepence, Shaw pocketed the penmes and toudied liis hat, trusting 
for a continuance of the Httle Society’s custom. The nmepence did 
not pay for tlie postage and the overhead ; but it made possible 
a dramatic activity all over the country wliich yielded Shaw an 
income on which many a clerk or small shopkeeper could have 
lived and brought up a family. 

AU tliis may suggest a keen and able man of busmess prospering 
accordingly ; but Shaw protested tliat he had lost oceans of money 
by bemg so preoccupied with writing and public work that he 
seldom attended to his business until he was forced to do so. “ I, 
should have taken a business partner witli a flair for advertise¬ 
ment,” he said. ” People say that I am always advertismg myself. 
What they mean is that hundreds of fools keep writing foolish lies 
about me that simply damage me. The result is tliat everybody 
talks about me ; but nobody reads my books ” 

In fact, Shaw’s settled income, though suffleient to keep him 
comfortably in tlie surtaxed section of the professional class, and 
reinforced by lus wife’s resources, wliich were substantial, did not 
justify die common descriptions of him as a millionaire. I once 
asked him about such windfalls as the extraordmary success of the 
Pygmalion film, estimated by the Press at ^55,000. He said: 

” Divide by four to get rid of exaggeration.^ Deduct Bntish and 
American taxation, hivest the balance at two and a half per cent 
if you can get it. Deduct from the interest taxation at about twelve 
s hillin gs in the pound. That wiU give you the gmgerbread with 
' the gilt ofil Nine tcntlis of our people know notliing about money 
when it runs into two figures, never having had any. You can 
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imagine what their sucsses are worth when it runs into four or 
live. ^ 

He admitted that a reputation for colossal wealth was some- ^ 
times useful. But it had to be accompanied by a defensive reputa¬ 
tion for rapacity and meamiess. Tliis he dehberately cultivated. 
Having answered a reply-paid wire by post-card, he Was asked to 
return the pre-paid telegram form. “ I return die form under 
nrotest," he coraplamed. “Reply-paids are my perquisite. I 
always answer by post, and get my telegraphing free m conse¬ 
quence.” When he was asked why he had lent the Durham coal¬ 
miners 30,000 for the construction of cheap dwelling-houses, he 
replied, “ Six per cent.” ' 

Had he been as avaricious as he wished to appear, he would 
not have neglected the theatre for three years after ms biggest box- 
office success in order to write The Intelligent Woman s Guide to 
Socialism (1928), which contains everytlnng that he had thought 
and felt on the subject for over forty years, expressed with a clarity 
and cogency never bcfoie or since acliieved by any writer on a 
teclinical theme. He defined the purpose of the work in the course 
of a talk with me : 

” Early in the present century I threw a bombshell, I said that 
the man m the street was right. This was considered revolutionary. 
The man in the street had always said that sociahsm meant eqtm 
incomes for all, and I staggered every one by sa-jdng that I entirely 
agreed with hiin. That, I think, is my sole original contribution 
to sociahst thought. I spent four years studymg economics, only 
to find that no one knew anytlimg about it; and having discovereo 
that the whole capitahst system was just one of plunder, 1 said that 
the citizen had to decide on what provocation he would cut 
neighbour’s throat, my rough and ready judgment being that if" 
A had 3 16 and B 2/6, B should cut A’s tliroat, and of course vice 
versa. I defy any one to estimate the merits of indmduais iii terms 
of money ; and as no one can say in what.proporfions wealth 
should be distributed, equal incomes for all is the only possible 
alternative to me present distribution by robbery. I have two 
friends: Dean Ihge and Gene Tunney. What auctioneer is going 

* In January^ 1942, he wrote to me ; “ The Pj>gmahon film has brought 
royalties and cost me ;^50,ooo in %var taxation. Heaven 
aciena you from such success. Anotlter will ruin me ’* 
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to value, their relative worth in pounds or dollars ? At present 
Gene can buy Dr. Jnge up ten times over without overdrawing his 
bank account. Is that distribution an ideal One ? ” 

As one who enjoys neither preacliing nor punching, I agreed 
that a decision in the case he mentioned would be difficult. 

Shaw did not believe, as so many sociahsts do, that the posses¬ 
sion of money would solve all the problems that perplex humanity ; 
“ All the thoughtful ones will assure you that happiness and un¬ 
happiness are constitutional, and have iiotlnng to do with money. 
Money can cure hunger: it caimot cure unliappiness. Food can 
satisfy the appetite, but not the soul.” Not being a materialist he 
drew'Ins morahty from a deeper source than that of most Utopians : 
“ Good conduct is a respect which you owe to yourself in some 
mystical way ; and people are manageable m proportion to their 
possession of this self-respect. . . . There is a mystenous some¬ 
thing in us called a soul, winch deliberate vnekedness kills, and 
without winch no material gam can make life bearable, . . . Good 
conduct IS not dictated by reason but by a divme instmet that is 
beyond reason. Reason only discovers the shortest way ; it docs 
not discover the destination,” His belief that people are consciously 
or unconsciously stumblmg upwards to the tliroiie of God made 
liim light of heart and bred in him such a large toleration for the 
shortcomings of human nature that he could picture a saintlike 
Inquisitioner in Smif Joan, which is much the same as portraying 
a voluntary hangman as a gentle soul “or a born garrotter with a 
heart of gold or for that matter any judge that ever Hved with 
a Chnsdike disposition. His rehgion also mchned Inm to blame 
external conditions for the wickedness of man : “ Street arabs are 
produced by slums not by original sin . . . he who would reform 
himself must first reform society.” Tins seemed like puttmg the 
cart before the horse, for what were slums produced by ? “ The, 
Ricardian law of rent wliich nobody understands,” was bis reply. 
One might have asked how the Ricardian law of rent had been 
conceived and exploited, but life is short Shaw, however, insisted 
that not evil but ignorance was tlie matter. “ The malignant ' 
demon,” he assured me, “ is not Shakespear’s angry ape dressed in 
a Httle brief authority, but the impersonal Ricardian law of lent, 
which remains die pons asinornm of pohtical science. If only it 
could be knocked mto people’s heads as effectively as the Apostles’ 
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Creed, they would react to it as Henry George did, or Karl Marx^ 
or Sidney Webb, or myself.” A man’s nature is revealed m his 
hopes for the world, and Shaw’s belief m the possibility of an 
international brotherhood through commumsm is creditable to lus 
heart if not to his head. 

It IS possible that Shaw himself would have been content in a 
state of society where equal incomes prevailed. For him money 
meant notliing more than secunty and exemption from petty 
tyrannies. Otherwise he found it troublesome, "for it attracted 
parasites and hatred, and he loathed charity and patronising : 
“ When I have to relieve people finanaally I hate them as heartily 
as they hate me.” People who had a vague notion that socialism is 
a state of society in which everyone gives away lus possessions to 
everyone else sometimes reproached him for not begganng hini- 
sclf. He retorted that only a madman behaved as if he were living 
in his own particular utopia. If the rich unloaded their riches, it 
would not be the poor who would pick diem up. When I reminded 
him that Jesus advised the rich man to sell all that he had and give 
it to the poor, Shaw rephed . “As Jesus never had any property 
and left all the busmess of his ministry to Judas, he simply did not 
know what he was talkmg about. He should have advised the 
opulent young man that under Roman rule he could do no better 
than invest his money in gilt-edged or m land and drop what he 
could spare into Judas’s bag Taking an interest in Christianity 
would make Iiim much happier and better tlian spending what it 
cost liim on chariot raemg or on harlotry.” Shaw’s advice might 
have pleased the rich man ; but Jesus was concerned with individual 
salvation, not general prosperity. 

The manuscript of the Guide was sent to six of Shaw’s expert 
friends, liwluding of course the Webbs, for criticism and correc¬ 
tion TheXrcsult was the ehmination of sundry slips and clerical 
errors, and\ the pubhcation of the book with thirty blunders 
described by the author as “ howlers winch blazed to the heavens.” 
These got corrected one by one in letters from total strangers all 
over the coun^. Which explains why Shaw hated first editions. 
They are always the worst, he declared. 

Passing from sociahsm m theoiyr to socialism in action, it is 
dilFicnlt to reconcile many of Shaw’s pronounced opinions with 
ins support of foe Bolshevik regime in Russia. For example: 
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“ Progress depends on our refusal to use brutal means even when 
they are efficacious.” “A civilisation cannot progress without 
criticism, and must therefore, to save itself from stagnation and 
putrefaction, declare impumty for criticism.” “ Civic education 
does not mean education in blind obedience to authonty, but 
educatioti in controversy and liberty ... in scepticism, in dis¬ 
content and betterment ...” “No single cnminal can be as 
powerful for evil, or as unrestiained in its exercise, as an organised 
nation ... it legalises its crimes, and forges certificates of righte¬ 
ousness for tliem, besides tortunng any one who dares expose their 
true character.” None of these remarks would at any time have 
been read sympathetically at the Kremlin. “ Had we not better 
teach our children to be better citizens than ourselves ? ” demanded 
Shaw. “ We are not doing that at present. The Russians arc.” He 
had already been answered by the author of Man and Superman : 
“ The vilest abortionist is he who attempts to mould a cluld’s 
character.” 

But a human being who has spoken as many words as Shaw 
would be a miracle, not a man, if Iiis opinions had not occasionally 
clashed ; and m any case Shaw’s hatred of stagnation was enough 
to make him see pink when Russia went red I once happened to 
say that, though revolutions seldom do much good, they some¬ 
times do a lot of very refresliing harm ; a remark that pleased him 
so much that I felt it partly explained his attitude towards the 
Russian affair. But we must make an effort to see what happened 
from his ovti angle. 

When the Russian revolution of 1917 put modem Marxist 
Communism—Shaw’s professed pohtical creed—to its first serious 
practical test, the Bolshevists were, if possible, more venomously 
execrated by the British socialists and labour leaders than by the 
capitalist parties. This lasted until, at a public meeting of the 
Fabian Society, Shaw rose and said, “We are socialists. The 
Russian side is our side.” A stunned silence followed ; but when 
the debate was resumed there were no more disparagements of the 
Soviet. Shaw sent one of his books to Lenin with a higlily compli¬ 
mentary inscription of which a lithographed facsimile was made 
and circulated m Russia. When he visited Russia m 1931 he was 
made as much of as if he had been Karl Marx m person. 

Nevertheless he was under no illusions as to the first effects. 
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of the attempt to govern 160 millions of people on Marxist prin¬ 
ciples by a handful of ex-undergronnd conspirators wdth no 
experience of practical administration They called Shaw “ a good 
man fallen among Fabians ” ; Fabians being to tlicni an utterly 
contemptible little gang of petit howgcois triflcrs And they began, 
on prinaplc, by destroying their capitalist institutions before they 
liad provided communist orgamsations to carry on, the very error 
against which Shaw in Ins Fabian preaching had warned them. 
His pet lesson was that a government must not take a penny from 
the private capitalist until it was ready to perform the social func¬ 
tion he was performing, however anti-social his mccntivcs might 
be. It took three years of indescribable ruin, starvation and civd 
war to convince Lenin that he must adopt what he called the New 
Economic Policy, which was, m fact, nothing but the toleration of 
the old economic policy of pnvatc trade, until the Soviet organisa¬ 
tion was ready to take its place. Shaw, commissioned handsomely 
by the Heai-st Press of America to visit Russia as H. G Wells had 
done, and to tell the world what was going on there, refused, 
knowing only too wcU what he would see. He was not surprised 
when Tolstoy’s daughter called on him, disillusioned and almost 
broken-hearted, to describe how the prosperous well-farmed 
countr^'sidc round the Tolstoy family seat at Yiisnaya Pohana was 
now a wilderness of weeds and waste where no man could make 
a living. He could only have said “ I told you so ” if he had been 
unkind enougli. The Soviet had thrown out the prosperous farmers 
as kulaks on prmciple, because they were exploiters of labourers 
and horses; but it had not piovidcd for the culnvation of their 
farms; and the time was to come when it would be glad to throw 
them in again pending the arrival of the collective farmers and tlic 
orgamsing commissars to carry on the national agriculture. The 
stiects and shops of Leningrad and Moscow told the same talc ; 
and Shaw had no intention of telling it over again for the capitalists 
of London and Chicago to exult in. He knew that it was a passing 
phase, and that bitter expcncnce would compel the remedy, which 
was not more destruction but, in his opinion, more communism. 

Meanwhile, however, he stuck to the Fabian Society and would 
have nothing to do with the so-called communist parties who 
wgarded their countries, on mternationahst pnnaples, as local 
pranches of the World Revolution of Trotsky and the doctrinaire 
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'Marxists, and accepted not only guidance but money from Moscow- 
When he was outvoted tn a Research Committee on wliich he sat 
, as a Fabian delegate by a majonty of wild young communists on, 
the money point, he resigned at once, in spite of his usual advice 
to novices never to resign. It was characteristic of him to resign 
on a pomt of diplomatic etiquette ; for another of his favourite 
counsels to revolutionists was, “ Be as correct as possible in your 
general conduct; for your sociahsm wiU set up quite as much 
fnction as you will have time for in your pnvatc affairs.” Also 
he insisted on the sociahst movement in England bemg character¬ 
istically Bntish. When imitation Fascists and Bolsheviks began 
to sport black shirts and red ties, he warned them that such 
fashions would make them outsiders m England. He maintained 
that the Fabians alone had studied sociahsm scientifically and 
carried it farther than Marx, who, like the first Bolsheviks, had 
no practical experience of public administration, and wrote about 
capitalists, employers and proletarians like a man who had never 
talked to one of diem in his life. All Shaw’s Fabian facts and 
authorities were British facts and audiorities, mosdy gathered by - 
the ommscient Sidney Webb ; and dns goes far to explam how 
Shaw, an artist-plulosophcr and an Irishman, kept his hold on the 
mtenscly plnhstine middle-class Enghsh Fabians, who regarded 
metaphysics as cloudy nonsense, and aitists as disreputable bohe¬ 
mians. Shaw as the perfect Fabian was also the perfect philistme ; 
for no mistake could be more complete dian to suppose that the 
Fabians were in die very least Shavians. Like all leadeis Shaw 
had Ins handful of idolaters ; and there were, of course, mdmdual 
exceptions to the philistine rule. But the bond between hun and 
the Fabians as a whole was one of reciprocal usefuhiess in the pur¬ 
suit of their common political aim He valued die Fabian atmo¬ 
sphere Inglily because it forced Inm “ to keep liis feet on the 
ground” (another pet presenpoon of his) and taught .him to 
handle all sorts of antipathetic people, making it impossible for 
those who disliked him intensely to quarrel with him; but it 
was no more native to him than to WiUiam Morris, who could 
not breathe m it. 

When Stalin split with Trotsky on'the question of the possi- , 

' bihty of estabhshing socialism in a smgle country without waiting 
for a revolution of the proletariat all over die world, Shaw, 
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Relieving that not only would soaalism begin, as it bad already 
begun, in single countnes, but could not possibly begin in-any 
other way, took Stahn’s view as a matter of course as part of the 
inevitable Fabianising of Bolshevism. Accordingly, when hd at 
last visited Russia in 1931, by which time the Bolshevist regime 
had become presentable and in fact imposing, he w'as in complete 
sympathy with Stalins policy and better able to understand and 
judge what he was to see than ninety-nine per cent of the inhabi¬ 
tants, in spite of the desperate efforts of the Soviet to inculcate the 
Marxian dialectic and the early chapters of Das Kapifal (erroneous 
and unreadable, accordmg to Shaw) on all its infants. 

Nevertheless, the visit was quite unintended by Shaw, who was 
by his own confession curiously dependent on external pressures 
for any activity outside his daily routine. “ If I had been let alone,”' 
he said, “ I should have died in the house I was bom in.” And 
again, “ My natuie is arboreal Why does an oak grow ttiiler and 
live longer than a man ? Because it does not waste its energy 
moving about from one spot to another that is no better.” Mrs. 
Phillimore, authoress of works on St. Paul, called him an old 
tramcar, always on the same set of rails.. 

It was, however, easy enough to derail liiin if others did the 
job. One day the Marquess of Lothian called on liim to say that 
Lady Astor badly needed a holiday, and that he and Lord Astor 
proposed a trip to Russia and would hke Shaw to jom them. Shaw 
desired no better company, and packed his bag at once. 

The legends that have giown up about tliat visit are, Shaw 
declared, all lies. The popular one about his taking withJiim a 
stock of provisions, and having to dirow them out of the railway- 
carnage window when he found that Russia was a land of plenty, 
was invented by a journalist who knew much less about Russia 
than Shaw ; but Lady Astor, deluded by the tales in The Times, 
did actually take sufficient nnned food for five people (her son 
David was of the company) for a fortnight. Tins was not thrown 
out of the window ; there was a grand distnbution of it to the 
hotel staff the day before their departure for home, making a noble 
addition to the tips which hotel servants accepted without scruple, 
though in other directions Shaw’s experiments in tipping were all 
refused. 

rhe Russian food suited Shaw, He found Kasha “ the best 
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porridge in the world.” Black bread and cabbage soup were for 
Mm an ideal diet. The dozens of cucumbers wMdi were served at 
every Russian meal did not dismay Mm; and he soon got used 
to the soup appearing at the end of his dinner instead of at the 
beginmng. His compamons, not being vegetanans, were perhaps 
less appreciative; but diey had nothing to complain of. The- 
hotel, wMch diey had expected to find full of pohce spies, was full 
of Americans, witli the management doing its best to feed and 
entertain tliem in the fasluonable western manner, and the guests 
talkmg treason (in English) much more freely than they would 
have done in London at the Ritz. There was only one breakdown, 
and that was in the lift, which stuck between floors and caged Lady 
Astor and G.B.S., who were hauled out ignomiiiiously by the ears 
with so httle space to spare that they took care not to trust them¬ 
selves in it again. 

The impression made by Moscow on Shaw and Lady Astor 
was naturally very different. To her, prospenty meant beautifully 
dressed ladies and gentlemen in Rolls Royces against a background 
of Bond Street and the Rue de la Paix, where the shop-windows 
were ablaze with goods costing pounds and even thousands of 
pounds. What she actually saw were cheaply-diessed people, all 
with business or labour of one kind or another on hand, against a 
background that can be seen any day in Lambeth and Southwark, 
where the great mam streets put the west-end ones to shame by 
their spaciousness, but where the shops deal m half-pence and invite 
poor customers uistcad of fnghtcnuig them away. Only, most of 
the Moscow shops were closed ; and those that dealt in objects of 
art exiubited them with cloak-room number tickets attached and 
without the least attempt at wmdow-dressuig, evidently with no 
knowledge of their values. “ If you spotted a treasure you went in 
and said you wanted its number,” Shaw informed me. “ The shop 
assistant, very unpretentiously attired, accepted your entrance as a 
friendly soci^ call; consulted a list as to the pnee of your number ; 
and concluded the transaction without taking the smallest com- 
meraal mterest in it.” Needless to add, all the good bargams, 
ridiculously under-priced, had been snapped-up by connoisseurs 
long before Shaw’s arnval. To a western millionaire notliing could 
be more depressing. To Shaw it was better than he expected, and 
frill of novelty and promise. The absence of ladies and gentlemen 
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was such a< relief to him that when, on leaving Russia, he went 
into the Polish first-class -waiting-room and saw two young ladies 
there, his first impulse was to call the police and have tliem 
removed and set to hard labour. He noted with hopeful satisfac¬ 
tion the faces free from those maiks of contmual money troubles 
and, among the manual woikcrs, of disillusion too Jcsigned and 
hopeless to be called cynical, wliicli he considered the sdginata 
of capitalist civilisation. The lack of luxury shops did not trouble 
him : he was fond of saying that he had walked through Bond 
Street and Regent Street with empty pockets and with full ones, 
and the icsult was the same in both eases: he bought nothing. 
The Goldsmidis’ Alliance once tried to tempt him vdth a blue 
diamond ring for ^^4000 ; he found Woolwoith jewellery at 
fourpcnce prettier, and did not buy either. The rate at which the 
Soviet was clearing up its messes from day to day exhilaiated him ; 
and the public factories, the collective farms, the palaces and great 
shooting-lodges full of workers and artists putting in their week¬ 
ends there, the magntficcnt public art collections, the pleasant police 
courts where the magistrates were sensible women and there were 
no pohcc, no docks, no apparent coercion, the prisons whicli were 
threatened with overcrowdmg because the pnsoncis would not 
leave when their sentences expired, all pleased and mtcicstcd Shaw 
immensely. 

On the other hand, he roundly denoimccd the revolutionary 
museums, winch glorified die old rebels of the Tsarist regime, 
many of whom he had met To the astonished curators, eagerly 
'expecting his approval, he said, “Arc you mad, to glorify rcbclhon 
norv that the Revolution is the Government ? Do you want to 
have the Soviet ovcithrown ^ Is it wise to teach the young that it 
would be an act of immortal heroism to assassinate Stahn ? Clear 
out all tliis dangerous rubbish, and turn die place into a Law and 
Order Museum.” Through the great cathedral, winch contained a 
liistorical collection illustrating the atrocities of piiestly rule and 
was labelled anti-icligioiis, he was piloted by a niin-hkc gill, who 
bore the badge of the League of the Godless, and who had not 
. die least suspicion that she was a congenital devotee He pointed 
to an exlnbit of tw’o mummied bodies and asked what diey were 
donig there. “ These arc the bodies of tivo peasants which we' 
found undecayed,” she replied. “ The priests pretend diat this is 
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a iiTiraclc that liappais only to die bodies of saints ; but tins shows 
that It may happen quite naturally.’^ “ How do you know tliat 
diesb two were not samts ? ” asked Sliaw. This possibility had not 
occurred either to the Soviet Government or to die League of the 
Godless ; and the httlc novice was struck dumb. She, by the way, 
was one of the subjects on whom Shaw tried his tipping expea- 
nients. She proved incorruptible. Shaw’s verdict on die show was 
that It was an excellent if somewhat one-sided illustration of die 
dangers of ecclcsiasticism, and that the municipalities of Geneva or 
Belfast would endow it cnthusiasticaliy. It had practically no 
native visitors, and was being converted into an advertisement of 
the first Five Year Plan dicu in operation. 

Shaw was already on the track of saint-worship under the 
Soviet. On Ins arnval in Moscow he and his companions had gone 
straight to the Red Square to see the embalmed Lenm lyuig in 
state, and had been surprised to find that the dark and burly dic¬ 
tator was in fact a slight blonde, with aristocratic hands that liad 
never known manual labour. Later in the evenings they saw queues 
of many hundreds of workers, their day’s work done, waituig their 
turns to visit the shnne, winch was to most of them not a mere 
cunosity but the tomb of a saint. A commissar, to whom ShaW' 
mentioned Ins visit, was shocked, and on bemg asked whetlicr he 
liimself had not made the pilgnmage, indignantly denied that he 
had been guilty of such an act of superstition. Yet Shaw puzzled 
them by caHing tlic Comintern a State Church, and prophesying 
that Church and State would have to fight it out for supreme 
authority as they had had to in the old Christian States. 

To please the English visitors they were conducted to a race- t 
meeting, where Shaw had to hand die pnze to the winning jockey. 
Shaw said that as the Soviet had discarded competition he liad 
presumed that there would be only one horse in each race. The 
winning jockey did not look hke a Russian. He was m faa an 
Irisliman. 

In the social way all that Shaw wanted was to see Krupskaya, 
the widow of Lemn. The rest of die party were determined to have 
a talk with Stalm. No objection was made as to the widow; but 
the visit got postponed from day to day on one pretext or another 
until It became clear that it was not intended to take place at all, 
Krupskaya, it was said, was m bed with a cold. She was old and 
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of a solitary disposition, and must not be disturbed at the moment. 
She was living, not in Moscow, but in a log hut m the woods m 
the country. When a drive tlnther was suggested, she was living 
in Moscow. At last Shaw put Ins foot down. He had been entrusted 
with a book to deliver to her. He did not wish to intrude on her ; 
but he was determined to leave the book and his visiting-card at 
her door, wherever that door might be. Lady Astor, hearing that 
Krupskaya had fallen out with Stalin on the subject of education 
to such an extent that he had threatened to appoint another lady 
as Lenin’s official widow, emphatically declared that she would 
not leave Russia until they had set eyes on her. At last the excuses 
suddenly collapsed ; and a visit -was arranged to the log hut in 
the woods It turned out to be a princely shootmg-lodge. Krup¬ 
skaya, who was perfectly wcU, gave them such an enthusiastic 
welcome that they could scarcely believe in her reported passion 
for solitude, the place being full of her courtiers. She was visibly 
relieved and delighted to find the terrible Shaw quite charming. 
Not a word was said about Stalin. The truth was that all the 
evasions had been made up by Krupskaya herself, who had imagmed 
Shaw to be personally an unbearably disagreeable fellow. 

Shaw was even moic surpnsed and delighted than his liostess. 
She shared with Mrs WiUiam Booth of the Salvation Army the 
distinction of being photographically the ugliest woman m Europe. 
And just as General Booth spoke of Mrs. William passionately as 
“ my beautiful wife,” and their daughter Evangehne also described 
her mother as extraordinarily beautiful, Shaw found Krupskaya 
irresistibly lovable. He declared that if she were sent into a room¬ 
ful of children they would be “ all over her ” in a second. He raved 
about her strangely set Mongohan eyes. The tea at the shooting- 
lodge was an immense success. 

In spite of the fact that no visitor had been granted an mterview 
with Stalm, w’ho had not been seen even by the British and Ameri¬ 
can Ambassadors, an exception was made in'the case of Lord Astor 
and his friends.' Though the request was greeted with a splutter 
of appalled amazement, a meeting was fixed, the Astors, who 
arranged it, being pledged to secrecy. Shaw never heard of the 
pledge ; and I am therefore able to relate what happened at a 
meeting wliich, diough unsought by Shaw, who had no mission 
to Stahn and did not waste his time to gratify mere curiosity, was 
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secured by Lord Astor, Let it therefore be lecorded with Voltaire’s 
meeting with Frederick the Great and Goethe’s with Napoleon. 

“ Unlike the other dictators, Stalin has an irrepressible sense of 
humour,” summansed Shaw. “ He is not a Russian : he is a 
handsome Georgian wnth the attractive dark eyes of his race. There 
is an odd mixture of the Pope and the field-marshal in liim: you 
might guess him to be the illegitimate soldier-son of a cardinal. I 
should call his mamiers perfect if only he had been able to conceal 
the fact that we amused him enormously. First of all he let us talk 
ourselves empty. Then he asked if he might say a few words. We 
couldn’t understand a syllable he uttered : the only word I caught 
was ‘ Wrangel,’ the name of one of the generals England had 
backed agamst the Bolsheviks. He was sowi brimmmg with 
amusement; but as the utterly incompetent interpreter’s teeth were 
chattering with fright, die point of his pleasantries escaped us. 
But for Litvinoff, who ivas present, wc should have left without a 
translation ” 

“ Stalin is a quiet, dark-eyed person, well-behaved and very 
grim. He did not smile once while we were with him,” Lady 
Astor informed me. 

These flady contradictory accounts of eye-witnesses of the same 
scene, a constant occurrence winch makes hfe so difficult for the 
biographer, explain the mental states of the repoiters. 

On one pomt, at least, there is no doubt. It was Lady Astor, 
and she done, who got die better of Stahn. She told liim that the 
Soviet did not know how to treat children. Stdin, confident that 
everything in Russia was sacrificed to the nurture and education 
of the young, suddenly became stem, and without disscmblmg 
his astomshment and indignation made a gesture hke a slash of 
a whip, exclaiming with real feeling,-.'* In England you BEAT 
clnldren.” 

“ All Russia would have been abashed and silenced had all 
Russia been present,” said Shaw, m descnbmg the scene to me. 

“ The attempt to abash and silence Lady Astor was about as suc¬ 
cessful as an effort by a fly to make head against a whirlwind. Her 
fearless impetuosity rocked the Kremlin to its foundations. He 
(Stahn) did not know what he was talking about. She (Nancy 
Astor) did. She had not fostered and financed the sisters Macmillaii 
ni their Child Welfare experiment m Deptford for notlung. Those 


7 


3} n u N A RD S JI A W 


3^4 


prettily-dressed little girls in tlicir dainty nursery at tlic collective 
farm, with their unbiokcn new toys : why M'cic they not out of 
doors ? The nurse had said that it had rained that morning. 
Rubbish ! A child should not know nor care whctlicr. it was 
ram or shine. And the spotless dresses and the clean faces and 
hands ' A child should be grubby, duty, clayey, except at meals. 
It should not have a dicss fiom die wardrobe of the'Russian ballet: 
It should have a tough linen frock that could be washed in half an 
hour ‘ Send a good sensible w'oman to me m London,’ she ordered, 

‘ and I will take caie of her and shosv jicr how children of five 
should be handled ’ 

“ Stahn, overwhelmed, soon guessed that diis feimmnc tornado 
had perhaps sonietlnng to teach him. He took an envelope and 
asked her to wiitc her address on it. This w'as nice of him ; but 


we took It as a polite attention and expected to hear no more of 
it. But that is not ivhat happens in Russia. ’‘Lady Astor had bar- 
gamed for one sensible woman. She w^as hardly safe at home wdien 
he sent her a dozen, whom she had to entertain and instruct and 
take to Deptford It was a comfoit to know that licr eloquence 
had not been wasted : but she must have felt that Uncle Joe had 


got a bit of liis own back.” ' ' 

Lord Lotliian took the floor next. He e.xplaincd the pHghc of 
the liberal mtelligeritsia in England, where the lemnant of the 
party had divided, its nght wdiig joiimig the conservatives and its 
left wandering m the wrldcmcss, because it could not join the 
labour opposition, winch was not up to its level ui statesmanship. 
It was the only body capable of establishing a really scientific 
commumsm in the tvest; and tins aim must carry it to die left 
of the labour party'as a new factor in British politics So far so 
good ; but when Lord Lotliian suggested that the Politbureau 
should mvite Mr. Lloyd George, as the official leader of this section, 
to Russia to see the progress made there, Stalin smiled, and evi¬ 
dently thought the proposal too good a joke to be officially possible. 
He explamed, with more humour than was quite icassuriiig, that; 
the part taken by jP\4r. Lloyd George in the civil ^ya^ as lately as 
ten years ago, when General Wraiigel was leading the Whites 
against the Reds, made an official invitation possible. However, 
if Mr Lloyd George would come as a pnvatc tourist, he would 
be shown everythm^ and have nothing to complam of Shaw 



RETREAT TO MOSCOW 385 

interposed for the first time to ask whether Mr. Wmstoii Churcliill 
would be equally welcome. Stalm replied enigmatically that he 
would be dehghted to see Mr. Cliurcliill in Moscow, as they had 
every reason to be grateful to him. (Shaw explained the joke to 
me : “ Churchill equipped the Red Army with boots, uniforms 
and guns. When he was Secretary for War he handed over a 
hundred milhons, winch parhament had voted for the.war against 
Germany, to help the royalist counter-revolution in Russia. The 
Bolsheviks won and managed to clothe and arm themselves with 
the material so generously provided by Great Britain ”) 

Lord Astor, as the principal on whose account the interview 
had been accorded, then very'wisely did his best to let Staim know 
that in spite of the violent anti-Sovieasm of the Bntish newspapers 
there was in England plenty of friendly feeling towards Russia 
and Ultercst m her great social experiment. In his characteristic 
desire to undo mischief and create good feeling, he went so far that 
Shaw finished tlie interview by askmg Stahn whether he had ever 
heard of a person named Oliver Cromwell. After a brief consulta¬ 
tion with Litvmoff the two recalled their history lessons and grasped 
the new subject. “ But what is the pomt ? ” said Litvmoff. “ Only 
this,” replied Shaw. “ In an old ballad, well known in Ireland, 
Cromwell’s word to Ins soldiers is to ‘Put your trust in-God,, 
my boys, and keep your powder dry.’ All that Lord Astor has told 
you about your having friends in England is true. But keep your 
pow'der dry.” 

Stalin said nothmg about putting liis trust in God, but intimated 
that Russia would keep its powder very dry. 

And so, with a gracious compliment from Stalin to the vener¬ 
able Fabian, and cordial farewells all round, the interview ended. 
The visitors thought diey had been considerate enough to detain 
" Stahn for only half an hour. On looking at their watches they 
found that it was past midnight, and that the actual time had 
been two hours and thirty-five mmutes. 

The British and American newspapers were more interested in 
gossip than economics, and for them the outstanding episode 
of tlie trip was that Lady Astor had been seen wasliing Shaw’s 
beard, at die request, it was rumoured, of Mrs. Shaw. But '“ the 
mob of newspaper men who pursue celebrities in the west do not 
exist in Russia—or didnt in 1931,” Shaw told me : ” Their perse- 
B.S. N 
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cutions and molestations are most blessedly unknown there.” The 
beard-washing madent was therefore fomided on hearsay, and 
Shaw explained its origin to me : “All of us needed to have our 
heads washed after three da-ys and nights in the tram Lady Astor 
had the necessary sort of soap. When I complained that she was 
splashing my shirt she said, ‘ Take it off ’; so I stripped to the 
waist. Between talking and scrubbing we forgot our surroundings. 
When some noise made us look round, there were no reporters and 
no cameras, but the entire staff of the hotel and as much of tlic 
population of Moscow as could squeeze in behind them were 
enjoying the spectacle. No charge was made for admission as far 
as we knew.” 


APOTHEOSIS 

S HORTLY after the war there was a Shaw boom among the, 
repertory theatres scattered about the country, and Charles 
Macdona toured the plays through tlie provinces with success. 
The Everyman Theatre at Hampstead throve on liis works and 
sometimes he made an appearance at the final rehearsals Scores of 
stones have been invented about him on these occasions, but I 
have had to exclude every anecdote not authenticated by himself. . 
One story has been told by so many actors that its origin must here 
be given in Shaw’s words to me: “ In the garden scene in John 
Bull’s Other Island John Sliine, playing Larry Doyle, asked me 
whedier one of his exits did not convey the impression that he had . 
gone off meiely to relieve himself I said, ‘ Of course it'does That 
IS why he retires ’' Shine made a convulsive effort to keep his face 
straight Then he fled to tell the story, which by this time has been ^ 
told of all my' plays, 1 suppose.” 

One of his darly plays was also seen in the west end within'a 
year of the war when Robert Lorame revive'd Arms and The Man 
at the Duke of York’s Theatre. Shaw could not attend tlie first 
performance becauise he had to lecture that evenmg, and Loraine 
was rather Jiurt th^it he did not put off the lecture. But he went 
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on die second or diird niglit, “ and was lioirified to find diat die 
expenence of 1894 was repeating itself. On diat occasion there was 
a wildly successful first night, on which die company,was anxiously 
doing its best widi the play, and wondering wliat would happen. 
What happened was that diey were overwhelmed with laughter 
and applause. Tins set dieir puzzled minds completely at case; - 
dicy concluded that die piece was a farcical comedy. At the subse¬ 
quent performances diey played for die laughs and didn’t get them. 
Tins was die beginning of diat detestable effect as of all the char¬ 
acters being so many Shaws spouting Shavianisms, and provoking 
first a lot of shallow but ^v^IIing laughter, and then producing 
disappointment and imtation.” Shaw told Lorainc diat liis ovra 
performance was mfamous *, that he was simply collecting laughs, 
asking for diem, waiting for them; and then followed this bit 
of advice which ought to be branded on die memory of every 
actor; “ The only way to compel die audience to take matters 
into dicir ovni hands is to ignore die lauglis and go steadily 
through them, actually trying to make the audience lose as much 
as possible of the play uirou^h their own noisiness. Remember that 
the iuics one docs not hear are always imagined to be die best,, in 
the play. And though die words may be lost, the play can at least 
be seen without any interruption or disillusion. . . . f should give 
orders that die audience was to be absolutely ignored and that the 
company must play dcfdy and blmdly in die play and for the play, 
no matter whether they were heard or not But you like the 
audience to jom in the representation. The result wiU be a failm-e. 
In spite of the first-iught notices, the public will soon find diat 
the play is an imtating Shavian bore, with no characters m it and 
no emotion ; and diey wdl stay away. Your eight weeks will 
become six. Never mmd: I shall be blamed.” A mondi later 
Shaw paid another visit and was so much struck with something 
in Lorainc’s pcrfonnancc that he wrote to ask whether the actor 
was taking morphia, adding : By die way, what is so very 
exasperating about me in spite of my amiable quahtics is not that 
I am an egotistical and ridiculous author. Consider it a moment, 
and you wiU admit that an author’s vanity would make you laugh 
quite good-humoredly. "SX^liat infuriates people is my incorrigible 
habit of constituting myself, uninvited, their soheitor, their doctor, 
and their spiritual director widiout the smallest dcllcac)^ I have 
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no right whatever to concern myself with your personal habits or 
your private welfare ; but you sec I do. I treat every one sym¬ 
pathetically as an invahd, injudicious in diet, politically foolish, 
probably intemperate, more or less mendacious and dishonest; 
and, however friendly my disposition and cheerful my way of 
puttmg it, they dont like it. I cant help it. After all, you cannot 
reasonably expect a playwright to mind his own business. Other 
people are his business. And his infernal meddlesomeness is some¬ 
times useful. So be as charitable as you can.” Loraine was natuially 
furious, and vented his feehngs in an explosive letter which did not 
produce die smallest ill-feehng on die part of Shaw, who expected 
it as a doctor expects a reaction to his prescription. Loraine, having 
blown oif steam, soon forgot it. 

But it so happened that Loraine never acted for Shaw agam, 
though the friendliness of their relations was quite undisturbed. 
The reason was purely economical. Loraine, not from cupidity 
but for glory, demanded impossible salanes. His artistic triumph 
as Cyrano de Bergerac was a huge popular success; but the pfay 
was an enormously expensive one ; and die management, findmg 
that even full houses could not cover die cost, handed over the 
enterprise to Loraine, who accepted it without a suspicion that he 
was bleeding it to deadi uistead of, as he imagined, making liis own 
and everybody else’s fortune by it. He seemed always able to 
dazzle managers into allowing Inm to name Ins own terms, how¬ 
ever extravagant; but Shaw was too keen an economist to.be 
dazzled, and wrote off Loraine as a luxury that his plays could not 
afford. The London managers were at last forced by ruthless 
cxpcnence to the same conclusion ; and Loraine, driven into 
management, had no luck, and had to leave for America in serious 
financial straits. When he became economically possible diere, 
Shaw did his best to bnng about a production of On the Rocks, 
with Lorame m the leadmg part; but Loraine either did not “ see 
himself” m the role or believe in the play, which was left to 
become one of the successes of the short-lived Federal Theatre, to 
which Shaw allowed the run of all his plays on condition tliat no 
scat in the theatre was to cost more than fifty cents. Loraine’s 
death ended the saga. 

In the tussle between artist and prophet which has occurred 
dunng the mental development of many famous men, the artist 
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has usually been ousted by the prophet, because -detachment is a 
much rater human attribute than self-assertion. Somehow Shaw 
managed to maintain a balance With him, as witli Voltaire, his 
nearest parallel, die arrist and the prophet lived in harmony. While 
the 1914-18 war was callmg forth all his powers as a preacher, 
he was quietly putting the finisliing touclics to Heartbreak House, 
bcgmi in 1913, and conceiving diat cycle of dramas which became 
knotvn as Back to Methuselah. 

Among the plays of Shaw Heartbreak House occupies a unique 
place. As with Dickens’s A Tale of Two Cities, his disciples place 
it cidicr first or nowhere. Shaw lihnsclf had a curious feeling 
about It. “ There is something about the play that makes me 
extraordinarily reluctant to let it go out of my hands,” he wrote 
after completing it. At first he would not allow any one to read 
it; he did not offer to read it to his friends; and a suggestion 
by Lee Mathews 111 December 1916 that he should give a pubhc 
reading of it to die Stage Society drew from him the following: 

” My dear Lee Mathews, 

This is really not a possible diing. If the Stage 
Society, having had a specially successful season, were to give an 
at-home to the members to celebrate it, then undoubtedly a reading 
of an unperformed and unpublished play by an author of eminence 
might be swallowed as a delightful bonne bouchc. But to collect 
subscriptions for complete theatrical performances, and then tty 
to put the subscribers off with a reading, is to invite putrid eggs 
and dead cats, with die unfortunate author as target I can, as 
you know, face unpopularity when the destiny of civilisation is at 
stake ; but the role of chairman at a meeting of shareholders who 
have to be informed that dieir money has been embezzled is far 
more trying ; and in this case I should have actually to do die 
embezzlement to their faces. 

“ It IS clear to me that if any change is to be made in the nature 
of die entertainment to be given, it can be done only by summoning 
a general meeting and obtaining die consent of die members to the 
change, the dissentients to have their money back if they demand it. 

” There is another difficulty. I can read a play to you ui camera, 
or to a few indulgent personal friends, with tolerable effectiveness 
on the string quartet scale. But our membership is so large that 
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we should have to take a theatre and do it on the symphony scale. 

I once saw that tried at the Haymarkct Theatre by an American 
lady who read Ibsen’s plays quite as well as I read mine. It was 
rescued from frightful failure only by Gladstone, who liad been 
induced by private influence to attend. After twenty minutes of 
it he toppled forward widi a loud choking snore over die front of 
die balcony tier stage box, and was saved from a horrible death 
by his party scizmg the old man’s heels and dragging him back 
into the box, whereupon he left the theatre m a rage, gratitude 
being unknown to politicians. 

“ I do not pioposc to share the fate of that American lady now 
that Gladstone is dead.” 

Shaw was not even anxious to have the play produced, making 
excuses that it could not run more than a fortniglit in war-time, 
because Ughts had to be out by 10.30 and die curtain would have to 
rise at 7.15. “ We must be content to dream about it. Let it he 
dicrc to show diat the old dog can still bark a bit,” he advised 
Lillah McCardiy ; and when in 1919 Lee Mathews asked if it 
might be produced by the Stage Society, he wrote: “I must 
hurry on with such work as I can hope to have time on cardi to 
finish unless I can get a regular production with a magnificent cast 
and a guarantee of at least six weeks run.” His admnation of 
Tchekov had moved him to write it; he talked of it as his favourite 
play, saying that Captaui Shotover was a modernised King Lear; 
and when someone asked Inm to-explain its mcanmg, he made 
his stock reply : “ How should I know ? I am only the author.” 

Eventually it was done by j. B. Fagan at the Court Theatre in 
die autumn of 1921. At the opening performance the last change 
of scene, timed to occupy four mmutes, took twenty-five through 
an electrical breakdown. The delay at a moment when the audience 
was exliausted by the length of the play was disastrous. ” Last night 
I had to go to Shaw’s Heartbreak House” wrote Arnold Bennett 
on October ipdi: “ 3 hours 50 minutes of the most intense tedium. 
I went to sleep twice, fortunately.” The play drew only ;^500 a 
week; and Fagan, discouraged, took it off and substituted She 
Stoops to Conquer, which drew notliing and closed the tiicatrc. 

When the Birmingham Repertory Theatre, under Barry 
Jackson, did Heartbreak House Shaw travelled up to see a matinee. 
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“ He was obviously impressed,” Sir Barry Jackson informed rae,^ 
“ and noticing this I asked him wlnlst waitmg for his train if he 
would allow us to tackle Back to Methuselah, iiitherto only given 
m New York by the Theatre - Guild. ‘ Is your family provided 
for ? ’ he asked. I was able to reassure liim on this pomt, and he 
said, ‘ Yes.’ So we went ahead. He attended the last rehearsals 
although he must have been in considerable pain, having suffered a 
fall just previously in Ireland ” The fail had been a serious one 
Staying at Patknasiila in County Kerry while writing Saint Joan, 
he was scrambling over some rocks one day when he slipped and 
fell flat on his back, the camera which was slung across his body 
bemg driven so deeply into his flesh by the impact tliat Mrs Shaw 
said she could post a letter m the hole it made. The Irish doctors 
failed to get liis cracked nbs back into shape; and he arrived 
almost a cripple in Birmingham, where Elmer Pheils, a famous 
local osteopath, set him on his feet after a wresde wlncli lasted 
72 minutes, and left die osteopadi brcatliless but triumphant. 

It took die producer nearly two months to prepare Back to 
Methuselah for the stage, and Shaw turned up for the final week 
of dress rehearsals, frequently revivuig lumself m a cuiema nearby, 
where the boy actor, jaefa'e Coogan, must have helped him to 
forget the He-Anaents m his play. The five plays were given from 
October pdi to rath, 1923, and when the curtain came down at the 
conclusion of the cycle there was a deeply impressive silence, 
followed by applause which gradually increased in volume. 
” When Mr, Shaw appeared,” wote the critic of The Times, “ he 
was met by a shout veiy^ different from die ordmary gallery cliccr 
— a. short, sudden, mvoluntary outbreak of long-held emotion, 
such as we have never before heard in a theatre.” Shaw seldom 
took a call, but tins rime he even made a speech: 

** I know my place as an author, and the place of the audior is 
not on the stage. That belongs really to die artists who give hfe 
to the creations of the author and are the real life of the play. I 
have had die luxury of seeing my own play, which only existed 
until diey took it and made it hve. 

” I should like to ask one question: and diat is, whether, apart 
from a few personal pi of mine, there are any inhabitants of 
Birmingh '' has been the most extraordinary 
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expciicncc of my life. I have liad five magnificent performances 
in four days, and, what is more extraordinary, this has been done 
in Birmingham. I remember Birmingham when it was, dramati¬ 
cally and theatrically, the most impossible place in the world for 
work of tliis description. That is why I ask : Are you all pilgrims 
or strangers, or arc there one or uvo genuine inliabitants of 
Birmmgham hcie ? 

“ It is astonishing to me that this, perhaps the crown and climax 
of my career as a dramatic author, has happened in Birmingham. 
I suppose Mr. Barry Jackson must be a changeling, or is it that 
there IS occurring in Birmingham some change such as that in this 
play ? The first two of the people v/ho live 300 years are people 
who never imagined it would be possible, and people whose 
friends never imagined it would happen to them. Their surprise 
can be compared to my experience; for Birmingham, the last 
place in the world one would imagine to become the centre of 
dramatic art, has produced a play of an intensity I think un¬ 
paralleled. Without the co-opcration of the audience such a feat 
would have been impossible.’^ 

The moment the curtain came down die assembled cast wit¬ 
nessed with amazement the sixty-sevcn-years-old author, but 
recently prostrated by an accident, gleefully executing a pas sail 
on the stage. 

As with many of Ins plays Back to Methuselah underwent 
changes durmg conception. On July 25 th, 1918, he reported : “I 
have written a play with intervals of thousands of years (in the 
future) between the acts; but now I find I must make each act into 
a fuU-Icngth play.” The change was noted in the Lord Chamber¬ 
lain’s office, for when the work was submitted as “ a play in eight 
acts,” the offiaal reader decided that it consisted of one three-act 
play, one two-act play, and three one-act plays, and demanded fees 
accordingly. The idea bchmd the work had long been in the air, 
but Shaw gave it an original turn. Back in the eighteenth century 
Erasmus Darwin had written ; “ The thinking few in all ages have 
complained of the brevity of life, lamentmg that mankind are not 
allowed ^timc 'suffiaent to cultivate science, or to improve their 
intellect, ’ and one of his ingenious prescriptions for prolongmg 
human hfc was a warm bath to be taken twice weekly. Shaw also 
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thought that life was too short, but not because people would 
profit by a longer experience. He believed that men and women, 
made no serious attempt to better the world or their own condi¬ 
tion simply because they only had 30 or 40 years of maturity to 
enjoy : their conduct and character were determined, not by their 
experience of life, but by their expectation of it. The proof of the 
pudding will be in the digestion of it, and until we have produced 
long-livers we cannot say what they will make of life ; but if they 
make notliing more exlularatmg of it than Shaw’s Ancients, there 
will still be a strong argument in favour of pole-axing ever)^body 
at the age of fifty. 

That IS the real weakness of tlie work, which begins with a 
couple of superb scenes, continues with a' rattling good farce, 
featuring Asquitli and Lloyd George as knock-about comedians, 
gets a little heavy when ‘Vtlie thing happens,” becomes almost 
boring over die Tragedy of an Elderly Gendeman, and closes 
flatly as if die effort to go “ as far as thought can reach ” had 
exhausted the thmker. ” It is not in man’s nature to'be giateful 
for negative mercies,” Shaw wrote in the ’mneries. “When you 
have die toothache, the one happiness you desire is not to have it; 
when it IS gone, you never dream .of including its absence in your 
assets.” This seems to be the trouble with the Ancients. Their 
meraes are negative : “ they have taken the agony from birth,” 
and with it the joy from life ; they have notliing to be grateful 
for The only object of their existence is to prove that life is not 
worth living.^ Stdl, from first to last. Back to Methuselah is studded 

^ When I suggested this to Shaw I failed to carry him with me. “ Are 
you so lazy-headed or self-unobservant or (which seems improbable) devoid ' 
of intellect that you cannot conceive the activity of the mind being a pleasure 
or intellect being a passion ^ ” he asked “ Can you really not imagine a 
stage of development at which a young human female, after four years dancing 
and dressing-up and fine art, should wander m the woods solving mathe¬ 
matical problems instead of sleeping, and an old man, accused^by a gay 
young Hesketh P. of being incapable of enjoyment, could reply that a moment 
of such ecstasy as his intellect gave him continually would stnke Hesketh 
dead? Unless you grasp diis your opinion of Methuselah, favourable or un¬ 
favourable, will be hke a blind man’s opinion of the Sistine Chapel ” I 
replied tliat I was incapable of imagining a stage of development at which 
any human being, young or old, male or female, could find pleasure in solving 
mathematical problems, because m cieating me God had ieft''out an appre¬ 
ciation of mathematics , but that .1 could easily conceive the activity of the 
mind being a pleasure and intellect being a passion ; and my criticism of 
Methuselah was simply that the Ancients did not appear to extract half the 
pleasure from mental activity that I could denve from mental vacuity. 
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with fine passages, and few people who witnessed its London 
prd’duction at the Court Theatre would have agreed with Arnold 
Bennett; “ I went to the ist of the Shaw plays in the ist cycle, 
but had to sleep,” he noted on 25th February, 1924. ” It was 
terrible. I thuik this is die general opinion. I wouldn’t go to any 
more.” As Bennett was shortly to write the most tedious novel in 
the English language, his criticism was a well-merited tribute to 
die excellence of the openmg scenes in the play. 

For many years Shaw had been meditatmg a play on a prophet. 
Tlie militant saint was a type more congcmal to his nature dian 
any other, a type he thoroughly sympadnsed widi and could 
dierefore portray with unfailing insight. In all history the one 
person who exactly answered his requirements, who would have 
made the perfect Shavian hero, was Mahomet. In 1913 he wanted 
to write a play on the subject for Forbes-Robertson. Four years 
earlier he had niformed the parliamentary committee on the 
censorship that he had “ long desired to dramatise the life of 
Mahomet. But the possibibty of a protest from the Turkish 
Ambassador—or the fear of it—causmg the Lord Chamberlain to 
refuse to license such a play” had prevented him from doing it. 
Neverdieless his fancy contmued to play around the Prophet, who 
IS described by die Elderly Gendeman in Back to Methuselah as “ a 
truly wise man, for he founded a religion without a Church.” He 
makes a personal appearance m The Adventures of the Black Gi'i/, 
and IS discussed by Cauchon m Saint Joan. But as the Censor’s 
objecnon to the exhibition of Christ on the stage applied in die 
east to the exhibition of Mahomet, and as die production of a 
play on the Prophet would probably have resulted in the assas- 
smaiion of die author by a fanatical Moslem, Shaw wrote Saint 
Joan mstead. 

~ Although the subject was ideally suited to his genius, I wanted 
to know what had first put it into his head. ** I am the creature of 
circumstances,”'-he explamed. “ If I am asked to write a play, and 
I happen to havesan idea for one, I write it, usually to find that it 
is not the sort of'play I have been asked for But sometimes the 
urge to write a play comes over me and I camiot think what to 
'«vnte about. That happened before I started Saint Joan. I wanted 
to get to work on ^mething, but I hadnt a subject ‘Why not 
tvritcaplayonJoanot Arc?’saidmy wife. So I did. I had already 
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read the reports of the trial and the rehabilitation, and found that 
the}'- contained a drama that needed only arrangement for the stage 
—child’s play to me—and that all the old Joan plays and histones, 
are romantic poppycock. I stuck to the contemporary reports 
and did not read a word of the critics and biographers until I had 
jEimshed the play. I was interested in Joan as the first Protestant., 
quite insufferable as all great beginners are. My Epilogue was a 
device to mclude what happened after Joan’s death ; the rest is a 
pure chronicle of events. Of course the play was much too long 
at first, and I had to cut it down to the bone. Even then some 

S le seemed to think that three and a half hours of it made a 
/ substantial bone.” 

Wisliing to glean every detail I could about the creation of this 
masterpiece, I asked him m August 1939 where he had wntten it. 
He rephed: “ I distinedy remember writing Saint Joan, or working 
on It, at Parknasilla on me Kenmare Estuary in Co. Kerry, where 
two friendly pnests discussed the tnal scene widi me. But it is - 
araazmg how completely I forget where my plan’s were wntten. 
The exceptions are The Phihiiderer (Monmoum), Yon Never Cm 
Tell (Regent’s Park and Suffolk), Ccesar (Isle 01 Wight), and St. 
Joan (Kerry).” 

While busy on it in 1923 he was being pestered to do this, that 
and the other tiling by people who imagined that after Back to 
Methuselah he had nodiing more to tell the world and had retired 
from business. The Stage Soaety was on the alert, and tliree times 
that year Shaw had to remind Lee Mathews that hfe was real, 
life was earnest: 

"Jan. 18. I cannot write prefrees for any books but my own. 
The reason is that the Shaw preface is now a standard commeraal 
article, which takes some months to write and revise, it being 
really a treatise on its subject, runnmg to perhaps 100 pages. If a 
single preface not up to tliis mark were put on the market, the 
reputation of the article would be gone for ever. ... I had ten 
days at Boumemoudi to recuperate ; and yesterday, the day after 
' my return, I nearly died of the worst headache I have had for years. 
Nothing so deadly as a holiday.” 

"June 6 . No—^hang it all I Would yon —^would anybody write 
to the papers asking people as a personal favor to see Volponc . 
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Anyhow Benjonson must draw liis own crowd and not mine.” 

” Nov. 5. Bulletin be blowcd I 3000 words arc impossible just 
now. I iriust get my Joan of Arc play through the press and on to 
die stage. I must, after years of delay and lockcd-up capital 
at the punters, get Ae Collected Edition of my works together. If 
I stop to write articles to help the deserving tliis work will never 
get done. So, for the moment, spare me. I will make good 
later.” 

A sidehght on fricndslup was provided by A. B.Waikley, the 
dramatic critic of The Times, to whom Shaw had dedicated Man 
and Superman. When Saint Joan was announced Walklcy heralded 
It m The Times by a long article against a work he had neither 
seen nor read, protesting that the subject was far too solemn and 
serious to be dealt with by a playwright of Shaw’s description. It 
was a step unprecedented in cririasm ; but The Times incautiously 
published it. Poor A.B.W. was soon sorry he spoke. 

Shaw had deaded on the actress for the leading part before 
starting on the play. Many years carher he had advised Sybil 
Thorndike, who wanted to play Candida, to “ go home and Icam 
housekeepmg and have four children, or six if you’d rather, and 
then come back and show me Candida ” She had taken his advice, 
and in due course had played Candida. After the war she and her 
husband, Lewis Casson, did a season of popular plays. “ I wasn’t 
contented,” she told me ; “ I wanted to do one really great play, 
and Lewis and I decided to put on The Cenci for a few matmees. 
Everyone was against it. Lady W)mdham said it would be an 
utter failure. All our friends said we should be ruined. But for us 
it was sink or swim ; we just didn’t care ; we wanted to justify 
our existence ; and for once the ideal triumphed. The Cenci was 
so successful that it covered the loss on the popular plays. And it 
got me the greatest part of my career. It was after the tnal scene, 
I tliink, that Mr. Shaw said he had found the actress for Joan.” 
Sybil Thorndike and Lewis Casson went down to Ayot St. Law¬ 
rence, where Shaw read Saint Joan to tliem. It was a wonderful 
day for Sybd. “ His readmg was marvellous. It was like hstening 
to a great executant who knows intuitively how every note should 
be played. The lines came hke music; each character was a 
different instrumait in the orchestra, and he could play them all. 
Listemng to tliat symphony was the greatest experience of my life ” 
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. She heard him read the play three times and caught every inflection 
ill her part from him. None of the other famous actresses who 
played it had this advantage, and none, in his opinion, gave such 
a fine, intelligent and satisfying performance as she. 

Meeting her before rehearsals started, he asked : 

“ Have you read any books about Joan ? ” 

- “ Yes, as many as I have been able to get.” - 

“ Then forget them. I have dramatised the original documents. 
Everyone else fias romanced about Joan. I have'told the story 
exactly as it happened. It is the easiest play I have ever had to 
write. All I’ve done is to put down the facts, to arrange Joan for 
the stage. The trial scene is merely a report of the actual trial. 
I have used Joan’s very words : thus she spoke, thus she behaved.” 

Joan’s outburst at the end, however, when she reahses that her 
recantation means imprisonment, was taken from no contemporary 
report, and the cliromcler became a poet: 

“ Bread has no sorrow for me, and water no affliction. But to 
■shut me from the light of the sky and the sight of tlie fields and 
flowers; to cham my feet so that I can never agam nde with the 
soldiers nor chmb the hills ; to make me breathe foul damp dark¬ 
ness, and keep from me everything that brings me back to the 
love of God when your wickedness and foolisliness tempt me to 
hate Him ; all this is worse than die furnace in the Bible that was 
heated seven- times I could do without my warhorse ; I could 
drag about in-a skirt; I could let the banners and the trumpets and 
die knights and soldiers pass me and leave me belniid as they leave 
the other women, if only I could sail hear the wind in the trees, 

, the larks in die sunshine, die young lambs crying tlirough the 
healthy frost, and the blessed, blessed church bells that send my 
angel voices floating to me on the wmd.- But without these things 
I cannot hye ; and by your wanttng to take them away from me, 
or from any human creature, I know that your counsel is of the 
devil, and that mine is of God.” 

Saint Joatt was produced at the New Theatre, London, on March 
atidi, 1924, and a little later in New York by The Theatre Gmld, 
winch did some remarkably fine productions of Shaw’s plays. 
When the audior’s permission to cut Joan was solicited by The 
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Theatre Guild, because the performance lasted till midnight, he 
advised them citlicr to begin earlier or to arrange later train services. 
In spite of its length Saint Joan was deservedly successful wherever 
It was performed, its author’s biggest box-office success. Roman 
Cathohes liked it as much as Protestants; indeed, tlie fairness with 
which Shaw had put the case for Mother Church piompted some¬ 
one to ask him whether he was turning Catholic. " There’s no 
room for two Popes m the Roman Catholic Church,” he said. I, 
on the other hand, was more impressed by the Protestant emotion 
in the play and suggested tliat he should make William the Silent 
the hero of his next historical drama. His reply was on a post-card 
which I no longer have, but it ran to this effect: ” William being 
Silent at the top of his voice for three and a half hours in a Shaw 
play may apped to you ; but die modern world docs not sec itself 
in the story of the Dutch Republic.” 

Naturally he had to keep up his quarrel widi Shakespeare in the 
pieface Shakespeare, said he, could not understand the Middle 
Ages, because he believed that if a man were true to himself, he 
could not be false to anyone else, ” a precept which represents the 
reaction against mcdicvahsm at its intensesr.” That may be so; 
but It happens also to represent the msight of a great man against 
the distortions of mstitunonahsm, whcdicr of Rome, Moscow or 
anywhere else. Joan of Arc was great because she was true to her¬ 
self, and Shaw’s play is great, not because he let the medieval 
atmosphere blow through ” it freely, which any third-rate liistorian 
could have done, but because it icvcals die spirit of die individual 
uncrushed by the machinery of audiority, the light of God un- 
dimmed by all the powers of darkness embodied m Churches and 
States 

The production of Saint Joan crowned Shaw’s career. It gave 
hmi an extraordmary prestige. Henceforth, whatever he said or 
did was treated with respect, tinged with awe. When he clowned 
people laughed dutifully, when he cut a caper dicy applauded 
reverentially Every'wvord he uttered was cabled, across several 
continents. Every nonsensical Joke he made, and many more that 
were inepdy mvented for him, were gratefully accepted as the 
garnered wisdom of a profound diinkcr. If the author of his next 
play had been announced as Samt Shaw, no one would have been 
surprised. He did not encourage tins adulation, telling the students 
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at the Royal Academy of Dramatic Art in 1928 that he would 
never he a really great author because, just when he was about to 
achieve tragic heights, some absurd joke occurred to him and he 
could not resist the anti-climax : “ I have got die tragedian and I 
have got die clown in me, and the clown tnps me up in the most 
dreadful way.” All the same a note to Ernest Rhys proved that 
canonisarion had not tempered liis style : “ The more 1 Icam 
about other men’s mediods the more I perceive that nobody except 
myself ever dreams of taking die trouble to attam really exhaustive 
literary expression. In fact I am quite the most extraordinary man 
in London ; and you are quite welcome to give tliis fact on my 
authority.” 

Joan also made good the fuianaal losses he had sustained as a 
result of the war. The royalties due to him from Germany, Austria 
and Russia would have kept him in comfort for the rest of his life ; 
but the first two countries had been ordered to pay for the war, 
which they did by the simple process of prmting millions of notes; 
and as Shaw had no use for a supply of waste paper, its value as 
money being nil, he took no interest in its arrival. On the odier 
hand, he was able to make a httle money for Siegfried Trebitsch, 
the Austnan translator of his works, by turning one of that author’s 
plays, Jitta’s Atonement, into English. It achieved a suburban pro¬ 
duction in London, and had a run in the United States Trebitsch 
wrote : “ It is a marvellous translation ; but you have changed my 
tragedy into a comedy,” Shaw pleaded in excuse his ignorance of 
German. He had, in fact, converted the jealous husband of Spanish 
tragedy into a first-rate comedy part for a British Coquelin ; but 
Jitta was stdi recognisably Jitta, which m Ins wcw was all that 
mattered 

Any other author known to fame would have rested for a 
while after such a resounding success as Joan Not so Shaw, who 
took on the appalling job of explaining soaalism to the Intelligent 
Woman. And he did not spare himself; “ In spue of the most 
fervent resolutions to order my work more sensibly, and of the 
fact that an audior’s work can as a rule quite well be divided into 
limited daily periods, I am usuallv obliged to work -myself to the 
verge of a complete standstill and then go away for many weeks 
to recuperate.” In July 1924 he recuperated in Scotland, writing 
to Lee Madiews from The Grant Arms Hotel, Grantown-on-Spey : 
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“ Wc arc niotor-mountainccring here, and my handwriting betrays 
driver’s cramp : I can hardly make a legible sign ” He went north 
again in the summer of 1925, reporting to Forbes-Robertson: 

Wc did take warm clothes with us, only to find, to our amaze¬ 
ment, that Caledonia stem and wild stops being stem north of 
Inverness, and that the extreme north of Scotland has the climate 
of the extreme south of Ireland, fuchsia trees, Gulf Stream, and all. 
Torquay is arctic compared to Shetland. The air here in Tongue is 
like the air on the coast of Kerry. Thurso is milder than Queens¬ 
town. The people here would die of cold in Edinburgh. Wc have 
been all over Orkney and Shetland and Caiilincss and Sutherland ; 
and It holds good all through. Nobody seems to know it. Come 
and see.” 

Forbes-Robertson had retired from the stage during the war, 
and had begun to compile liis memoirs in 1918. ” You have only 
to let yourself go, and then leave the country by the next boat, ’ 
wrote Shaw, who advised him to start a chapter on The Stage in 
My Time in the following manner : “ I have met and played with 
all the men and women who figured promincndy on the London 
stage during the last quarter of the nineteenth century, including a- 
few actors ” Robertson’s book shows that he was not in sympadiy 
with Shaw’s suggestions: it was published m 1925 and Shaw gave 
Ills opinion of it in a letter to his favourite actor dated 17th July : 

“ Mv DEAR Forbes-Robertson, 

“ When I rose to leave the platform after your 
speech at King’s College on the 13th May, I found myself thunder¬ 
struck with some appdling illness winch had turned my spmc into 
a bar of rusty iron gratmg horribly on the base of my skull. I 
managed to walk home because I was afraid to get into a cab. 
Thirty days later at the same hour I found myself miraculously 
well again at a moment’s notice 

“ I could do nothing all that time but doze and read ; and die 
first book I fiinshcd was yours I even began a letter to you about 
it; but It was dehnous, and I had to discard it. I was strugglmg 
mostly with the resemblance of your ease to that of Macready and , 
Shakespear, in whom to the end something rebelled against their 
profession. I, bemg an accomplice and an accessory before the act, 
am concerned in this too, and share the feeling ; and if I could 
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escape from imposture and make-believe by abandoning the 
tbeatre, I would perhaps do so, like Sheridan Knowles and Racine. 
But it is my considered opinion that there is far less imposture and 
make-believe in the fine arts than in the so-called serious profes¬ 
sions. Reading this life of yours I perceive that as compared with 
our Lord Chief Justices, our front bench politicians, our medical 
baronets, our arclibishops, you, the actor, stand out with extra- - 
ordmaiy distinction and loveableness because you are not a hum¬ 
bug. Instead of being the man who pretended to be Hamlet, you 
are precisely the man who never pretended to be anybody but 
Forbes-Robertson playing Hamlet. Beside the judge m his ermine 
and scarlet pretending to be justice, and the fashionable doctor 
pretending to be the Omniscient master of life and death, and the 
priest with liis apostolic succession and his bunch of the keys of 
heaven and hell, you, whether as actor or pamter, have the advan¬ 
tage of a celebrity that is not idolatry and a regard tliat is untainted 
by a secret abhorrence of the angry ape posing as a god. When 
Shakespear wrote, ‘Ah the world’s a stage,’ he should have gone 
on like this: 

All the world’s a stage : trust not the man 
That swears he’s more than actor ; for that lie 
- Waves like the devil’s banner over murder, 

Theft, rapine, etc., etc , etc. 

“ I hope you have given a copy of tlie book to the library of 
the R.A D.A, ; for now that you have left the stage there is only 
the pruitcd word to show the students that to reach die highest 
rank it is not necessary to be an egotist or a monster, and that 
diough good-looking spooks can do very well on the stage as long 
as there are authors and producers to fit their poor hollow bodies 
widi souls, stdl, die man with positive character and artistic culture, 
difficult as it is at first for him to surrender himself to a ficdtious 
personality, is the only man who can become finally a classic actor. 

“ Also, you support my old contention that the stagestruck 
actor is a bad actor. ... 

“ I like the story about the man at The Profligate who suddenly 
said, ‘ My God ! I have seen this play before.’ My mother found 
a bookshop in the Euston Road where she could take any of the 
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books to read for twopence. Slic forgot tliem immediately after 
reading diem ; so the stock never faded her ; she read the same 
books over and over again without recognising them. But if by 
any chance some chord of memory was struck, she mstantly flung 
the volume away, exclaiming, just like the man at The Profligate, 

‘ Bother ! (or Damn !) I have read that before.’ And nothmg 
would mduce her to read another line of it. ...” 

Shaw’s next hohday was taken abroad. For nearly diirty years 
he had enjoyed good health, but a breakdown, following overwork 
and an accident, occurred when ’he was nearly seventy. On May 
20th, 1926, he wrote : ” My hcaldi has given w 4 y at last: I have 
been ill for two months, and have only half-recovered, the pre- 
seventy part of me being as dead as a doornail I am a rum.” 
From Stresa he acknowledged Sutro’s letter of congratulation on 
Ins 70th birdiday : “ Never mind ; I forgive you ; you meant 
well. When the entire population of the civilised world con¬ 
gratulates a man on liis misfortune, in messages which vary from 
telegrams to canons by famous composers in albums, not to men¬ 
tion suggestions that the most acceptable acknowledgment would 
be a loan of j(^500, he feels as if he were bemg stoned, and finally 
relapses into cynical insensibility. Skip your 70th birthday, Alfred, 
if you wish to‘have a 71st. Shun notoriety ; -and live happily ever 
after. Your message shortened my life less dian most of them : for 
that, accept the blessing of the wretched moiibund G. Bernard 
Shaw.” 

Another congratulatory message was sent through die German 
Embassy in London by Dr Gustav Streseman, German Minister 
of Foreign Affans. ” It is the sort of dimg that would never occur 
to a British Foreign Secretary,” commented Shaw m the course of 
his reply to the Ambassador, “ because, as you well know, we are 
a brrbarous nation in matters of culture. We have a genuine dread 
of mtcllcct m any form and a conviction that art, though highly 
enjoyable clandestinely, is essentially immoral. Therefore, the 
sole notice taken on my seventieth birdiday by the British Govern¬ 
ment was Its deliberate official prohibition of the broadcastmg of 
any words spokeSn by me on that occasion.” 

Honours of various sorts, however, came thick upon him after 
t e success “ In my native Ireland, now nominally a Free" 
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State; one of my books is on the index ; and I have no doubt all 
the rest will follow as soon as the clerical censorship discovers their 
existence.” When the Labour Party took ofiice, he suggested 
certam additions to the honours list to Ramsay MacDonald, having 
already succeeded in obtaining a knighthood for (among others) 
Arthur Wmg Pmero. MacDonald noted the names, and said, 
“What about yourself?” “Not on your life,” was the reply. 
“ How would you hke to be Sir Ramsay MacDonald ? ” When 
It was suggested that he might be useful to die Party m the House 
of Lords, he pleaded that he could not afford to be a duke, and 
notliing less could decently be offered to liim. Many friends 
pointed out that the Order of Merit was not open to Ins objections 
“ I have already conferred it on myself,” he replied “ Besides, it 
lias come to mean simply Old Man ; and I have only one toe in 
tlie grave as yet.” Like Dickens, Carlyle, and August Manns (the 
frnious conductor of the Crystal Palace classical concerts) he knew 
that his name was tide enough, and that no one had ever heard of 
Sir Bernard Shaw, or Baron Ayot St. Lawrence. He held that 
tides were for persons whose public services, however valuable, 
were unknown to the nation. He held a similar view with regard 
to ceremonial dinners. When the Critics’Circle gave a dinner to 
J. T. Grein, whose pionecnng in die theatre had not been recog¬ 
nised, Shaw attended it. The postprandial speakers said so much 
about Shaw and so little about Grein that Shaw rose and began : 
“ I came here to-mght in all huimhty to do honour to my old 
friend Jack Grein, but I find that the dinner is in honour of me. 
Nevertheless, you’ll excuse my dragging Inm in for a moment, 
won’t you ? ” The critics, as hosts, being present in force, he took 
die opportumty of thanking them “ for the very generous way ui 
which they always receive my, last play but one,” • 

When, however, he was asked by T. P, O’Connor to attend a 
"dinner in honour of Ramsay MacDonald he wrote : “ Absence 
from town and a strong sense of humour will prevent me from 
accepting your invitation to dine m acknowledgment of the 
political eminence of Ramsay MacD.onald. Considering that the 
man has been Prime Miraster of England, I should have thought 
liis emmence had been noticed. If the dinner is a success, I suggest 
tliat It be followed by another to acknowledge the piety of die 
Pope, yet another to emphasise the mathematical talent of Ein'^'Ai, 
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and a final one to call attention to the existence of milestones on 
the Dover road. If you could tlurow m a lunch to remind people 
that I am rather good at writing plays, all the better. These meals 
would have come in more handily 50 years ago. StiU they are well 
meant, and I hope you will all enjoy yourselves vet)'^ much.” 

I wanted to Imow whether Shaw had liked MacDonald. “ He 
was not the sort of man one could like,” he replied. “ Many years 
ago he belonged to the Fabian Society ; but as he was also a leading 
mcmbei of the Independent Labour Party, all the Fabians thought 
him an I.L P. spy and the I.L P. folk thought liim a Fabian spy. 
It struck me that he was doing himself no good, so I wrote to tell 
him quite frankly what tlie situation was. Now I think you’ll 
agree that most people would have received my letter with a 
scream of mdignation, and I certainly expected MacDonald to 
sever our relationsliip and thenceforth to cut me dead. But not 
a bit of it! He took no offence at bemg called a spy. His reply 
was shrewd, tactful, conahatory and diplomatic. So I knew that 
he would make a first-rate pohtician ” 

In 1925 the Nobel Pnze for hterature was awarded to Shaw, 
who assumed it to be “ a token of gratitude for a sense of world 
relief” that he had published nothing that year. He refused the 
prize, wntmg to the Permanent Secretary of the Royal Swedish 
Academy that “ the money is a hfebelt thrown to a swimmer who 
has already reached the shore in safety ” ; v/hich reminds one of 
a passage m Dr. Johnson’s letter to Chesterfield : ” Is not a Patron, 
my Lord, one who looks with unconcern on a man struggling for 
life in the water, and, when he has reached groimd, encumbers 
him with help ?” The money, hinted Shaw, could ” be used to, 
encourage mtercourse and understanding in literature and art 
between Sweden and the British Isles.” When it became knovm 
that he had refused the prize, hundreds' of people, especially 
Amencans, wrote to. suggest that as he was so wealthy he might 
lend them somcthuig. This added to the burden of life : “lam now 
practising a complicated facial expression wliich combines universal 
benevolence with a savage determmation not to save any American 
from ruin by a remittance of five hundred dollars. ... I can for¬ 
give Alfred Nobel for having mvented'dynamite But only a fiend 
in human form could have invented the Nobel Prize ! ” Fmally, 
as lus refusal created an unforeseen and uisoluble problem by 
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leaving ^1000 in the air, he accepted it for the fraction of a second 
which elapsed between his signatures of the receipt for it and'the 
trust deed passing it on to the Anglo-Swedish Literary Alhance 
devised by Baron Palmstierna to meet .the emergency. ^ - 

‘ Such was his reputation that he could not even escape joining 
the P.E.N. Club, which had been promoted for the general getting- 
together of authors of all nations. He struggled agamst it at first, 
but when John Galsworthy insisted he capitulated “ White- 
mailer ! Very well, I will go quietly. It’s your doing though. But 
I will not face the recurrent irntation of a guinea a year. Here is 
twenty guineas for a hfe subscription. (I arn 68.) If they won’t 
accept that, they can make me an honorary member and be damned 
to them I . . . My objection to the Club . '. . has always been 
that literary men should never associate witli one another, not only 
because of their chques and hatreds and envies, but because their 
minds inbreed and produce abortions. ... I shall not change my 
habits. -It IS on the international basis, not tlie prandial one, that 
I succumb to your decree of Compulsory Service.” 

- It had by tins time begun to dawn'on various municipal bodies 
that Shaw was a playwright of distmction, and he visited Bath 
to unveil si memorial to Sheridan and Stratford to toast the 
Immortal Memory of Shakespeare. Wlien the Stratford theatre 
was burnt down, he sent a wire congratulatmg everybody con- - 
cemed on the destruction of a detestable building ; and when he 
attended the annual junketing he amioyed several of the governors 
present by condemrung every aspect of the old structure, capping 
his behaviour by dnnking to the IM. in water. Thirteen years 
later, in 1938, he was asked to receive the deeds of the London 
National Theatre site, which had been excavated in Soutli Ken- 
smgton, opposite the Victoria and Albert Musemn. In handing 
the deeds oii to the trustees, he expressed his pleasure that -the 
^ National Theatre had at last got a piece of land to stand'on. “ The 
English people do not want a National Theatre,” said he, “ any 
more than they ever wanted a Britisli Museum or a National 
Gallery. But once those institutions .were bmlt the British people 
accepted them as natural phenomena'without which the Empire 
would be incomplete. In tlie same way, if we make a beginning 
with the National Theatre, it will become an institution, and the 
Government will have to recognise it as something which for some 
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inscrutable reason it must keep going.” He then solemnly received 
“ the sod and twig ” as the material token of the transaction. Tins 
was a superstition from his boyhood as clerk in an Irish land agency. 
No Enghshman had ever heard of the sod and twig; but the press 
agents of the National Theatre saw its value m the headhnes, and 
jumped at the almost Druidical ceremony. 

In 1930 the standard edition of Shaw’s collected works, delayed 
for years by Ins dislike to the drudgery of what he called “ picldng 
up Iiis droppmgs,” began to appear. For this purpose he had to 
read Ins hitherto unpublished first novel Imimturity, to which he 
supplied an autobiographical preface. ” The novel is very funny 
—^uinntentionaliy,” he wrote to his old friend, Stewart Headlam : 
“ I have shrunk from lookmg at it since it was written, but now 
it amuses me more than The Young Visiters ^ did; and I find it 
quite readable and classically Victonan m style. There are scraps 
of my latest play m it. When they talked to Goethe about experi¬ 
ence, he said, ‘ I knew all along.’ Apparently I did, too, although 
Henry George followed by Karl Marx made a complete change 
in my view of our civilisation. Are you ever tempted to auto¬ 
biography? I have had to make some prefatory notes about 
myself for this Collected Edition ; and I dont like it. But then 
my record is as plain as the trail of a paper chase.” 

Fame takes men to strange places and forces them to do' 
unaccustomed things. Though Shaw was an inveterate haunter 
of old churches he wanted to be alone in them. The last spot on 
eardi where one would have expected to see him was Westminster 
Abbey fashionably crowded on a great occasion. Yet he was a 
pall-bearer at the funeral of Thomas Hardy in the Abbey, along 
\vith Jolin Galsworthy, James Barrie, Rudyard KipHng, A. E. 
Housman and Edmund Gosse; and die occasion was made 
memorable by the mtroduction of the prophet of imperialism to 
the prophet of socialism, the two leading literary representatives 
of the two leading forces in the political history of their time. 
They had never met, and as far as Kiplmg was concerned did not 
desire a raeetmg. Edmund Gosse, however, took no account of 
^s. He seized Kiphng and by main force introduced him to Shaw. 

Kipling was nervous and fidgety,” Shaw informed me. “ He 
made a htde dive at me, thrust out a hand quickly, said ‘ Howdye- 

^ Written by a child. 
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do/ witlidrew the hand instantly as if he hardly dared to trust me 
with it, and bolted like a rabbit into a comer where Housman was 
there to protect him.” 

After the ceremony Shaw and Gosse left the Abbey together. 
Shaw described how he had just slept in a house where Gosse’s 
Father and Son was on the shelf by the bedside. He had read it 
from end to end. Gosse asked rather forlornly whether Shaw had 
not read it before. “‘Of course I have,” was the reply : “ that is 
why I read it agam. The point is that I read k right tlirough at 
one go. 1 tell you diat the description of your baptism in it is one 
of the immortal pages m Enghsh literature.” Gosse swung round 
with open arms. “ My dear Shaw,” he exclaimed, “ you are the 
only one who ever encourages me.” Now Gosse had begun by 
ioathmg Shaw as heartily as Kiplmg did. But nobody could resist 
Shaw’s flair Yor what was best in his or her achievements. He 
'would certainly have conquered Kipling had Klipling hved long 
enough But the Westminster Abbey encounter was their only 
meeting ; and Kiplmg died unreconciled. 

Describing the ceremony to me, Shaw said : “ We must have 
made a curious procession up the aisle. Galsworthy and I, as six- 
footers, were the most imposing figures. I had just been posmg to 
Troubetskoy for a full length statue, and could Hold an attitude 
. without flmching for half an hour. Galsworthy was always 
imposmg Barrie, reahsmg that he could not stand up to us, made 
his effect by miraculously managing to look exactly three inches 
diigh. As we marched, pretending to carry the ashes of whatever 
part of Hardy was buried in the Abbey, Kiplmg, who fidgeted 
continually and was next in front of me, kept changing Im step. 
Every time he did so I nearly fell over him.” 

The demands on Shaw’s time, increased enorrnously by a 
reputation that made him the most widely-quoted man alive, did 
^ not break his habit of writing to die Press whenever some mon¬ 
strosity or absurdity came to his notice. When a convict escaped 
from Parkliurst Pnson, and om being recaptured was put in chains 
for six months, that being the pnson routine, Shaw pointed out 
in The Daily News that the authonties were taking a savage revenge 
on the convict for their own carelessness: “ The man was sen- ' 
tenced to be imprisoned, not to imprison Inmself. The commonest 
„ instinct of decent sportsmanship, to put it no higher, insists on the 
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sacred right of the prisoner to escape if he can. The odds on the 
side of the prison authorities arc overwhelming : all that public 
money, bolts and bars, sentinels and rifles, walls and spikes, and 
tlie unmistakeable brand of the prison dress can do to baffle a 
smglc destitute and unaided man arc leagued against him. Were 
he the worst of cnminals, public opinion must applaud the feat 
when he wins even for a few days.” Tins outburst was successful, 
and chains for escape were abolished. 

In May 1928 Dr. Serge Voronoff visited London and a famous 
bacteriologist, Dr. Edward Bach, wrote to The Daily News saying 
that the monkey-gland treatment to rejuvenate people was dan¬ 
gerous because it would reproduce the worst characteristics of the 
ape either in tlic persons operated upon or in their progeny; he 
added that the charactcnstics possessed in a high degree by the ape 
were cruelty and sensuality. That was enough for Shaw, who put 
the case for the apes over tlic signature of “ Consul Junior ” 
(Consul was a famous performing chimpanzee), addressing his 
letter from The Monkey House, Regent’s Park. “ Has any ape,” 
he asked, ” ever tom tlie glands from a hvmg man to graft them 
upon another ape for the sake of a brief and unnatural extension of 
that ape’s life ? Was Torquemada an ape ? Were tlic Inquisition 
and the Star Chamber monkey-houses ? Were ‘ Luke’s iron crown 
and Damien’s bed of steel ’ the work of apes ? Has it been necessary 
to found a Society for the Protection of Ape Children, as it has 
been for the protection of human children ^ Was the late war a 
war of apes or of men ? Was poison gas a simian or a human 
invention ? How can Dr. Bach mention the word cruelty in the 
presence of an ape without blushing ? We, who have our brains 
burnt out ruthlessly in human scientists’ laboratories, are reproached 
for cruelty by a human scientist! ” After asserting tliat “ vaccina¬ 
tion and antt-toxin inoculation have given to men neither the 
virtues of the cow nor the qualities of tlie horse,” Consul Junior 
concluded : “ Man remains what he has alwaj-s been : the cruellest 
of all the animals, and the most elaborately and fiendishly sensual. 
Let him presume no further on tins grotesque resemblance to us ; 
he will remam what he is in spite of all Dr. VoronofF’s'efforts to 
make a respectable ape of him.” Shaw would not even have 
, admitted that the habits of human beings were more hygienic than 
those of apes, for about tliree years later he complamcd to the St. 
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Albans Rural Council that the Islington Borough Council dumped 
Its refuse at Wheathampstead, a mile from liis bouse, and “ when 
the .wind is in that quarter I am not reminded of Shakespear’s 
‘ Sweet south that breathes upon a bank of violets ’; I am reminded 
of Stromboli, of Ema, of Vesuvius, and of hell ” 

All through these years Shaw was too busy to think of death. 
He told George Bishop that between the ages of 50 and 60 hfc is 
at its worst, and he had to reflect on his mortality and arrange for 
his decease, but that afterwards he scarcely gave it a thought, 
except when he had to alter his will, and even then put it off far 
too long. The subject seldom cropped up in his conversation, 
though he once declared that he would “ prefer to die in a reason¬ 
ably dry ditch under the stars,” and early m 1935, after an illness, 
he observed that he had “ missed the psychological moment for 
dying.” Meanwhile, his friends were following one another ” from 
sunshine to the sunless land,” his strongest feeling on such occasions 
having been expressed in liis article on the deatli of William Moms: 
“ You can lose a man like that by your own death, but not by 
his.” Perhaps the passing of William Archer in 1924 gave him a 
* deeper pang of grief: “ When I returned to an Archerless London 
it seemed to me that the place had entered on a new age in which 
I was lagging superfluous. I still feel that when he went he took 
a piece of me with him.” Just before undergoing the operation 
that killed liim. Archer had written to Shaw; “Accidents will 
happen, and this episode gives me an excuse for saying, what I hope 
you don’t doubt—namely, that though I may sometimes have 
played the part of all-too-candid mentor, I have never wavered in 
niy admiration and affection for you, or ceased to feel that the 
Fates had treated me kmdly in makmg me your contemporary and 
fiieiid. I thank you from my heart for forty years of good com¬ 
radeship.” In 1920 Shaw’s sister Lucy died. She had been married 
and separated from her husband: “ She had not seen liim for 
years when she discovered that at the date of their marriage there 
' had been another lady in the case. This so enraged her that she 
insisted on divorcing liim at my expense. Then, being free of him, 
and he very lonely, she entertained him daily until his deadi, when 
his bachelor brother succeeded him at her fireside until he, too, 
died. Years after these events, when she and I were in our sixties, 

' I called on her one suimy afternoon and found her in bed, alone. 
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Slie told me she was dying, and presently did actually die whilst 
she held my hand.” The brother and sister had lived for many 
years in different Circles and had seldom met. ” Her hcait, 
if she had one, was quite unbreakable,” Shaw summed up ; 
“ and the hearts she broke, not at all Icthally by the way, were 
innumerable.” 

The fame of the dramatist was fitly sealed by Sir Barry Jackson’s 
inauguration of the Malvern Festival m August 1929, when Back 
to Methuselah, Heartbreak House, Ccesar and Cleopatra and The Apple 
Cart were given. The last named had first appeared at the Polsky 
Theatre, Warsaw, in June. Its later success in London was due to 
its topical theme: the futility of capitalist democracy, shown up 
and outwitted by a clever constitutional monarch.^ Shaw wrote 
It m SIX weeks, and such was the importance attached to cvery- 
tliing he did that tlic London critics travelled by train to Malvern 
on Sunday, August i8th, to witness the dress rehearsal. It was a 
sweltcrmg hot day, but Shaw spent the morning tramping the 
Malvern Hills. He had worked as hard as usual over the produc¬ 
tion, and a long screed he handed to Cedric Hardwickc, who played 
die King, showed how thoroughly he had attended to details. From 
a letter of Shaw’s to Sutro m October of the same year we Icani 
that The Apple Cart, like many of his plays, transformed itself 
dunng composition : ” Sempronius phe was a false start. I began 
with a notion of two great parties : the Ritualists and the Quakers, 
with the King balancing them one against the other and finally 
defeating a combination of them But I discarded tins, as dierc 
wasnt room for it. However, I thought the opening would make 
a very good Mozartian overture to get the audience settled down 
and in the nght attentive mood before the real fun beganhence 
Its retention. But die whole affair is a frightful bag of stage tncks, 
as old as Sophocles. I blushed when I saw it.” 

The MalvcnL Festival was an amuial institution unril 1939, 
when It was interrupted by ” the second Punic War.” Though 
established to the glory of Shaw it soon began to produce the 

* Shaw’s attitude toxthe dictators who were springing up like toadstools 

over Europe became'more and more fncndly as the years went by. In 
October 1933 he wrote to^Lady Astor : “ As to the man with ‘ a profoundly 
loeral mind : an English mind,’ he must be as great a curiosity as a man 
arc idio^ ” peaceful iMnd ; a Ugcr’s mind. All these anu-Mussolinians 
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works of other playwrights, past and present^ Until 1937 Shaw 
always stayed at Malvern for the Festival and was, of course, the 
lion of every occasion, the centre of pushing persisting crowds of 
autograph hunters and hero-worshippers. He tired of this ini time, 
arid in'^1938 stayed at Droitwich, motoring over for any play he 
wanted to see. But in the first years a great attraction for mm was 
the presence of Sir Edward Elgar at Malvern. They became close 
friends and were seen togedier on all sorts of occasions. They had 
long talks on music. The subject was a dangerous one ; for Elgar’s 
musical temper was volcanic ; but Shaw knew his man and shared 
his tastes and technical interests, and they never quarrelled. At a 
public meetmg in the Malvern Library Elgar declared diat Shaw 
knew more about music than he ; but Shaw, who when asked to 
lecture on drama always excused himself on die ground that he 
was “ a practitioner not a professor,” and would have paid the 
same compliment to Gossc, knew its value too well to have Iris 
head swelled by it. He described Elgar on that occasion as a greater 
man than himself, wlrich naturally pleased the composer, who 
called Shaw ” the best friend to any artist, the kindest and possibly 
the dearest fellow on earth,” and dedicated the Severn Suite to 
him. In 1922, seven years before they began to see so much of one 
another at Malvern, Shaw had complained in the Press of the 
scanty audience and absence of official patronage for Elgar’s The 
Apostles at Queen’s Hall: 

“ I dismicdy saw six people in the stalls, probably with compli¬ 
mentary tickets. ... 

” The occasion was infimtely more important than the Derby, 
than Goodwood, than the Cup Finals, than the Carpentier fights, than 
any of the occasions on whicli the official leaders ofsoaety are photo- ' 
graphed and dnematographed laboriously shakm^hands withpersons 
on whom Moliere’s patron, Louis XIV, and Bach s patron, Frederick 
the Great, would not have condescended to wipe their boots. . . . 

^ Shaw was constantly advancing the interests of young dramatists, and 
he had the uncommon virtue of praising people behind their backs. Here is 
an extract from a letter to Lady Astor, dated gth February, 1934: “ Sean 
O’Casey is all nght now that his shift from Dublin slums to Hyde Park has 
shewn that his genius is not limited by frontiers. His plays are tvonderfully 
impressive and reproachful without being irritating like mine. People fall 
crying into one another’s arms saying God forgive us all' instead of refusing 
to speak and going to their solicitors for a divorce.” 
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“I apologise to posterity for living in a country where the 
capacity and tastes of schoolboys and sporting costermongers arc 
the measure of metropolitan culture. Disgustedly yours ...” _ 

I wanted to know how Shaw had first met Elgar. He satisfied. 
my curiosity : 

” I first met Elgar at lunch at the house of Madame Vanderveldc, 
the wife of the Belgian socialist statesman. No sooner had we been 
introduced than we plunged into a long talk on music. He had 
devoured and chuckled over my articles signed Como de Bassettp 
when they came out in The Star in the eighteen-eighties, and could 
still quote some of the jokes in them which I had long forgotten. 
We did not stop talking until our hostess reminded us tliat our 
food was getting cold on the table before us, and a silence fell, 
broken only by the noise of our knives and forks. Roger Fry was 
there, so far completely out of it while Elgar and I were going 
deeper and deeper into our subject. At any rate, when silence fell 
between us, Fry decided to pontificate, and after a short pause 
declared in his beautiful voice like the chalumean register of a 
clarinet, ‘After all there is only one art: the art of design ’ A ■ 
threatening growl from the other side of the table stopped him. 

I looked at Elgar. His hackles were all out, and we had not long 
to wait for the explosion. ‘ Music is written in the skies: that’s 
where it comes from,’ he spluttered furiously. ‘And you compare 
It to a damned imitation ! ’ Every one waited breathlessly for 
Fry’s reply. But liis only alternative to flinging the decanter at 
Elgar’s head was to smile and shut up ; and he shut up.” 

I asked Shaw whether Elgar had been a very devout Roman 
Catholic. 

“ Good heavens, no ! He avoided the subject with a deliberate 
reticence which convinced me that he was a nineteenth-century 
unbeliever, though he wouldn’t have admitted it and wouldn’t 
have liked to be told so. As he was the musical hero of the three 
great Protestant cathedrals of Worcester, Gloucester and Hereford, 
and really belonged to Worcester in his soul, the world did not 
think of him as an R.C. All his emotion went mto his music. 
One of his very finest works was his setting of O’Shauglmessy’s 
Music-MakcrsT : 

Shaw s next play. Too True To Be Good, was produced at tlie 
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'Malvern Festival in 1932. The character of Private Meek in it is 
an obvious portrait of T. E. Lawrence (“ Colonel Lawrence ”), 
the hero of the Arabian campaign. Lawrence thought the play 
“ magnificent. 'Tempesthke, dmost, as a valediction.” The two 
met first when Sir Sydney Cockerell, then curator of the Fitz- 
william Museum in Cambridge, brought Lawrence to the Adclphi, 
and inadentally carried off one of Augustus John’s portraits of 
Shaw for the Museum. Lawrence'and the Shaws made fnends at 
once ; and thenceforth “ the Prince of Damascus ” came and went 
,at their house when he pleased, and when he was away wrote 
many letters, now in tlie British Museum, to Mrs. Shaw.^ He 
perhaps felt all the more at home widi them because his incurable 
play-acting could not impose on stage-hardened Shaw, who made 
fun of It and of his extravagant literary idolatries, m which, said 
Shaw, he uniquely combined the credulity, preaosity, and futdity 
of the amateur and dilettante with first-rate professional mastery of 
the pen, Shaw greatly enjoyed his penetrating intelligence, his 
practical inventiveness, his utter irreverence for bigwigs, and his 
extraordinar}^ talent for literary description ; but he maintained 
that the arrest in Lawrence’s physical development produced by- 
an accident in Iiis teens had arrested his mental development also ; 
for he had none of the specifically adult interests in pohrics and 
religion.^ He was more a boy of gemus who never really grew up 
than even Gilbert Chesterton, another marvellous Peter Pan, who 
was not, however, a man of action. Neither was Sliaw for that 
matter ; and in estimating the value of Ins verdict on Lawrence it 
must be remembered that more than once he classed the'entire 
English nation as non-adult. 

Shaw at first denounced Lawrence’s enlistment as a private 
soldier as “ a shocking tomfoolery ” and pressed Baldwin to grant 
him a decent pension, without success. The shocking tomfoolery 
went on ; and Shaw gave Lawrence a bit of his mind : “ Nelson, 
cracked after Ins whack on the head at the battle of the Nile, 

' ^ On June 30th, 1929, we find Lawrence writing to Lady Astor • " Mrs. 
Shaw sees only my virtues, I fear. So I think her a verj' understanding soul 
She and G.B S mix like bacon and eggs into a quintessential dream, I would 
rather visit them than read any book or hear any music on earth.” 

® Shaw’s view seems to be that unless one takes an interest in the two 
chief means whereby mankind has been doped throughout the ages, one 
has not an adult mind. He may be right; but the point is arguable. 
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coming home and insisting on being placed at the tiller of a canal 
barge and on being treated as nobody in particular, would have 
embarrassed the Navy far less. A c^ow and terrified Marbot, 
placed in command of a sardonic Napoleon at Austerhtz and Jena, 
would have felt much as your superior officers must in command 
of Lawrence the great, the mysterious, save in whom tliere is no 
majesty and no might. •. . . You talk about leave as if it were a 
difficulty. Ask for three months leave and they wiU exclaim, with 
a sob of relief, ‘ For God’s sake, take twelve, take a hfetime, take 
anything rather than keep up this maddening masquerade that 
makes us all ridiculous.’ I sympathise with them.” 

But it is clear from the Private Meek version of Lawrence that 
Shaw changed his mind on this point, and that Lawrence as a 
private and as an aircraftman of the lowest' grade actually had 
not only more freedom hut more command than if he had had 
his hands tied by a commission. 

With the exception of On the Rocks (1933), Six of Calais 
(1934) and The Millionairess (1937), Shaw’s later plays were first 
seen at Malvern: The Simpleton of the Unexpected Isles (1935), 
Geneva (1938) and In Good King Charles's Golden Days (1939). 
Sometimes an idea for a play had been floating in Ins head for years 
befoie It took shape : for example. The Six of Calais, which had 
come to him during a motor trip not long before the 1914 war, 
when he had visited Domremy for die sake of Joan of Arc, and 
had reached Boulogne by way of Ypres, Fumes, Dunkirk and 
Calais, where the memory of Rodm’s Burgesses had srimulated 
him to invent a play on that theme as die evemng shadows 
lengthened. 

None of these later plays, except Good King Charles, can bear 
comparison with die best. The increasingly chaotic state of the 
world seems to be reflected m his work. But in historical plays 
he escaped from the chaos ; and in this respect Charles 11 was the 
most satisfying thing he had done since Saint foan. He told me 
that he had rcahy wanted to write a play on George Fox, religion 
again being thcvmain theme. Then he had thought: why not 
introduce Isaac Newton ?—-an astom’sliing creature with a terrific 
memory, die mos^rodigious feat of wliich, a chronology of the 
W'orld, was reducedno absuidity by his assumption that the world 
was created in 400 ^ B.c. Then Shaw’s mind had played about 
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Charles 11 , the cleverest moiiarcli who had ever sat on the English 
throne. Finally, he had decided to introduce all three, with a 
few of Charles’s mistresses thrown in “ to relieve die intellectual 
tension.” The result is entertaining. 

One feels, indeed, that Shaw was always at his happiest when 
he left his own period and lived for a while with the people of 
another age ; that although Hcaribrcak House, John Buirs Other 
Jskml and The Dodor^s Dilemma may he rcvu'cd as “ period 
pieces” quite .as often as The School for Scandal, She Stoops to 
Conquer and The Importance of Being Earnest, yet the most natural, 
most convincing, most imaginative, least .self-conscious of his 
works arc Carsar and Ckopatia, Androcics and the Lion and Saint 
Joan, These will live as long as there is an English stage devoted to 
anything better than the sort of play from which he redeemed it. 
For reasons we have seen, most of his cliaractcrs do not get far 
enough away from himself to attain a life of their own, and die 
really viral ones, the rchgious and self-conscious types, come 
straight from their creator. But in the three plays just mentioned 
die subsidiary characters catch some of the radiance spicad by the 
protagonists and tlic strings of the puppet-master arc fainter. Shaw 
must have felt where his real wcaknc.ss lay as a dramatist of con- 
temporary life ; for he confessed that he had always been a 
sojourner on this planet rather than a native of it; that his kingdom 
was not of this world ; that he was at home only m the realm of 
his imagination, and at ease only with the mighty dead : with 
Bunyan, with Blake and with Shelley; with Beethoven, Bach and 
Mozart. 
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“it am just ofF to circumnavigate the globe,” wrote Sliaw to 
Sutio on December 9th, 1932. ” Shant be back until April 
—if ever.” 

Apait from a certain amount of sight-seeing in tlic Mediter¬ 
ranean and in Germany on die way to Bayreuth, Shaw did no 
globe-trotting until he was about 75 years old. He knew that the 
greatest men scarcely ever travelled outside the countries in which 
they lived—Shakespeare, Beethoven, Rembrandt, Christ, Buddha, 
Mahomet. He declared that, left to himself, he would never have 
moved a mile from the spot on which he was boni. He wms free 
from the illusion common to so many modem w'ritcrs that travel 
broadens the mmd or adds to one’s knowledge of life. He was 
perfeedy well aware that Shakespeare could deal w'itli the universe 
between Stratford and London, that Beethoven might have com¬ 
posed Ins symphonies in a Viennese cafe, and that Rembrandt did 
not have to leave Leyden for Amsterdam m order to portray human 
nature. But Mrs. Shaw was nomadic, and needed holidays from 
her double housekeeping in London and Hertfordshire. And 
Shaw, though not self-mobile, was cunously ready to go wherever 
anyone else would take the trouble to push liim. Besides, he liked 
motor dnving wdien he was at tlic wheel, finding that it satiated 
his need for work wlule giving his pen a rest. On board ship he 
could work on a crowded promenade deck as easily as in noiseless 
sohtude, and he had a way of securing freedom from interruption : 
“ I have an unerring eye for the unprotected lady w'ho is ripe 
for a friendship with a celebrity,” G. B. S. said to Wilham 
,Rothenstem. “ Having made my clioice I plant my deck chair 
beside hers and ask her whether she minds my working at a new 
play instead of talkmg. She is so delighted at being given tlic role 
of protector of G.B.S. that whenever anyone comes near she makes 
agitated signs to warn him off, wluspcring that Mr. Shdw is at work 
on a new play. So I make a new friend and get perfect peace during 
the entire voyage.” His playlet entitled Village Wooing turns on 
an acquamtance made in tins way. Mrs. Shaw, therefore, had her 
'way, and, as he said, “ dragged me all over the globe.” 
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Tell me ; were you deeply impressed by anything you saw 
in the course of your travels ? ” I asked him. 

“ No. One place is very much like another.” 

“ By anybody ? ” 

“ No They’re all human bemgs ” 

“ Did you see the Taj Malial at Agra ? ” 

” No. The rest of the party tried to see all India in a week. I 
stayed in Bombay, where I found that my religion was called 
Jainism.” 

“ Did you see the Great Wall in Clnna ? ” 

” I flew over it m an aeroplane.” 

“ Interesting ? ” 

“ As interesting as a wall can be.” 

“ Surely you were impressed by the Rocky' Mountains ? ” 

“ I didn’t see them. The Three Rock Mountam near Dublin 
was enough for me.” 

To a journalist who asked whether he had anything to say 
about the countnes he had visited, he replied: 

“ Siam is worth a visit because there the young generation 
respects the wisdom of the very old. They even seek the advice of 
their more experienced elders. Now here in England I have to 
give my advice unsought, and no one pays the smallest attention 
to It. 

“ Do the young take the advice of the old in Siam ? ” 

“ Of course not! As there is no Siamese Shaw they would be 
very stupid if they did. But at least they' have the grace to ask 
for It.” 

At tlie beginning of 1932 he was in South Afnca with his wife. 
Travelling eastwards by motor-car from Cape Town, they met 
with an accident. Shaw was driving the car, m which were Mrs. 
Shaw, a naval officer who was showing them round, and a great 
deal of luggage. Shaw was not at liis best when faced with a bit 
of mechanism to which he was unaccustomed : “ The first time 
I was ever in one of those electric hfts which the passengers work 
for themselves instead of being taken up and down by a conductor 
pulling at a rope, I almost cried, and was immensely relieved when 
I stepped out afive,” But when he was m control or the mechanism 
he could face anything without blencliing. The story' he unfolded 
to me ran as follows; 

B.S. 



4i8 , , BLRNARD SHAW 

“ In moments of crisis my nerves act in die most cxtiaordmary 
way When utter disaster seems imminent my whoic bemg is 
instantaneously braced to avoid it: I size up the situation in a 
flash, set my teeth, contract my muscles, take a firm grip of myself, 

' and, without a tremor, always do the wrong thing. That happened 
once in Pall Mall. I was bicycling past the National Gallery when 
a Great Western Railway yan emerged from the Haymarket 
making for Cockspur Street. A lady put up her parasol; die 
horse slued, turned left, and bolted straight for me on its wrong 
side. However, I was ready for it. Iirstcad of gciring off my 
bicycle and on to die pavement, as any ordniai'y Inmian being 
would have done, I pulled myself togcdicr widi a supreme effort, 
went full tilt at that horse, hit it square in the chest, was flung to 
the ground, and only escaped death by springing up from my-, 
ankles and landmg an incli or two outside the cart wheels as they 
passed. The bic^'de screamed as it was run over like.a spider being 
torn to pieces. 

“ There arose die question of compensation. I woidd have 
lazily let die matter drop ; but every time I saw Mrs. Sidney 
Webb she asked, ‘ Have you made the railway company pay for 
your bicycle ? ’; and at last, not wishing to look a fool whenever 
I met her, I made die application. A man from die i ail way com¬ 
pany called on me in Fitzroy Square. ‘We arc not responsible,* 
he said. ‘ Then you need not pay,’ I rephed. ‘ How much do 
you want ? ’ he asked. ‘ Well; if I had been selling diat machine 
die mormng before the accident, I should have been content widi 
fifteen gumeas for it,’ said I. ‘ Too much ! Far too much ! Quite 
out of die question ! ’ he exclaimed. I beamed at him and washed 
him good-mommg. ‘ We arc not responsible,’ he repeated. I knew 
better, but did not contradict him. tie took ten golden sovereigns 
out of liis pocket and placed them on die table before me, knowing 
that few people can resist precious metal when it is placed within 
their reach. ‘We do not wish to treat you unkindly,’ he said, 
‘but diat’s the utmost we can go to. It’s cxtreniely generous.’ 

, ‘ liet us leave it to die lawyers,’ I suggested. ‘After all, the acadent 
may have consequences we caiuiot foresee. I may get all sorts of 
diseases and disablements from the shock. I may have to take a 
dozen actiohs against you.’ Then he played his last card. Poclcedng 
' his money, he w^alked slowly to the door, opened it slowly, passed 
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through it, and had almost closed it very slowly behind jiim, when 
he surrendered. With a melancholy resignation which to uched me, 
he returned, -and patiently handed over the fifteen guineas and the 
‘ receipt for my signature. The trudi is I did not cafe twopence about 
the gumeasbut I wanted to see how this soit of diing was done. 

‘ “ But all that is by the way. My accident in South Africa was 

''' more serious. I learnt to drive in 1908 on a car thdt had its 
. accelerator pedal between the clutch and the brake. That arrange¬ 
ment became automatic for me ; and when I changed to cars with 
the accelerator to the right of die brake I became a deadly dan¬ 
gerous driver in an emergency when I had not my trusty chauffeur 
next me to turn off the spark when I mistook the pedals. He was 
unfortunately not with me m South Afnca. Well, we were on 
om way to Port Ehzabedi from a pleasant seaside place called 
Wilderness. I was at the wheel and had done a long drive over 
mountam- passes, negotiating tracks and gorges in a masterly 
' maimer, when we came.upon what looked hke a half a mile of 
. straight safe slnooth road; and I let die car rip. Suddenly she 
twisted violendy to die left over a bump and made for die edge 
- of the road. I was more than equal to the occasion : not for an 
' instant did I lose my head ; my body was rigid : my nerves were^ 
of steel I turned the car’s head the other way, and pressed down 
, the wrong pedal as far as it would go. The car responded nobly : 
she dashed across the load, charged and cleared a bank, taking a 
barbed' wire fence widi her, and started off across die veldt. On 
, we went, gathering speed, my foot liard on the accelerator, jerking-, 
and crashmg over the uneven ground, plungmg down a ravine' 

' and up die other side, and I should have been bumping over the 
ycldt to dns day if Coimnander Newton, who was in charge of 
me,-hadnt said sternly, ‘ WiU you take your foot off die accelerator 
and put It on die brake.’ Well, I am always open to reason. I did 
’ as he suggested and brought tlio car to a standstill, die last strand 
of barbed wue still holdmg, .though drawn out for miles. I was 
unhurt; but my wife had been rolled about widi die luggage in 
the back scat and was seriously wounded The Commander 
rendered first aid ; and wc finished die journey at Knysna, where 
she developed a temperature of 108 and was laid up for a month. 

I badied every day and wrote The Adventures of The Black Girl 
tn Her Search for God.” 
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In a letter to Lady Astor, written in pencil from The Royal 
Hotel, Knysna, C.P., on iStli February, 1932, he described the 
accident, and its effect on Mrs. Shaw : 

“ Except for a few neghgible knocks I was not hurt, nor the 
man beside me, nor even the car. But oh! poor Charlotte I When 
we extneated her crumpled remains from tlie pde of luggage 
winch had avalanched her I feared I was a widower until she asked : 
were we hurt ? Her head was broken ; her spectacle rims were 
dnven into her blackened eyes i her left wrist was agonisingly 
spramed ; her back was fearfiilly bruised ; and she had a hole in 
her right slim winch something had pierced to die bone. And 
there was fifteen miles to go to reach dns hotel. 

“ Tliat was eight days ago. The bruises and sprains do not 
worry now; but she is still flat on her back with the shm hole 
givmg no end of trouble. She put up a temperature of 103 yesterday 
(my heart jumped mto my moudi) but to-day the wound took a 
favorable turn, and die temperature is down to too. She is very 
miserable. By the time this reaches you I hope to have her at 
Wilderness recuperating; and you may assume diat ail is well 
agam unless I have cabled in the meantime. 

“ I have cancelled all my arlcangcmcnts so as to leave her mind 
quite easy as to having to travel and shall keep her m this climaric 
paradise (m which she blossomed hkc the rose until the mishap 
occurred) until she is well enough to propose die return journey 
herself . . . Last night I woke up and found myself happy and 
perfeedy callous. I concluded that the danger was over; but 
Charlotte was extremely indignant. She does not know how 
serious die diing nii^ht prove ; but I do , 

“By a miracle the accident lias not got into the papers. It 
would bring a deluge of inquiues, and for other reasons should be 
kept ats secret as possible. So keep it widiin our more intimate 
circle. 

“ Up to the moment of the catastrophe the trip was a great 
success. For sunsliinc, scenery, batlnng, and motormg, the place 
IS unbeatable. In Cape Town I did a stupendous lecture on Russia, 
speaking for an hour and three-quarters without tuniing a hair, at 
the City Hall, and ennehmg the local Fabian Society beyond the 
dreams of avance. I also made die first broadcast to be relayed 
all over the Union of S A 
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“ Tlic two political parties, Nationalist (m office) and Soutli 
African (Opposition), keep going with a sham fight about the 
Gold Standard, winch neither of them understands The real 
difference is a racial feud between Dutch aiid English winch we 
know notlnng of in England ; but which is quite venomous 
here. . , . ‘ 

whether or not the bumps and gullies on the veldt reminded 
him forcefully of the religious obstacles that had so violently jolted 
mankind through the ages, he did not know. At any rate the fable 
of The Black Girl ejected every idea for a play with which to wile 
away his time, and it expressed his general attitude to religions, as 
well as his own faith, more clearly and simply than any of his 
plays had done. He reviewed the various behefs of men, showed' 
what was divme and what idolatrous in them, and closed on a note 
of rational mysticism ,m wliich he combined the teacliing of 
Voltaire with Iiis own. The Old Plulosopher is Voltaire, the 
Irishman is G.B.S.: 

“ And shall we never be able to bear His full presence ? ” said 
the black girl. 

“ I trust not,” said the old plulosopher. ‘‘ For we shall never be 
able to bear His full presence until we have fulfilled all His purposes 
and become gods ourselves. But as His purposes are infinite, and 
we are most briefly finite, we shall never, thank God, be able to 
catdi up with His purposes So much tlie better for us. If our 
work w^ere done we should be of no further use : that would be 
the end of us; for He would hardly keep us ah've for the pleasure 
of looking at us, ugly and ephemeral insects as we are.’ Therefore 
come in and help to cultivate tins garden to .His glory. The rest 
you had better leave to him.” 

« • • • » • • 

” Then you-did not come in to searcli for God ? ” said the black 
girl. 

” Diwle a search,” said the Irishman. “ Sure God can search 
for me if he wants me. My own belief is that he’s not all diat he 
sets up to be. He’s not properly made and finished yet. There’s 
somethin in us tliat’s dlirivin at liim, and somethui out of us that’s 
dhrivin at him : that’s certainand tlie only other thing that’s 
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' certain is that the somethin makes plenty of mistakes in thryiii to 
gee there We’ve got to find out its way for it as best we can, you 
and I; for there’s a hell of a lot of other people thinkiu of nothin 
but their own bellies.” And he spat on his hands and went on 
digging. 

While the Black Girl was searching for God several white boys 
, wcic looking for fnn. One day, while Shaw was bathing in the 
sea, he observed a youngster swimming purposefully towards him. 
At a few yards’ distance the lad’s heart seemed to fail within him, 
for he turned and was about to make olF when Shaw asked him 
what he wanted 

” They bet me a shilhng I wouldn’t duck you,” spluttered the 
youth. ^ 

“ Well ? ” 

” 1 took It on.” 

” Well ? ” 

” It’s off,” said tlic youth, beginning to retreat. 

, ” Nonsense,” returned Sbaw: ” it’s easy money. If you avail a 

moment while I get my breath, I’ll let you push my head midcr 
water.” 

The boy returned in triumph to his friends and collected his 
shilling 

With the help of his letters to Lady Astor we can see Shaav 
here and there on his travels. From Bombay, on T3th Januar)*, 
1933, he wrote i “ We arc alive ; but that is all. We started tired 
to death, hoping for rest *, but this ship keeps stopping m ports 
where the water is too filthy to bathe in and shooting us ashore for 
impossible -excursions to see the insides of railway carriages, and 
to be let out, like little dogs, for a few minutes exercise and a 
glimpse of a temple or a hotel meal or a cobra~mongoosc fight. 
We absolutely refused, and were roasted for a week at Luxor and 
^ arc now roasting at Bombay for another week.” A certain Begum, 
he reported, “ concentrated all the native nobility on' me at a 
grand reception full of Nizamcsscs and Indian higlmcsscs; and oh 
my ! cant they dress, these native plutocrats. The place blazed 
with beauty. The Bntish arc nght to boycott tlicm (there was 
, only one white,real lady, spouse of a Chief justice) ; for tlic dusky, 
damsels would mot leave their daughters aU earthly. I have been 
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hung v.dth flowers in the temples and "drenched uddi rosewater 
and dabbed with vermihon in the houses ; and the sinp is mfested 
with pilgrims to my shrme. Charlotte and I curse the day of our 
birth and tlie hour of our sailing uicessantly. Our sole comfort is 
to tlniik of THEE and wish we were witliin reach of you.’’ 

On April 28th, 1934, he wrote from the" R.M.S, Rangitane, 
WeUmgton to London, describing Ins visit to New Zealand: 

If the engines dont break down again (the ship is too full) we 
should be in the Thames on the 17th. But I am not sure. We lost 
a day m starting to take a lot of what are called naval ratings. 
They turned ,out to be human bemgs. Perhaps we shall dump 
them at Plymouth, tliough we do not stop tliere offleiaUy. ... » 

“Although New JZealand actually has a law prohibiting the. 
landing of any>person who has recently visited Russia I had the 
same Royal Progress as we had m the U.S.S.R. After a week at 
Auckland I positively refused to visit any other city except 
Wellington, from winch I had to sail. Nevertheless at tlie last 
moment I made a dash soudi for Cliristchurch. The Mayor way¬ 
laid us ,30 miles out; and after a civic reception (broadcast) I 
returned to Welhngton a pitiable old wreck, and only escaped a 
second-one by invitmg the Mayor to lunch and pleadmg extreme 
exhaustion. 

“ I wish you and Waldorf had been with us. There is a muni¬ 
cipal milkr supply m Wellington, and an amazing maternity welfare ' 
mstitution centenng on a ^strange old genius. Sir Truby Kmg, 
v/idi the result that the infant mortality-rate in N.Z. is less than 
half the,English rate. I wished extremely you had been witli me 
there. And ,the agricultural problems would have filled all 
Waldorf’s time. You both ought to liave a look at this queer 
Enipire at close quarters. .Trampuig the deck for exercise and 
playing childish deck games is not worse than the division lobbies. 
,The En-zeds are intensely imperial-patriotic, and call England 
HOME. Their devotion t^es the form of expecting us to exclude 
all butter and wool except theirs ; to wage tariff wars against all 
Powers refusing ,to do likewise; to fight all Asiatic States who 
demand access to the island' which its piously Victorian but 
resolutely b'irth-controlhng British inhabitants resolutely refuse to 
populate ; and to allow all their imports freely into England whilst 
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tliey pile up protective duties against us and buy freely from 
Czcchoslovaba, Cluna, and anywhere else where we arc under¬ 
sold* • * • j j * 

“ I am flying tins letter from Panama to New York ; but it 
wont reach you more than a few days ahead of ourselves. Charlotte 
IS longing to see you. I am moderately eager myself.” 

Lastly, on April 8th, 1935, Shaw wrote to Lady Astor from 
somewhere “ In the Red Sea approachmg Bab of Mendcb ” : 

“ Charlotte is flourishuig extremely m this hellish heat. I am 
a mere spectre of myself. My clotlies are droppmg off my attenu¬ 
ated body. The frightful cold I caught in the freezing Mediterranean 
has been nearly baked out of me at last; but I am tlie wretchedest 
of men, working furiously to distract my attention from myself. 

“ I am fmislnng—^practically rewriting—my play called The 
Millionairess. People will say you are the millionairess. Ad awful, 
impossible woman. . . . 

” I can no more. They are making up the mad for Aden, which 
we expect to reach to-morrow^ monnng. Not tlie dim and distant 
Aidemi where a rare and radiant maiden whom the angels name 
Lenore—no such luck, but at least a place where one can post a 
letter to you.” 

Shaw’s only visit to the Umted States took place in 1933.^ He 
landed at San Francisco, went by aeroplane to stay with William, 
Randolph Hcarst, one of whose newspapers was advertised in huge 
letters on the machine, re-embarked at Los Angeles, sailed down 
the Pacific coast to Panama and up the Atlantic coast to New York, 
where he spent a smgle day and addressed a large audience at the 

1 When Anthony Hope, on behalf of Major Pond (who ran lectures in 
Ameripa), ashed Shaw early in tlie century whetlier he would undertake a 
tour oKthe United States, G B S. replied • “ I cant face America • I should 
be moohed to death. For some years past X have leceived proposal aftei 
proposal \for a lecturing tour Every conceivable kind of pressure has been 
brought to bear, the highest point being ,£300 per lecture, a private fee of 
,^^500 from\a leader of New York Society on condition that the first words tliat 
I breathed Vvith Amencan an should be uttered in her drawing-room, and a 
liner or an American battleship all to myself for the journey out. As I have 
resisted all tlW tliere is really no use in wasting Pond’s time by extracting 
proposals froim him which I don’t leally mean to accept, though I generally 
let people mal^e them because I like to know my maiket'value as a matter 
of business ^andl peisonal vamty.” 
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Metropolitan Opera House in the evening hcforc returning to the 
ship. His references to the Americans had never been flattering : 
“ To rouse tlieir eager interest, their distinguished consideration 
and dieir undying devotion, all that is necessary is to hold them 
up to the ridicule of tlie rest of the universe. Dickens won them 
40 him forever by merciless projections of typical Americans as 
windbags, swindlers and assassins. ... I myself have been par¬ 
ticularly careful never to say a avil word to the United States. I 
have scoffed at their inliabitants as a nation of villagers. I have 
defined the 100 per cent American as 99 per cent idiot. And they 
just adore me.” He had desenbed their homage to Punty as “a 
quaint conspiracy to convict creation of indecency,” had remarked 
“ that “ Idioc}' and notliing else is what is the matter with Amenca 
to-day,” and had asked, “ Why should any one who is in London 
want to go to Amenca ? ... I do not want to see the Statue of 
Liber^. ... I am a master of comic irony. But even my appetite 
for irony does not go as far as that I ” Exception having been 
taken to such statements, he said that his desenptions of Americans 
applied to every other race on earth, and that in taking them as 
personal insults the Americans were conceited enough to think 
tliemselves the only fools in the world. 

Before his arrival in New York the story had got about that 
he had been rude to Helen Keller, the blind, deaf and dumb lady 
whose intelligence had made her famous throughout the States. 
It was reported that on being introduced to her Shaw had said, 
“AU Americans are blind, deaf and dumb.” I asked him whether 
there was a word of truth in the story ” Not a syllable ! ” he 
declared. “ I met her at Cliveden when she was staying witli Lady 
Astor. What I may have said, and probably did say after meeting 
her, was, ‘ I wish dl Americans were bhnd, deaf and dumb.’ We • 
got on famously together. She didnt actually kiss rrie ; but she 
smiled all over.” Wliat with one tlnng and another there may have 
been some hostihty in the audience when Sliaw rose to his feet; 
but it was quickly dissipated by the charm of his voice and the 
bnUiance of his discourse. “ I ruthlessly attacked the financial 
magnates and the whole financial system,” he told me, “ and was 
afterwards informed that the imposing'array of gentlemen sitting 
on the platform behind me consisted exclusively of financiri 
magnates.” , 
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Ill 1928 Shaw and Ins wife left Adclplii Terrace, whke they liad 
lived for nearly thirty years, because it was shortly to be demolished. 
They moved to 4 Wlntehall Court (130), which was more con- 
vement in every way, if less picturesque Except for their travels 
to Nev/ Zealand, to South Africa, to Madeira, and round the 
woild, tlicir habits did not vary. They entertained people ; they 
were entertained ; they were social; they were domestic ; like 
the majority of their fellow-citizens. They also admired oiie 
another, Mrs, Shaw thinking there was no one likcjier husband, 
Shaw thinking there was no one like his wife, for was she not the 
only woman in the world who knew that a man’s right and left 
feet requned different sizes in stockings ? Like most people, Shaw 
had his piivatc rituals, Maurice Colbournc noticed him performing 
one of them very early in the morning at the swimming-bath of 
the Royal Automobile Club. Having emerged from the bath, 
Shaw stood “ towel-less, brushing and flicking the water from his 
limbs methodically, symmetrically, and even arnsncally, first from 
his ankles, bending down to reach them, then from his calves, and 
so upwards, from tliighs, body, aims, beard, ending, if I remember 
righdy, with a final flick to his eyebrows Then he retired from 
view.” But unlike most people he objected to public rituals, 
refusmg to attend a friend’s wedding because he had not a proper 
suit for the occasion and sending a cheque for fourtceff guineas, 
the price he would have had to pay for a suit in order to attend. 
He also drew the hue at dming with monarchs, writing to Lady 
Astor on October 3rd, 1934 : “ It’s not 'possible ; I’m working 
against tune, Sundays and weekdays. As to your hst of guests, you 
want to frighten me away. Marie doesnt want to meet that old 
lot. Cant you collect a few young artistic disreputables for her ? 
Why not bnng her to sec me ? I’m not proud ; and I can put the 
shyest of queens at her ease in' two imnutes. But when I am 
counting the remaining hours of my -life to clear up my work I 
. cant give queens tlirce days m a country house and never catch a 
glimpse of you except at mealtimes. Last time I came across Mane 
Carmen Sylva was at the Gare de Lyon, where up to the final 
moment I tliought the grand reception was all for ME.” 

Between.the ^ages of 50 and 60 Shaw not only pondered on death 
but dreaded thc\ possibility of declining into ,doddcnng idiocy. 
After 60 he reached what he called Ins second childhood, got his 
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‘‘ seventh -wind,” attained a delightful sense of freedom, became 
adventurous and irresponsible. There is certainly not a trace of 
old a'gc in his later'Prefaces. Some people, especially those who 
cannot perceive that apart from Shakespeare he is the only con¬ 
siderable dramatist m the English language, regard Ins Prcfeces as 
Ills ]acst and most characteristic productions ; and it is certain that 
without them Ins plays would never have obtained a wide reading 
public. “ I always considered that books should be sold by weight, 
like Government blue books, at so much the ounce,” he said to 
me, “ and as I wanted my books to take a long dine in going round 
die family, I determined to give full value for money. I remember 
trying to mterest Heinemami in the volume contammg Man and 
Superman. He showed me the sales returns for Pinero’s plays, 
which proved that except for an occasional dozen copies sold to 
all amateur soaety diat had performed one of them there was no 
demand for them. The fact that I had provided a Dedicator}' 
Epistle, a Handbook for Revolutionists and a bunch of Maxims, 
did not impress lum. There was absolutely no sale for plays or 
hooks on, political economy, he assured me. Jolin Murray was 
actually shocked By the volume; he wrote me quite a touching, 
letter,’ confessmg that he was perhaps old-faslnoned, but that the 
book seemed to him wrongheaded and hurtful; and Ins conscience 
would not let Inm pubHsh it. That settled it. I bcghi to publish 
my works on commission, and the prefaces made their publication 
as much of a literary event as the production of the plays was a 
theatrical one.” 

Shaw’s Prefaces cost liim far more labour than his plays, and 
as they expressed his personal views lie tliought them more im¬ 
portant. They arc invaluable to the biographer because they 
directly reveal liis character. But we cannot say whether they have 
helped to enlighten the unenlightened. When they were issued m 
one volume Shaw sorrowfully confessed that “ people get nothing 
out of books except what they bring to them. ... You may well 
" ask me why ... I took the trouble to write tliem. I can only 
reply that I do not know. There was no why about it: I had to ; 
that was all.” 

Many people were vexed by the exigence of Ins nature ; they 
saw no reason at all why he “ had to ” explode periodically ; and 
they were mcohcrently furious whenever he treated a disturbing 
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public matter with what they considered heartless levity. None of 
the squibs he kept for moments of national gravity made so many 
worthy folk jump as the one he let off early in December 193(5. 
There was a constitutional crisis. King Edward VIII Jiad fallen in 
love \vith an American lady who had been twice married, and 
England promptly went mad. Archbishops, bishops, peers, cabinet 
nnmsters, debated the matter behind closed doors. Could an 
English king contract a morganatic marriage ? Could Bntish 
peeresses and royal highnesses walk behind an American commoner? 
Why could not tins English kmg do .os so many previous English 
kings had done ? The questions were endless Notliing else was 
discussed for weeks Nearly everyone treated it as a matter of life 
and death Nearly everyone suddenly became conscious of the 
Church of England, the British Constitution, Duty, Virtue, and 
the Ten Commandments. Even football was temporarily for¬ 
gotten. A htde common sense was highly desirable, and Shaw 
supplied It; but as the vast majority of his readers were sulfcring 
from what may euphemistically be termed “ temporary insanity,” 
he merely helped to intensify their craziness. Under the heading 
of The King, the Constitution and the Lady he published a ” fictitious 
dialogue ” in The Evening Standard, prefacing it with a brief 
summary of the situation in England, or, as he called it, “ the 
Kingdom of the Half-Mad ” : 

“ The new ICing, though just turned 40, was unmarried ; and 
now that he was a king he wanted to settle down and set a good 
example to liis people by becoming a family man. He needed a 
gentle soothing sort of wife, because his nerves were very sensitive, 
and tlic conversation of Ins ministers was often very irritating. 
As It happened he knew a lady who had just tliosc qualities. Her 
name, as well as I can remember it, was Mrs Daisy Bell; and as 
she was an American she had been married twice before aiid was 
therefore hkely to make an excellent wife for a king who had never , 
been married at all. All this seemed natural and proper ; but in 
the country of tlie Half-Mad,you never could count on anytliing “ 
going off quietly. The Government, for instance, would let ivhole 
districts fan into riiin and destitution without turning a haii, and 
Aen declare that the end of the world was at hand because some 
foreign dictator had said bluntly that there are milestones on die 
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Dover road. And so die King was not surprised when he was 
suddenly told one day at noon or diereabouts that die Archbishop 
and the Prime Mmister had called and insisted on seeing him at 
once. The Kmg, havmg spent the mormng with Mrs. Bell, was 
m a good humor, so he had them up and offered them cocktails 
and cigars. But they not only refused tliis refreshment guite sternly 
but exhibited such signs of acute mental disturbance that the King 
had to ask them, with some concern, what was die matter.” 

The rest may be given m dialogue form : 

! 

Prime Minister ; How can you ask, sir ? The newspapers are full 
of it. There are photographs. We are not spared even the lady’s 
litdc dog. What is your Majesty gomg to do about it ? 

King : Nodnng out of the regular course. I shall be crowned in 
May ; and m April I shall marry Daisy. 

I^RiME Minister {almost shrieking ): Impossible ! Madness ! ‘ 

Archbishop [whose pilpit voice is a tjiumph of clerical art) Out of 
the question. You cannot marry this woman. 

King : I had rather you called her Mrs. Bell. Or Daisy, if you 
prefer it. 

Archbishop ; If I were to officiate at your proposed marriage, I 
should have to speak of her as “ this woman ” What is good 
' enougli for her in the House of God is good enough for her 
here. But I shall refuse to officiate. 

Prime'Minister [shouting) : And I shall resign. ' 

King : How awful! Would it be too brutal to remind you that 
there are others ^ Sandy McLossie will form a King’s Party for 
me in no time. The people are behind me. You may have to 
resign m any case long before the Coronation. 

Archbishop : Your taunt does not apply to me. The Church will 
not solemnise an unconstitutional marriage. 

King : That will get me out of a very grave difficulty. Religious 
matters are not so simple for me as they were for William the 
Conqueror, of whose death some of you don’t seem to have yet 
heard. WiHiam had only a handful of adventurers to consider, 
all cliristians, and ':',dstians of one sort I have to consider 495 
1'h ■’ * if my subjects. Only eleven pef cent of 
th* " ‘d even that tiny minority " ’v'-^ed, 
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into sects that I cannot say a word about religion widiout hurting 
somebody’s fechngs. As at is, my Protestant Succession is an, 
insult to the Pope and his Church. If I get married in a church, 
especially one witli a steeple on it, I sliall offen'd the Quakers. 
If I piofess the Thirty-Nme Articles of the .Church of England, 
L shall bind myself to hold most of my loving subjects as accursed, 
and oblige hundreds of millions of them to regard me as an 
enemy of their God. Now, though all the religious stuff in the 
Coronation business is out of date, I camiot alter it: that is your 
affair. But I can get legally married witliout offendmg 'the 
religious feehngs of a smgle soul m my Empire I shall be married 
civilly by the distnct registrar. What have you to say to that ? 
Archbishop : It is unlieard of and outrageous. But it would cer¬ 
tainly get me out of a very difficult situation. 

Prime Minister ; Archbishop, are you deserting me ? 

Archbishop ; I caimot on the spur of die moment find the reply 
to his Majesty’s very unexpected move. You had better take up 
the constitutional point while I consider it. 

Prime Minister : It is impossible for your Majesty to defy the 
Constitution Parliament is all-powerful. 

King : It has that reputation as long as it does nothing. However, 
I am as devoted to the Constitution as you are. Only understand 
that if you push me to a General Elecrion to asceitain the wishes 
of my people on this question, I am quite ready to face- that 
extremity. You will get a glonous heking. Your very mistaken 
ballyhoo in the press does not impose on me. , 

Prime Minister . But there is no question of a General Election- 
Are you prepared to act by the advice of your ministers or arc 
you not ? That is the simple issue between us. 

King . Well, what is your advice ? ‘ Whom do you advise me to 
marry ? I have made my choice. Now make yours. You camiot' 
talk about marriage in the, air—in the abstract. Come 'down to 
, tin tacks. Name your lady 

Prime Minister : But die Cabmet has not considered that. You 
' are, not playing the game, sir. 

King ; You mean that I am bdating you at it. I mean tO/ I 
thought I should. 

.Prime Minister ; Not at aU, sir. But I cannot-choose a wife for 
.you, can I ? 
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King :' Then you' cannot ad-vise me on the subject. And if you 
-cannot advise me,'I cannot act by youi advice, , , 

Prime Ministeb; : - This seems to me to be a quibble, I should never 
have expdcted it from your Majesty. You know very -well vdiat 
Lmean. Somebody of Royal stock Not American. 

I^NG : At last we have sometliing definite. The Prime Minister 
of England pubHcly classes Americans as untouchables You 
insult the nation on whose fiiendship and kinship the existence 
of my Empire in the East finally depends. All my wisest pohticai 
firiends regard a marriage between a British king and an American 
dady as a masterstroke of policy. . 

Prime Minister : I should not have said that. It was a slip of the 
tongue. 

King': Very well, we wiU wash that out. But you stiU want a 
bnde of Royal stock. You are dreaming of a seventeenth- 
century dynastic marriage I,' the Kmg of England and Emperor 
of Britain, am to go a-begging through Europe for some cousin, 
five or SIX times removed, of a dethroned down-and-out Bourbon 
or Hapsburg or HohenzoUem or Romanoff, about Avhoin no¬ 
body in this country or an-ywhere else cares one single dump. 
I sliaU do nothing so unpopular and so silly. If you are' still 
iivmg in the seventeenth century, I am hvmg in the twentieth. 

■ I am Iivmg m a world of republics, of mighty Powers,governed 
; by ex-housepamters, stonemasons, promoted ranker soldiers,' 
sons of operators in boot factones Am I to marry one of their 
daughters ^ Choose my father-in-law for yourself. There is the 
Shah of Persia. There is Effendi Whataturk. There is Signor 
Bombardone. There is Herr Batfler. There is the steel kmg of 
Russia That is the Royal stock of to-day. I wonder would 
any of these great rulers allow a relative of Iiis tonnarry an old- 
fashioned kmg i I doubt it. I tell you there is not a Royal 
'House left m Europe to-day into winch I could marry without 
weakening England’s position ; and if you don’t know tliat 
,you don’t know anythmg. 

Prime Minister ; You seem to me to be entirely mad. 

King : To a httife London clique some two or three centuries be- 
hmd the times I no doubt seem so. The, modem world knows 
' better. However, we need not argue about that. Name your lady. 
Prime Minister : I cannot think of anybody at the moment, 
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On his Sard birthcky The Daily Express published an interviev/ 
with liim. The world v/as on the brink of war, but he could not 
believe it would be mad enough to topple over: “ Tlic peace at 
present is maintained by funk ; anything that intensifies funk 
makes for peace. The polite name for funk is common sense. . . . 
A lasting peace is a dream. But any statesman who is not des¬ 
perately afraid of starting a cannonade should be sent to a mental 
hospital ” He also said that " we made a v/ickcd treaty in 191S 
and covered Central Europe with military frontiers instead of 
ethnographic ones. Thereby we put ourselves in tbc wrong and 
put mutilated Germany in the right” ; but be prophesied that in 
the long run the Jews would be the ruin of Hidcr, who “ is terribly 
handicapped by Ins anti-Scmitism, which is a crazy fad and not a 
political system ” 

V/ithin a month Hitler accepted Russia’s general offer of non¬ 
aggression commercial treaties to all countries willing to be friends 
and keep the European peace. This v/as mistaken for an aggressive 
military alliance. Shaw dashed offa letter to The Times ; “A week 
ago Dean Inge, writing in The Evenuig Standard, guessed that Herr 
Hitler had gone to Canossa. A few days later the joyful news came 
tliat the Dean was right and that Herr Hitler is under the powerful 
tliumb of Stalin, whose interest in peace is overwhelming. And 
every one except myself is fnghtened out of his or her wits! 
Why? Am I mad ? Ifnot, w^hy? why? v.’hy ? ” Having bought 
off Russia, Hitler attacked Poland, smashed her and then divided 
the spoils with Stalin, England and France meanwhile having 
declared war on Germany for invading Poland. 

At the end of August Shav/ went to Frmton, whence he again 
v/rotc to The Times, pointing out that England ought to he grateful 
to Stalin for checking Hitler. He also wrote to Lady Ascor : 

“ zSth September, 2939. 

‘ I think it is time for you, as a sensible woman tiy’ing to keep 
your political household of dunderheads and lunatics out pf mis¬ 
chief, to get up in the House and point out the cruelty of keeping 
up tlic pretence of a tlircc years war when every one who can see 
tbicc moves in front of his or her nose knows that the war is 
over. Tlie pretence is ruining people m all directions at home 
and slaughtering them abroad- 
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'“The thoughtlessness of our guarantee to Poland has left us 
without a leg to stand on. Most unfortunately we pledged our- 
\selves to go to her aid WITH ALL OUR RESOURCES ; and 
when It came to the pomt we dared not use the only resource that 
could help her (our air bombers); for we had not a soldier witlim 
hundreds of miles of her frontiers nor a sailor in the Baltic ; and 
a single bomb from us on the Rhine cities or -Berhn would have 
'startedi a retaliation match which would have left all die cities of 
the west in the same condition as Madrid and Warsaw. We should 
have warned the Poles that -We could do notinng to stop the 
Gerihan steamroller, and that they must take it lying down as 
Chekoslovalcia had to, until we had brought Hitler to Iris senses. 

“ Fortunately our old pal Stahn stepped in at the right moment 
and took Hitler by the scruff of the neck ; a masterstroke of foreign 
'pohey with six million red soldiers at its back. ' * 

“ What we have to do now is at once to give the order Cease 
firmg/and light up the streets ; in. short, call off die war and urge 
on ^der that Poland will be a greater trouble to him than half 
0 / dozen Irelands if he oppresses it unbearably. But wc must 
remember that as far as Poland's business is anybody’s business but 
Poland’s, it is more Russia’s biismess and Germany’s than ours. 
Also that we cannot fight Germany e I’ouirance without ruining 
botli ourselves 'and Germany, and that wc cannot fight Russia at 
ail (neither can Hitler) The diehards who are still dreaming of 
a restoration of die Romanoffs and Bourbons and even the 
Stuarts, to say notlimg of di6 Hapsburgs, must be booted out of 
pohtics. 

“ We should, I think, at once'announce our intention of lodging 
a complaint with the International Court against Hider as being 
'unfitted for State control, as be is obsessed by a Jewish complex; 
that of the Chosen Race, wliich has led him mto wholesale-perse¬ 
cution and robbery. Nothing should be said about concentration • 
camps, because it was we who invented them. 

' I write this at Frinton in Essex; but we return to Ayot 
to-morrow and shall perhaps see you soon. Charlotte has had a 
'terrible time here, but is much better this last week. 

' “ Waldorf nught wave the red flag a bit ih the House of Lords. 
Chamberlaimsm is no use on eardi to Iiim; and he might inci¬ 
dentally give America a lead. Geoffrey Dawson has heroically 

' I 
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inserted nvo letters of mine in The Times, and lias a tliird in hii 
locker, I am deeply obliged to him. ! 

“ Proletarians of all lands, unite ! 

“ The Labor Part)r is making the damndest' fool of itself. 

“ Our best love to you both. 

“ In haste—packing, 

“GB.S.” 

Exactly one week later he addressed anotlier letter to Lady 
Astor ; 

“ Send out instantly for this week’s New Statesman There you 
will find full instructions as to your Ime about the war. Every¬ 
body wants to have these instructions issued; but nobody but 
myself can afford to—or dare—issue them. 

“ The worst is over with Chailotte. She bore the journey hcrcr 
last Fiiday without turning a hair; and though she still will not 
vcntuic beyond the gate on foot for fear of bringing back the 
lumbago, she is quite herself again, 

^' “ 'Waldorf has been letting the Government have it for taking 

a month to do a day’s work. I have seen Governments take tliirty 
years to do a week’s work, and then have it settled over their 
heads by file and sword, including the burmng'of several of 
Charlotte’s birthplaces. That is how people wlio want thmgs done 
prefer even Hitler and Musso and Ataturk to Westminster. It is a 
pity you did not spend a few ycaK on a municipal corporation to 
learn the difference betv'cen real government and the party game. 
You should write up in your study my old warnuig IF "YOU 
TAKE THIRTY YEARS TO DO FIALF AN HOUR’S WORK, 
YOU WILL PRESENTLY HAVE TO DO THIRTY YEARS’ 
WORIC IN HALF AN HOUR, WHICH WILL BE A VERY 
' BLOODY BUSINESS. 

As you arc the only living person known to have bullied 
Stalin With complete success ; and as he is by countless chalks the 
greatest statesman you ever met, and the pleasantest man except 
myself, you must stop blackguarding liim like an Evening Standard 
article writer. To our shame we have betrayed and ruined Poland 
out of sheer thoughtlessness ; but it is to our credit, and to that' 
o ranee and Germany, that vdicn it came to the point of starting 
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a European bombing match we funked it and left Poland to her 
fate. 

* “ Stalin rescued her. Do you remember that journey.through 
Poland with the harvest still standmg and the long wheel spokes 
of golden stnp cultivation turning round us ? It looked lovely ;x 
blit did you know, as I knew, that strip cultivation means poverty 
and Ignorance, savagery, dirt, and vermin ? Not to mention land¬ 
lordism. Well, Stahn will turn that into collective farmmg ; and 
the Pole wdl no longer be a savage. The Pole wiU keep his Ian-. 
guage. Ins laws, liis character as a citizen of a Federation of 
Repubhes like the United States, only much more liighly civilised. 
And with such an object lesson starmg Ins part of the booty m die 
face, Hitler will have to make his National Socialism emulate 
Russian Communism or else, find Poland worse for him than ten 
Irelands So be comforted; and join me in three cheers for the 
-Red Flag {young Glory), the Hammer and the Sickle. - 

" We two are both absentee landlords; yet Stahn was civil 
to us. 

“ Forgive these politics; but you cannot get av/ay from them, 
and I may as well give you some with hope and comfort in them 
to enable you to bear all the murderous cant and foUy with which 
you are deluged. ' ' 

“ So Proletarians of All Lands, Unite ; and to hell with the 
Pope by all means ^ ; and may whiskey be ever thirteen and nine- 
pence a bottle ! 2 

“ Take care of yourself, dear'Nancy : we love you.”’ 

In his New Statesman article, which he wisely called Uncommon 
Sense About The War, Shaw again praised Stalin, gave a summary 
of the chaotic bungling of’the British authorities under the first 
impact of war, and stated that but for the Versailles Treaty Hitler 
“ would have now been a struggling artist of no political account. 
He actually owes liis eminence to us ; so let us cease railing at 
our own creation and recognise the ability with which he has 
undone our wicked work,\and the debt the German nation owes 
him for it. Our business now is to make peace 'with Inm and with 
all the world instead of making more misclncf and ruming our 

j 

‘ Lady Astor being a staunch Protestant and teetotaller. 

= So that none but capitalists-may drink it presumably. 
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people in the process ” In conclusion he referred to “ the primi¬ 
tive instinct that is at the bottom of all tins miscliief and that wc 
never mention . to wit pugnacity, sheer pugnacity for its own 
sake.” A sage observation. Pugnacity won die day, and in 
November he tlirew m his hand: “ There are now no war aims^ 
and can be none, except the aim of winning the fight. . . . The 
prospect is not tempting ; for if wc lose we shall be bled wlntc 
by the victors, and if we win wc shall have to bleed ourselves - 
wliite. ... When the war is over we shall have to sctdc,up 
exaedy as if there had been no war at all. If I were a gambler I 
should back the neutrals for the real win, with Russia and the 
XJmted States neck and neck. . . . We are in it for all we are' 
worth. . . . Only I wish we could adopt Henry Fielding’s sugg^- 
tidn that we should fight it out with our fists All tins hiding m 
die dark is limndiating ; and a hit widi a high-explosive shell 
cannot be reckoned as a fair knock-out.” ^ 

Wilde he and the rest of the world were busy fightmg about 
what they were fightmg about, I was strugghng widi his biography. 
Just after his first letter appeared in The Times I wrote to ask 
whether he had any favourites among his plays, and incidentally ^ 

, to express my surprise that he should have praised Dcaii Inge for 
“ guessing ” at the eleventh hour what some of us had been pro- 
phesyuig as a certainty for several years. Back came Ins answer 
on a post-card ; “ I praise Dean Inge because to disparage him is 
to brand oneself as a sixtecnth-iate intellect. He is 700 years out 
(if date with his terrible bruiging-up and schoohng ; and yet he 
hves. So, on your hfc, good words. I have no favorite plays. I 
am not a schoolmaster giving examination marks. Why insult 
me ? ” My reply was as curt. I said that as Beethoven had hifornied, 
the world which were his best and'favourite works, there was no* 

^ When Hitler attacked Russia in June 1941, even the shrewdest observers 
thought that Russia would rapidly fold up, and the most optimistic among 
them gave her six weeks before she sued for peace.Several newspapers 
implied.^ rather d^perately, that if Russia could only hold out foi three 
months it ^vould giVe us all the time we needed to prepare' foi an attack-on 
Germany GTJ S w'^ the only man in England who at once proclaimed his 
belief in a Russian victory “ The news is too good to be tine,” he said. ’ “ It 
IS beyond anydiing we could have hoped-for. Only yesterday we and America 
were faced with the tremendous job of smashing Hitler—^with Russia looking 
on snubng To-day,. owang to the inconceivable folly of Hitler, we have 
nothing to do but sit find smile while Stahn smashes Hitler. Germany has 
not got a dog’s chance.” (Mws ChromtJe. 
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“ Dear Hesketh Pearson, 

“ ‘ Into which of your works had you felt you had 
poured most of your inmost self, your spiritual passion? That 
was what I meant. But as you seem unwillmg to answer, I do not 
press it.’ 

“ This, honest Injun I does not describe any process of wliich I 
haAie been conscious. I hammer away as a smith makes horse¬ 
shoes When I write As Far As Thought Can Reach I argue out 
the statements until I reach a vcidict—often comic m its sim- 
pheity—and then I give the verdict. The fact that I desire to get 
at a right verdict and that the search for it is a pleasurable activity 
and Its achievement a satisfaction convmces me that intellect is as 
much a passion as sex, witli less intensity but lifelong permanency, 
and tliat m the course of evolution it may become so intense tliat 
life will be much happier and free from the revulsions of sex, ' 
which will become less tyrannous and finally have its reproduction 
function fulfilled in a less unpresentable way. 

“ There is a passage at the end of Too True To Be Good wliich 
caused the then Dean of Worcester (Moore Ede) to preach an 
impassioned sermon on it. I scribbled it down at rehearsal because 
we could not get the curtain down at the right instant to choke 
olf Cedric Hardwicke’s oration ; and I had to provide some lines 
for him to go on with in case of need. Ldith’s ‘ great ’ speech at 
the end of Methuselah was ground out as pure argument, as Lihth 
wasnt anybody, and there was no character to express. You may 
take it that Shakespear wrote ‘ The cloud capt towers ’ and 
‘ There’s a diviinty ’ just as he wrote ‘ Now is the bawdy hand 
of the dial upon, the prick of noon,’ all in the day’s work. 

“As to Inge,'I withdraw apologetically. I thought you didnt. . 
know him and were merely expiessing Trade Union resentment: 
and current ribaldry. But allow for Ins frightful clencal bnnging- 
up ; and don’t forget his jeux d'esprit, which are of the best. 

“ We are in the tlnck of this evacuation idiocy. Indescnbable. 
Our first terrified attempts at'jMihtary Communism are‘beyond 
Words. 

“ What a comfort to know* that if we kill 20 millions or so of 
one anodier, we’U none of us be missed ! ” 

The last sentence reveals Shaw m liis totalitarian vein. On the. - 
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feasonaUe assumption that every living human being has tlnree 
people who would regret Ins or her demise, twenty millions v/ould 
he missed by sixty millions. 

It is not necessary for me to account for Shaw’s admiration of 
Dean Inge ; he might just as well have insisted diat I should account 
for Ins dislike of whisky : there is no accounting for taste. But 
a' passage in his critiasm of Outspoken Essays is worth quoting. 
After describmg Dean Inge as a great Protestant, he goes on t “ I 
am so thorough an Irish Protestant myself that I have all my life 
" scandalised the Insh Protestant clergy, and made the Irish priests 
chuckle, by declanng that a Protestant Church is a contradiction 
in terms. The true Protestant is a mystic, not an Institutionalist. 
Those who do not understand this must read the Dean’s superb 
essay bn Institutionahsm and Mysticism, which contains an inspired 
page (232) which ought to be mcluded m the canon ” 

' - Shaw managed somehow to be a mystic in spiritual matters 
and an institutionahst in temporal matters, presumably on the 
principle tliat one cannot serve God without Mammon. For us, 
for his biographer at any rate, Shaw’s greatness lay not in his 
bchefs but in his humour, not in'his preacliing but in his personality. 
Humour is the poetry of hfe, its justification and reward,' and Shaiy 
distnbuted a great deal of that element, not always of the richest 
quality but of an unequalled quantity. Humour is also the flower 
, on the stem of character. 

“ Is there a conscious portrait of yourself in any of your plays ? ” 

I once asked Inm. 

“ No,” he replied, “ except the character of ‘ G.B.S.’ in all of 
them.” 

Which explains why he never created a great character that 
was not an essential part of himself. But Iiimself was tliat rarest 
of creations : a great cliaracter, whose humorous sanity irradiated 
an epoch which wdl probably be known to history as the Shavian 
Age. 


THE END 



BIBLIOGRAP'HICAL NOTE 

A complete list of all the books and newspapers I have consulted 
would fill a dozen pages of tins volume, so I must only refer to 
my main authorities. 

vShaw’s autobiographical prefaces to ImmaturitY and London 
Music in 1888-89, his William Morris jas I Knew Him, and the 
articles on his contemporaries in Pen Portraits and Reviews, arc of 
primary value to the biographer, and are, m my judgment, the 
' most'entertaining and exhilarating essays in the language, "The , 
seven volumes of liis musical and dramatic criticisms, and tlie 
volume entided What I Really Wrote About the War', provide 
personal material; as does the correspondence with Ellen Terry 
Then there axe die prefaces to hi^ phys, ivheh hns^c 
with Shaviana ; wliilc the greatest of them, the preface to Audroc/es, - 
reveals his own character m the sanest of all estimates of Jesus 
Clirist. 

, ' I liave also received some help from three biograpliics of ’ 
Shaw: those by Arcliibald Henderson, 1911 and 1932, and that 
by Frank Harris, 1931. 
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